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Disclaimer
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THIS IS A WORK OF FICTION. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or real events is purely coincidental.

This book contains depictions of criminal activity, violence, and morally complex situations. The actions and behaviors portrayed within this story are not intended to promote, condone, or encourage real-life conduct. Reader discretion is advised.
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Content & Trigger Warning
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THIS BOOK CONTAINS mature and potentially disturbing content that may not be suitable for all readers.

Please be advised that this story includes:


•  Violence and graphic scenes

•  Kidnapping and imprisonment

•  Psychological manipulation and trauma

•  Domestic abuse and toxic relationship dynamics

•  Death and grief

•  Sexual content and adult themes

•  Strong language

•  Moral ambiguity and criminal behavior


This story explores dark and complex themes. Some characters engage in harmful actions and make difficult, controversial choices.

Reader discretion is strongly advised.

This is not a fairytale. This is a story about survival, power, love, and the consequences that come with all of it.
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Prologue 

Karma  
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“DAMN, THIS BITCH IS feisty.” That’s the first thing I hear as I come to after I guess Jahil’s people knocked me out and kidnapped me. One minute I’m closing up my lounge for the night and I’m on cloud nine. Then the next thing I know, I’m being grabbed up all rough. I was literally locking the back doors in the alleyway when I was lifted up like a raggedy Ann doll, clocked in the back of the head, and dragged. I have no clue why they had to drag me, messing up my favorite dress. Shit, this is the dress I wore to the club the night Chief and I went out after first moving to Greensboro, and it was my favorite. As big as these motherfuckers were, they could’ve just carried me. I was already sore from all the action earlier tonight, now they dragged and beat my poor little body up some more.

There was no warning, no conversation, just hands all over me. Now I know that I went through Jahil’s shit like a Tasmanian devil and killed everything moving, so who could this be? I know it’s not Marcy; she doesn’t have pull like this. Gasping to myself because now my mind immediately moves to that sack of shit, Senior. That has to be it. He was probably the one on the other end of that recording watching me. He’s found me, and this was his hand moving pieces the entire time. That old nigga is in prison and still has reach like this? If I didn’t hate him so much for all that he’s done and all the mess that he’s caused, I would really be impressed by all of this. Now I’m just pissed the shit off.

Now that my limbs were awake and my mind was no longer foggy from being punched and caught off guard, I start fighting. I am not panicking—I am fighting for my life. I twist, bend, kick, scratch, and when I see a patch of exposed skin, I bare my teeth and I bite down on it. I bite him as hard as I can. I feel like a vampire trying to draw blood. “Bitch!” the one I bit screams out in pain. Good, I think, because if I’m going to go out, you’ll know I’ve been here and I’ll take some pieces with me. The two of them restrain me quickly after that. They gag me with a rag and some duct tape on my lips. They also place duct tape around my wrists. There’s a scarf or something tied over my eyes.

While wrestling with them and we’re walking to wherever we’re going—my demise, I guess—I count the steps and the turns we make. Finally, we are here in a room and they slap me down in a chair. Sitting here in the darkness, I try to memorize every voice I hear, every footstep, every little noise I can make out. And I don’t dare stop moving. I feel that with enough movement and friction, I can loosen the duct tape. While I’m still struggling against my restraints, I hear one that I picked up on called Tank say, “What do you think the boss wants with this bitch?” Responding to him, the other one, I think called Rick or Dick or something like that, says, “I don’t know.” Then he laughs and says, “But when he’s done with her, I’m going to have some fun with her ass. Bitch is fine shit, and that ass is poking.”

My blood runs cold, then hot—I was fuming. They definitely got the right one, and if and when I get up out of this, they would eat those words and I was going to spoon-feed it to them. Am I not Karma? The same bitch that just ran through an entire dynasty within mere hours? They don’t know who the fuck they just grabbed. When I find out where the fuck I am, I’m killing everything breathing in this bitch: men, women, children, pets, and plants included. Now I don’t know what possessed whichever one it was to come up to me and put their funky ass lips on top of mine that was up under this duct tape, but that was a big ass mistake. They were too close and I was in beast mode. I moved my head back and they laughed. Still, he was close in my face. I tucked my chin and thrust my head forward as hard as I could.

Groaning now and no doubt holding his nose, I chuckle inwardly because yeah, bitch, take that. That little victory was short-lived because before I knew it I received a loud, hard, excruciating CRACK. Pain was coursing through my head now. My ears are ringing, I feel dazed, and I taste blood. “Yo, the boss is going to kill both of you niggas,” I hear a voice nervously say. It was another man, and before I could do anything I heard him walking away swiftly—damn near sounded like he was running.

Now, I smell someone new in the room. He smells familiar—like home, like sweet memories, like love all wrapped into one. It smells like cigars—the expensive kind—sandalwood, leather. My breath catches in my throat and suddenly it’s hard to breathe because there’s no way this is who I think it is. Then I realize I’m fucking dying. That is in fact him—he’s waiting for me on the other side. He’s come to get me. Yes, baby, I’m ready. I’ve missed you. Then I hear real words, sharp and disgusted. “UNTIE MY FUCKING WIFE!” My heart is about to explode and my armpits feel spicy like cayenne pepper. I am hot all over. “And what the fuck—why is she bleeding?” the man continues. I’m just caught up on how I know that voice, that tone, that man.

Suddenly the scarf is ripped from my eyes. Bright white light floods in; and I see him. All of him; he is still the most handsome, cocky man I’ve ever laid eyes on.

Chief.

Then blackness.
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Chapter 1 - Chief 

Welcome Home Mrs.  Braxton 
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“DAMN BABY... PLEASE. Please wake up!” I plead as I see the light leave my wife’s eyes. Standing up with rage coursing through my veins, “Anybody want to tell me what the fuck happened to my motherfucking wife?” I can feel it washing all over me. I am about to crash out like I used to when I was a young nigga. I told these motherfuckers to go get the lady from the lounge that was on the stage. These motherfuckers grab her up like she’s an enemy. They have her in here tied to the chair and bloodied up, looking like we’re about to torture her for information. I can’t believe this shit. This happy reunion is not off to a good start. All I want is to be reunited with Mrs. Braxton and love on her the way I should’ve been, while these fucktards are fucking it up. “Boss, you told us t—“ I pull my pistol out and start pistol whipping this nigga until my arms are tired. “Clean this shit up,” I spat to them, not caring which one did it. Now returning my attention back to where it belongs, I send for Carletta to come down and help me get my wife into a bath. I want to check her and make sure she is okay. I have missed this lady so much, and now she is finally home where she belongs.

Scooping her up and carrying her to the master bedroom where Carletta already has it steamy, with the bubble bath running and the heated floors turned on, I sit her down and let Carletta get to work. I know she will take care of my queen. Heading to my study for a glass of cognac and a cigar, figuring I would give Karma some space and privacy, I am all of a sudden nervous as hell. Shit, I should’ve picked up some sativa to calm me down. Finishing my liquor, now I am ready to go see my wife, so I make my way back down the hall and into my bedroom. I see her sitting there in her signature red. I picked this out for her months ago, and it fits her perfectly.

“Baby...” shit, I am lost. I have no clue what to say. She is here, and a nigga is now tongue-tied. I never thought about what I would say to her, mainly because I thought she’d be just as happy to see me as I am to see her. It isn’t helping that she’s staring at me with a nasty scowl on her face. She looks like she wants to fuck me up. Finally, I manage to say, with a huge smile, my golds on display, “Hey, Mrs. Braxton. Welcome home, baby.” I open my arms as if to say come give daddy a hug. She walks up to me, and for a moment I think that we will, in fact, have a happy reunion. To my surprise, my wife snorts and hawk-tuahs the biggest, nastiest loogie she could muster onto my face. She then crosses her arms, pats her foot with a stank attitude like she was daring me to do something about it. I swear I have never seen Carletta move so damn fast. She is no doubt afraid of what I am about to do to Karma. Shit, Carletta doesn’t even stay to clean the bathroom up. If I wasn’t standing here looking stupid, the way she moved would’ve been comical.

