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Disclaimer

This work is a work of fiction. All characters, events, organizations, and settings are either the product of the author’s imagination or used in a fictional manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or real events is purely coincidental.

This story does not represent, speak for, or reflect the beliefs, teachings, or practices of The Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints or any other religious group. The depiction of religious elements in this book is purely fictional and used for storytelling purposes only. No disrespect is intended toward any faith, culture, or belief system.

Content & Trigger Warning

This novel is a work of fiction intended for mature audiences.

Karma: The First Lady contains themes and content that may be distressing or triggering for some readers, including but not limited to:

• Emotional and psychological abuse

• Manipulation and coercive control

• Cult-like and high-control group dynamics

• Infidelity and betrayal

• Crime and criminal activity

• References to violence and death (non-graphic)

• Sexual content and adult relationships

• Power imbalance in relationships

• Mental health themes

• Grief, loss, and trauma

Some scenes explore dark subject matter, morally complex characters, and unethical or harmful behavior. These elements are part of the story’s exploration of power, control, consequence, and survival—not an endorsement of such behavior.

Reader discretion is advised.

If you are sensitive to any of the topics listed above, please take care when choosing to continue. 
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Chapter One- The Prophecy 
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I was fourteen years old when I was introduced to Du’Shawn “Chief” Braxton. He was twenty-two years old. But I remember thinking age was nothing but a number. Shit, ain’t that what Aaliyah said in that song she had about R. Kelly?

I had just had my birthday, and it was the summer before I started high school. He was short for a man, but taller than me, and that’s all that mattered. But damn, was he fine. