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    To everybody who got played, came back colder, and made 'em regret ever fckin' with you.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "God don't like ugly. And the streets don't like stupid." — Unknown
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​Chapter 1: Crown in the Mud
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Northside never sleeps — it tosses, turns, and cries out in its rusted sleep. Streetlights flicker like dying stars. Sirens hum lullabies for the wicked. And the wind carries rumors on its breath, always smelling like cheap liquor, spent shells, and desperation.

In the heart of it, where the sidewalk stays cracked like broken morals, she walked — slow, deliberate, unbothered. Kweenie.

Long mink swinging around her knees. Leather boots stompin’ out cigarette butts and bad intentions. Ain’t no music playing, but she moved like she owned the rhythm. Her shadow stretched long in the early morning haze, trailing behind like a ghost of who she used to be.

The back door of Fat Carl’s Fried Chicken creaked closed behind her. The spot fronted chicken, but everybody with two eyes and no death wish knew it was a trap hub — her spot. Her empire.

In her city, she wasn’t a queen. She was the queen. The streets ain’t vote her in. They crowned her in blood, in silence, in the absence of a man who could do it better. And she ain’t let go since.

She lit a Newport with steady fingers. Gold tips on her nails gleamed in the low light. She dragged long and slow, like time ain’t matter. Smoke curled from her lips, danced in the morning air, and vanished like all the niggas who ever tried to play her.

“Yo, Queen!”

She didn’t flinch. Didn’t turn around either. That voice was Flip — short, twitchy, mouth always faster than his brain, but loyal. Still alive ‘cause she allowed it.

He jogged up, hoodie pulled low, breath foggin’ the air. The Glock in his hand swung loose at his side — bad habit. “That plug from Chiraq hit. Say he tryna up the price on next shipment. Said the route hot.”

Kweenie turned her head halfway, eyes half-lidded with smoke and disdain. “Tell that nigga I’ll send him his cousin’s teeth in a velvet bag if he try it again.”

Flip blinked, then chuckled awkwardly. “Bet. I’ll let ‘em know.”

She stepped past him without another word, her boots hitting the wet pavement with soft thunks that echoed power. She moved like she ain’t never been touched. Like fear ain't even a scent she capable of.

And that’s what scared most niggas.

Her blacked-out Denali sat parked at the edge of the alley like a panther waiting to pounce — windows tinted darker than secrets, custom plates that read KNGDMM. She climbed in, tossed her mink on the passenger seat, and opened her phone.

Text alerts.

📩 Z locked in 23 & 1. Lawyer need another 10K.
📩 Feds slid by the block again.
📩 Tink caught wit’ 2 birds. Gone fed.
📩 U seen this?? — followed by a pic.
She tapped the photo.

A brick wall in West End, freshly tagged in red spray paint.
Her name: KWEENIE
Crossed out in blood-colored paint.
Below it: “FAFO.”
She stared at it for a long moment. Didn’t blink. Didn’t curse. Didn’t even smirk.

Instead, she opened the glove compartment. A 9mm sat inside, nestled next to a bottle of Chanel No. 5 and a pack of Black & Milds. Her fingers brushed the pistol, just for a second. Just to remember how cold it felt.

Then she shut it.

“Fuck around...” she muttered, pulling the Denali into gear.
The city opened up in front of her like a mouth about to swallow something whole.
“...and find out.”
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​Chapter 2: Just Business, Bitch
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The last time a bitch tried to check Kweenie, they found her in the trunk of a Dodge Charger, jaw wired shut and Bible duct-taped to her chest like repentance came late.

Gutta Barbie must’ve forgot that.

She was loud on Live the night before — acrylics clickin’, weave stiff, and that fake Chanel bag sittin’ loud on her lap like a middle finger to the streets. Talking slick. Saying Kweenie’s trap ran dry, that her product been stepped on, that the crown was up for grabs.

That’s the thing about crowns — everybody want one, till it come with blood.
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10:43 AM.
The Dollhouse Salon, corner of 45th and Mercer.
The front window still had bullet holes from last summer’s drive-by, but the lashes inside stayed long, the gossip longer.
Kweenie walked in like Sunday service just got violent.

She wore all black — tight jeans, cropped top, long trench trailing behind like smoke. Not one word. Just presence. Power.

The room went still.

Stylist froze mid-baby hair swoop. A bitch in the dryer chair shifted her purse like it was gonna save her soul. Even the Bluetooth speaker choked on the Megan verse it was bumpin’.

Barbie stood by the sink, edges laid, smirk lazy. She ain’t move. That was her first mistake.

Kweenie looked her up and down. “You said somethin’ yesterday,” she said, voice low like a knife dragged slow across a neck.

Barbie licked her teeth. “I said what I said, ho. You ain’t the only bitch with weight in this city.”

The room gasped — not out loud, just in breath held too long.

Kweenie stepped forward.

“Cool,” she said, eyes sharp as razors. “So we clear, then. No confusion.”

Barbie leaned in, close like she thought she had heart. “What you gon’ do? Cut my lace?”

Kweenie didn’t blink.
Didn’t yell.
Didn’t pull hair.
She pulled a small blade from the inside of her jacket — clean, sharp, gold-handled. The room screamed before it even touched skin.

One clean swipe.

Barbie’s weave hit the floor first. Her knees followed.

Blood? Nah. Just bruised ego and a hard lesson. The real cut came after.

Kweenie leaned down, lips to her ear. “You don’t get warnings. You get silence. Next time I gotta pull up on you, you ain’t leavin' breathin'. This ain’t personal, bitch. This is business.”

She straightened up, turned, and walked out before the screams even caught up to the moment. Before the footage hit the ‘Gram. Before the whole city remembered what it forgot:

Kweenie don’t play.
Kweenie don’t talk.
Kweenie ends sh*t.
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In the Denali, engine humming like a warning, she lit a Black & Mild and pulled out slow. Flip sat in the passenger seat, eyes wide, half-grinning.

“Damn, Queen,” he muttered, “you ain’t even need the 9.”

She blew smoke through the cracked window.

“Didn’t wanna waste a bullet,” she said.
“Not on that bitch.”
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