“Well, what the fuck do you have to say for yourself? And nigga, this shit better be good.” She finally speaks to me, and once again I’m in shock. I really have no clue what to expect. I sit down on the bed and gesture for her to come and sit beside me. Karma doesn’t budge a muscle; she is still standing her ground, arms crossed. So I figure I best explain everything to her. After I do all the explaining, leaving a few details out here and there, she is not moved. My wife proceeds to walk up to me and slap me. She’s looking at me like she’s gearing up to do it again when I grab her wrists. Holding them down to her sides, I press my body up against hers. Looking down at her, I see tears beginning to well up in the corners of her eyes. “Fuck you, Chief,” is all I hear before she starts sobbing. Karma does not cry. Damn, man, now I feel like shit. I love this lady, and all I ever do is hurt her. I know that I have to do better. I pull her into me, placing soft kisses all over her face. “Shh, shh, stop that now. We’re together now. That’s all that matters.” I am trying my best to soothe her. Just as soon as I think she’s calming down, she gears up again. She pulls away from me like she is about to fight me. Now I understand that this isn’t ideal, but I am getting real sick of this shit. If she doesn’t quit with this act, I’ll be forced to manhandle her ass, and I don’t want to do that. This is our first night together. I want it to be romantic.

While in thought, I guess my grip loosens from her arms. Managing to get free, she takes off running. I’m so caught off guard that she gets out the door, down the hall, and down the stairs before I can catch her ass. She would’ve been out the door if my nigga Akil wasn’t standing there. He grabs her around the waist as soon as she is about to hit the door. Smiling and singing that old joint, “She’s a runner, she’s a track star,” I would laugh, but he doesn’t know she is about to square up with his ass now. Karma looks so defeated as she squirms, trying to get loose, but realizes that she isn’t going anywhere with Akil’s firm grip on her. I see all the fight leave her, and as he lets her go, she slinks to the floor.

“Baby?” I question. This shit is really starting to hurt my feelings. Like, I know she was fucking off with them broads, but has she lost all love for a nigga? “Are you not happy to see me?” I ask, standing here hovering over her, offering my hand to help her stand up. She swats my hand away, stands up on her feet, squares her shoulders, wipes her face, and looks me dead in my eyes. “Fuck you, Chief.” She looks around, spots Carletta, and asks her to show her to a guest bedroom. I am left here standing alone and looking crazy. I am more than astonished by her behavior. I don’t even have the sense enough to be offended. This is the woman I love, and she seems to have forgotten all about me. I sit in my office smoking a cigar and having another drink when there is a knock at the door. It is Akil, no doubt coming to check on me. He is the one who has been telling me all along to leave this lady alone. When I finally tell him who she is to me and what all happened that separated us, he tells me to let her go. I just can’t do that. Now if he is coming in here on that same shit, I am about to have to cuss his ass out. Coming in and looking at me straight in my face, he asks me a simple question, “Yo bro, I don’t mean to overstep, but is she worth it?” I don’t even have words for him. Everything tonight is about to piss me off. What the fuck kind of question is that? Of course she is worth it. That’s my damn wife.

As the night goes on, I feel it is only right to at least go check on my guest of honor. Shit, this is my house—I can go into any room that I see fit. That’s my wife, and I can go see her if I see fit as well. Peeping my head in, I see her sitting in the bed straight up with her back against the headboard. As if sensing that I might be getting hopeful, she looks me dead in the face, flips me the bird, then turns off her lamp and lays down. She just leaves me standing at the door in the dark, looking crazy.
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Chapter 2 - Karma

The Real Mrs. Braxton  
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I CANNOT BELIEVE THIS shit! I literally can’t believe it. I was mad enough to shit fire. All these fucking years I spent sitting around mourning that sorry sack of shit. All these years that I’ve longed for him, and he has the nerve to kidnap me from my place of business and act as if life is supposed to be honky-dory. “He has the nerve to be ALIVE!” I said out loud, screaming into the pillow in the guest room of his house. This motherfucker. Ugh, how many other people know that he’s alive? He brings me here to this place talking about welcome home. What the fuck does he think this is my nigga? Shit is not sweet. He could’ve stayed dead for all I give a hot damn. Fuck Du’Shawn Amari Braxton. I hate him. I’m damn near forty—shit, he is in his forties—and yet he thinks that he can just waltz in here and sweep me off my feet again. “FUCK!” I scream out loud again, not even bothering to pull the pillow over my face this time. If my body wasn’t still sore from saving my son, I would try to escape again. Fuck it, I’ll stay here for the night. Chief may be a piece of shit, but he will never hurt me on purpose.

Relaxing now, I saw his ass come to the door looking at me like he had something to say. Flipping him the finger, I turned the light off and laid down. I don’t even want him to have the privilege to look at me yet. As I’m laying here in his house in the dark, knowing he’s down the hall, my mind and its weak self starts thinking about him. Damn, he was still fine as shit. I can’t help that I still love that man. He has hurt me so deeply, but yet here I am in this damn guest bedroom. It would be nothing for me to go down the hall, sneak into his room, and show him what he’s been missing for all these years. Treat myself to a good time. He always used to make my body feel so damn good. Chief used to treat me like I was a high-performance vehicle. He would start off like it was an easy Sunday morning drive, then he would speed up, handling every curve with surgical precision. Once we hit the last curve and we get up the steepest part of the hill, he’d double down, speeding towards the finish. Damn, this shit had me hot. I have no clue why my mind went to that. I wanted to be mad at him; shit, I am mad at him. I wish my body got that memo though.

I don’t know why I made the decision to do this shit, but I go down the hall, looking in the room I was first brought to only to see that Chief is not there. Walking a little further, I find Chief sitting in a room that I assume is his office. I see my sexy ass husband sitting at his desk with the weight of the world on his shoulders. I see him look so defeated. He was rolling around some stress balls, looking at a picture of us on our wedding day. As I walk in, he’s so caught up in the picture he doesn’t notice me walking in. He takes a swig of his drink, and I see him with silent tears streaming down his face. Seeing this breaks my heart right in two; there’s something about seeing a grown man cry thats just heartbreaking. Now I don’t know why but I have an impulse to kiss him with the passion that I’ve been missing for years; so I go for it this is my husband. Pushing his chair back from his desk and pulling me onto his lap, his Johnson springing to life under me. Palming my ass, moving me back and forth, I was growing so aroused that I know his pants are soaked. Standing up with my legs wrapped around his waist, never breaking our kiss, he began walking us to his room. Laying me on the bed, he kissed me all over, then landed at my love nest. It doesn’t take long before my legs go stiff and my body goes limp. I love the feeling of post-coital bliss. Knowing that he is now expecting to finish our sexual rendezvous, I get up and pull my nighty down. Looking at me in confusion, I say, “Now watch how it feels for someone to walk out on you after giving you hope of something you really wanted.” Leaving his room, I know I was wrong, but he would learn. I love Chief, but I was not about to let him off the hook—we aren’t cool. We may never be cool. Tomorrow I am leaving, and I don’t give a shit if I ever see him again.

Back in the room that’s mine for the night, I get cozy. Nestled under the covers, the Sandman hits me and slumber comes as quick. I guess after all these years, even though I was pissed, I still felt safe in Chief’s presence. Dreamland came, and we were out on a date. He had on my favorite blue suit and I had on my signature red—we were gorgeous. He took me out, we had a wonderful time, then he took me to Sheets for box wine and I giggled like I was sixteen again. As my dream continued on, it started getting weird. I smelled perfume that I know I didn’t wear. Then out of nowhere Chief disappeared and all I could hear was a loud-ass woman screaming, followed by a flood of bright light. At first I couldn’t make out what the lady was saying, then I felt as if I was drowning. There was water everywhere. This dream was so vivid that I had to wake up before I met my demise.

Opening my eyes, I realize in a hurry that I am, in fact, not dreaming. I am covered in water. The bed is soaked, my hair is no doubt knotty, and my new cute little nighty is ruined. My eyes aren’t fully adjusted yet because I am still confused from being abruptly woken up, but I hear that same annoying loud-ass voice from my dream. Finally, my senses are working. I can see and hear. I see this tall, slender bitch standing in the room by the bed, and she looks like she is ready to fight. “WHO THE FUCK ARE YOU, BITCH?” she questions me as if she has the right to ask me this while I’m sleeping in MY husband’s house. I just look at her for a moment, deciding on what I want to do. Shit, I’m already tired, and I thought I was getting good sleep for the first time in a long time. Now I have to deal with this shit. Damn, can a bitch catch a break, or is my eternal punishment to always enact karma and constantly take out other people’s trash?

“I am Mrs. Braxton. Who are you?” was my simple response. I know this type of chick—the ones who think they have won an argument because they are talking loud. Well, Miss ghetto prom queen needed to realize that I am not about to argue. “Mrs. Braxton?” she says, raising her eyebrows at me like I have to lie, then she busts out laughing like something’s funny. “Bitch, if there was a Mrs. Braxton, that would be me. Now get your ugly ass up and out my house before I beat your ass.” This bitch is being indignant now, and I do not have time for this. I know that I can simply leave, but it’s the principle of the matter now that Chief has his bitch up here talking crazy to me.

