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    For every woman who had to bury softness to survive.You ain't cold—you just learned the rules.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "And when they buried her, they didn't know she was a seed.Now she blooms in blood."—Street Proverb
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​Chapter 1: Back Like I Never Left
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The gates clanged shut behind her like a final insult.

Karma stepped out into the sticky city heat with nothing but a clear bag of prison-issued clothes, a flip phone, and three years’ worth of revenge balled up in her chest like a fist. Her locs were longer now, her hips a little thicker, but the fire in her eyes? Still savage.

She looked up at the sky and took her first deep breath of freedom.

“Let’s get this money.”

Three years ago, she was on top. The whole Southside bowed to her hustle. From trap kitchens to car lots, she had her hands in it all. Then came the betrayal—set up by the very people who swore they’d ride or die.

Rico.
Her first love.
Her first mistake.
He ain’t just take her freedom. That motherfucker took her plug, her block, and her best friend Chanel.

Word was, Chanel moved into Karma’s old condo the same week she got sentenced. Changed the locks. Changed her number. Even changed her fuckin hair color like Karma was dead and gone.

Karma ain’t forget none of that.

A black-on-black Benz pulled up slow. Tinted windows. Custom plates: “KRM4LIFE.”

The driver’s door cracked. A young dude hopped out, tall with a fresh taper and a nervous grin.

"Yo... Karma?"

She cocked her head. "You Saint?"

He nodded. "Your pops sent me."

Karma’s mouth twitched. Pops hadn’t said shit to her in years. Funny how everybody get talkative when you touch pavement again.

She slid into the backseat, her bag in her lap, eyes scanning every street sign like it owed her something.

"Where to?" Saint asked.

Karma leaned back, legs crossed, nails tapping on the leather.

“Take me to the block. I need to see what the fuck mine look like without me.”

As the Benz glided through her old hood, she took it all in—new faces, new crews, Rico’s name spray-painted on the corner wall like he built it. Her heart pounded like bass in a stolen whip.

They passed Queen’s Beauty Bar—used to be hers. Now it had Chanel’s name in pink neon cursive across the front.

She smiled.

"Turn around," she told Saint.
"Why?"
"’Cause I’m ‘bout to knock on the front door and remind these bitches I still fuckin breathe."
The ride had just begun.
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​Chapter 2: Queen of Nothing
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Karma stood in front of her auntie's crumbling duplex with a half-dead phone and no plan. Her welcome home meal was a stale Popeyes biscuit and warm ginger ale.

No balloons. No hugs. No love.

Auntie Tee had let her crash for the night, but the message was clear: don’t get comfortable. The same couch Karma used to crash on as a teen was now her kingdom... if you could call it that.

No money. No crew. No heat.
But a whole lotta hate to keep her warm.
She pulled her hair up into a bun and tightened the hoodie around her frame. Time to touch turf.

The Southside had changed. New faces on the corners. New tags on the walls. Same old poverty, same old pain—but the players? Different. Karma walked with her head high, eyes steady. If they didn’t know who she was, they were about to learn.

Her first stop was D-Lo’s Smokehouse. He owed her. Back in the day, she kept his shop clean when nobody else would fuck with him. She stepped inside and was met with loud music, weed smoke, and blank stares.

D-Lo looked up from behind the register, eyes going wide.
"Damn... Karma?"
"Don't act surprised, motherfucker. I ain’t dead."
He came from behind the counter, arms open. She didn’t move.
"You heard what they did, right?" he asked.
"Yeah. I also heard you ain’t do shit."
He scratched his beard, embarrassed.
"You need something?"
"Yeah. A pack, a pistol, and some silence."

D-Lo paused, then slid her a burner under the table and a small black duffle with a few ounces. “It’s not much, but it’s somethin’. Can’t front you cash, tho.”

Karma zipped the bag, tucked the pistol in her waistband, and stared him down.
“Don’t worry. I ain’t broke for long.”
She walked out and hit the block.

No crew? She’d build one.
No stash? She’d flip one.
No name? She’d earn it back in blood.
By midnight, she’d moved every gram in the duffle and turned her first trick at a late-night dice game—taking home three bands and a Rolex off some flashy clown who thought her smile meant weakness.

Broke ain’t the same as beaten.

Karma lit a blunt and looked up at the stars.
"Y’all took everything from me. Now I’m taking it all the fuck back."
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​Chapter 3: Snakes in My Circle
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The streets don’t whisper—they scream, if you know how to listen.

Karma pulled up to Glow, an upscale hookah lounge on the Eastside, in a rental with temp tags and a fresh black fit that hugged her body like it missed her. She wasn’t there to smoke. She was there to watch.

Word was, Rico and Chanel hit Glow every Thursday. Bougie vibes, bottle girls, security at the door. Back in the day, it was their spot—Karma and Chanel’s little post-hustle escape from the block. Now her old bestie was inside, grinning with the man who wrecked everything.

Saint sat in the passenger seat, hoodie low, watching Karma light a blunt with hands steady as steel.
"You sure you wanna see this?"
She didn’t blink.
"I ain’t come to see. I came to know."
She walked through the doors like she belonged there—hips swinging, eyes locked forward. Inside, neon purple lights lit the room like a slow-motion dream. Bottles sparkled. Cameras flashed. Laughter floated over the smoke clouds.

And there they were.
Rico. Chanel.
Sitting close. Real close.

Rico had on a velvet jacket, fat Cuban link shining like a middle finger. Chanel wore the same gold anklet Karma gave her in '19 and a smile that made Karma’s stomach twist.

She watched as Chanel leaned over and whispered in his ear. He laughed, kissed her neck. Karma’s jaw clenched.

Saint nudged her.
"Bounce?"
But Karma shook her head.
Instead
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