I step out of the bed, all five foot two inches of me. I punch this bitch dead in her face, and I walk out the room. I am down the stairs and to the living room area when she catches up to me. She does a lot of screaming and yelling—I do not. I start beating her ass. She is windmilling and swinging recklessly—not me. I am making clean, executed jabs, punches straight to her face and body. She is getting tired when I hear Chief and his maid come in the room at the same time. His house looks like a hurricane had been through. Well, I guess Hurricane Karma tore this shit up. I can’t believe him, and he thought we had a fucking chance. Well, if we did, which we didn’t, we certainly don’t have a chance in hell now.

Giving this bitch one last kick while she was lying there groaning on the floor, I started coming for Chief. Then I remembered that I don’t want his ass no way. He was good for a good nut, but that was it. I would move on now. No more saving myself or feeling guilty about men checking me out. It is fuck Chief until the day I die, and that’s on me.
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Chapter 3 - Chief

War Inside My House  
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THIS IS NOT GOING WELL at all. One minute I think that I am finally going to get my wife back. That little stunt she pulled—letting me get a taste, then leaving me to take a cold shower—I deserved that. Now Karma has my damn house looking like a crime scene. After my shower, it sounds like World War Three is taking place downstairs. I am praying that this is not what I think it is. I know that my prayers are in vain, though. I hear Angelic’s voice screaming and yelling. The crazy thing is I haven’t heard Karma say anything. I get downstairs, and there is blood everywhere. Angelic is on the floor, breathing hard, clutching her face, while Karma stands over her like she’s debating whether to hit her again. Fuck me, I don’t even know what to do. Walking up to the two of them—even though the fight is over—I still feel like I should do and say something. “Baby—” I start. Karma isn’t having any of that. “Don’t you baby me!” Karma snaps. Her eyes are wild, furious, and hurt. Once again, this ghetto bird is able to get into my fucking house. Why tonight? Why me, Jehovah? I could kill Angelic right now.

Slowly pushing herself up, wiping blood from her mouth, Angelic says, “What the fuck is wrong with this bitch?” I don’t know why the fuck she would even fix her mouth to say some shit like that. Before I have the chance to move or say anything, Karma lunges at her again. The two of them crash into the coffee table, knocking glass to the floor. It shatters, and liquor splashes everywhere while they swing fists and grab hair. I have seen enough—this is foolishness. I feel like shit for allowing this to happen. Karma did not deserve this. Damn, I am fucking up. “Enough!” I shout.

Managing to get one good hit in, because Karma is about to listen to me, Angelic catches Karma in the cheek. The second that happens, my entire body goes rigid. Another mistake on her behalf. I am starting to think that Angelic indeed has a death wish. Karma grabs Angelic by her hair and drives her straight into the wall. Angelic slumps to the floor. Now the room is silent except for heavy breathing.

Turning toward me now, on the heels of her feet, Karma has a look in her eyes that makes my stomach drop. She is coming straight for me, venom dripping from her lips, fury in her eyes. “WHO. IS. THAT. BITCH. CHIEF?” Every word is slow, sharp, and agonizing, cutting me like a blade because I don’t want to answer it. Rubbing the back of my neck, I have no choice but to answer her. Angelic is nothing to me. I have been trying to get rid of her since I first saw Karma at the club. I haven’t been intimate with her in months. I have no clue why she keeps coming around.

Running my hand over my face, I sigh and gear up to answer my wife. “She’s a whore. Baby, she means nothing to me at all.” This is my answer, even though I know it means nothing to Karma. Staring at me like she doesn’t believe what she just heard, I let out some nervous laughter. “I guess I’m no better than dear old dad after all, huh?” Silence fills every space in the room. Shaking her head slowly, Karma says in a low, tired voice with finality, “Fuck you, Chief.” She looks and sounds like me bringing her here, like my presence—like my mere existence—has aged her beyond her years.

Letting out a deep breath, she turns and walks down the hall toward the stairs. Walking upstairs now, leaving me, Angelic, and Carletta down here to clean up the mess. Moments later, I hear the guest bedroom door slam shut, shaking the walls. Standing here staring at the mess all around me, I hear Angelic groaning from the floor. “Are you just going to stand there looking at me?” I hear Angelic’s raspy voice say, followed by, “That crazy bitch broke my fucking nose.” Seeing her still bleeding all over my floor, I sigh. “Yeah, probably.”

Asking Carletta to get the living room cleaned up and getting Akil to take Angelic off to the hospital, I say a prayer. I pray that Jehovah watches over me and helps me get my wife to love me. I know that what He puts together, let no man tear apart. I know that Karma has to still have some love for me. I am drinking in here in my office, and I done rolled up, so I’m feeling good now. Thinking to myself that I am done playing with Karma. I am going to go see my wife.

Stepping out of my office, I see Carletta cleaning up the mess. By the time the house is quiet again, Angelic is gone, the blood is gone, but the tension in the air is still thick enough to choke on. I look at my house, once again completely in disarray, and I say a quick prayer under my breath. “Jehovah, give me patience tonight.” Dealing with Karma while she is angry requires patience. That’s something I have just about run out of, if I’m being honest. Placing myself in her shoes, I figure I can muster up some because Karma has every right to be furious right now.

Finally making my way to the guest room where Karma is staying, I peek inside. I see her sitting on the bed, her shoulders shaking. She’s sobbing, and this sight alone makes something in me snap. I am done with this shit—this is my woman in that room. Pushing the door open, I step inside. “Karma,” I say gently, but she doesn’t answer me. She just keeps staring down at the covers like the world has ended. Walking closer to the bed to be near her, I say, “Stop crying, ma.”

Snapping her head up at me, anger in her eyes, she raises her hand to slap me. Catching it before it lands, our eyes lock. She looks at me like I’m the enemy. I know it’s only seconds, but it feels like an eternity that neither of us moves. Slowly lowering her hand but not letting it go, I quietly say her name again. Then I ask, “Are you done yet?” Her chest rising and falling fast—I guess she’s not, because she snaps, “Let me go right now, Chief.” Never wanting to let her go again, I pull her in toward me instead. Her body crashes into mine, and for a second she is stiff and completely still. She feels like she wants to forgive me, but I can still feel the heat and anger coming off her skin.

Bringing the hand she tried to slap me with up to my chest, holding it there, I say, “You’re my wife.” She rolls her eyes at me, but I am not deterred. She looks like she is ready to argue and fight some more, but this moment stretches between us, neither of us knowing what to do. This is all so heavy, complicated, and yet it’s also familiar. It’s also what’s right. No matter how angry she is, the connection between us cannot be denied.

Still holding her close with her hand on my heart, I hear her breath hitch in her throat. Letting out a soft, quiet sound that is a mix between a huff, a light protest, and defeat. This is all it takes for me. Moving my hands to her waist, pulling her into me more, she leans into me, and the storm between us finally breaks.

At least for the night.
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Chapter 4 - Karma  

Cracks in the Crown 
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FUCK THIS SHIT AND fuck Du’Shawn Amari Braxton and his black bitch ass. Chief has me fucked up. Waking up now in the middle of the night, I can’t believe how fucking weak I am for this man. I will not allow him to have my nose open again. I only fell asleep in his arms because I was exhausted from the adrenaline of the day. Shit, I killed Jahil, got kidnapped, and had to beat a bitch’s ass all in a span of one day—that’s enough to make any woman need to fall asleep in a man’s arms.

Sitting up on the side of the bed now, trying not to wake up the sleeping dragon beside me, I am about to get the fuck out of here. Wiping my face, trying not to cry yet again, I get on my clothes from last night and I just break down in tears. “Get it together, girl, damn.” Karma does not cry. I built an empire, I’ve buried enemies, and I have walked through rooms full of men who want to see me fail while making them respect me. I am that bitch. “So why am I in here crying over a fucking man?” I ask myself out loud. This isn’t just a man, though—this is MY man. This is Chief Braxton, my husband. My husband who is supposed to be dead, who is alive in the flesh lying in bed right now.

I can’t help myself—I let out a laugh because this shit is like a cruel joke to me. Here I am, not doing shit with anyone else because I am honoring him, and he is alive with another bitch at his house calling herself Mrs. Braxton. Ugh, fuck that bitch. Now I wonder who else knew this motherfucker wasn’t dead. With that thought, I have to think about how do I tell the kids? Do I tell the kids? Shit, do the fucking kids know?

I guess by now I’ve been standing here too long because Chief begins to stir in the bed and he’s feeling for me. Noticing that I’m no longer there, he sits up in a panic until he sees me. At first he’s smiling, with those beautiful dimples on display threatening to melt my heart, but then he frowns as he realizes that I’m dressed. “Where you going?” he says, voice full of scorn as if he gets the right to question me. I give the attitude right back. “Home, duh. I have a life, or did you forget that along with the fact that you’re supposed to be dead?” I know I’m pushing him, but I am pissed at this sexy idiot. “Listen, I know you’re upset, but no more of this attitude. You live here now. That shit with Angelic will never happen again, and I’ll send someone to get your things.”

I cannot believe the audacity on this nigga. I mean, I am literally standing here with my mouth open. “I have to get my kids from the airport soon. I have to also do the books for my lounge. I have shit to do, Chief, and I do not answer to you. Our marriage became null and void when you died.” This shit pisses him off—I can tell—but I do not even care. Serves him right. I am about to go in on him some more when I hear his phone buzzing. Rolling my eyes, I say, “More of your whores? Or is it that bitch calling you to come get her from the hospital since I know I rearranged her ugly ass face?” Whew, I am fuming now. Looking at me, smiling, he has the nerve to say, “Aww, jelly? And here it is I thought you lost all love for a nigga.” This exchange is getting on my nerves, but I do want to know who it is. As if sensing this, he says, “Well, you’ll find out sooner or later—it’s Knowledge.”

What the fuck? I could’ve sworn he just said that it was Knowledge—as in my son. “Come again? Knowledge who? My son doesn’t keep secrets from me.” This is all becoming too much. How the fuck did Knowledge know that Chief was alive and he didn’t tell me? I feel so betrayed. I love those kids, and they’ve been keeping something like this away from me. “I have to go.” Without giving Chief the chance to say anything, I bust out of the bedroom and down the hall like a bat out of hell. I need answers, and someone is going to give them to me. I don’t even put my shoes on—I run straight out the door.

Getting into a rideshare car, I call my son. “Hello.” I don’t give his ass a chance to even breathe before I am on his ass. “What the fuck, Knowledge? How could you not tell me that Chief was alive? Shit, boy, just why would you?” Fuck, I am crying in the back seat of this damn cab like an idiot. When they kidnapped me last night, they must’ve hit me over the head—I don’t ever remember crying this much in my entire life.

Finally back home, I rush in and I don’t even think—I slap Knowledge across his face. I want to demand answers from him. I want to scream, cuss, and fuss at him. I don’t do any of that—I run upstairs. I need to arrange for the others to come home. I need to get my outfit ready for the night so I can go to the club. I need to eat—I am starved. Shit, I just need to get myself together.

Standing here in my room, looking crazy in the mirror, I think about how he lied, how much this shit hurts me. I think about how much everyone has been lying to me. I have no clue where Marcy is right now. I have no idea if all of my children are even coming back. This is all too much. I think of a melody, and that sounds so good, and it showcases my hurt. Last night I sang a song that I wrote for Chief that showed how much I loved him—this one should show the opposite. I never thought in all of my life that someone I adore so much could make me hate them this good. “You didn’t have to lie to me. I would’ve never judged you for your sins. I have no heaven or hell, but here we meet again.” I want it to sound sweet, but I am going to drop a bomb with this shit.

While standing here in the mirror, looking at myself, singing and rapping, trying to get my mind right, I hear a light knock on my door. “What?” I say nastily because I have nothing nice to say to him. He was my favorite kid, but I see now that was the wrong choice. Stepping inside as if I invited him, he says to me, “Big Mama.” Cutting him off, I say, “I am no mama of yours.” “Well, K, give him a chance. Please, it’s not all what it seems.” Tears threatening to spill out



d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
2k
= KING & QUEEN ~
; fﬁé HAVANA.

W) . BOOK 4 —EMPIRE OF KARMA
s e e 2
S o i 3 ' 4

Y

B

AT T RN
=R h s

. ABRIL RAYNER "





d2d_images/image001.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image002.png
KING & QUEEN
" of HAVANA

SIS BOOK 4 — EMPIRE OF KARMA N
m—"-‘,* .5 b , .

. ABRIL RAYNER






d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





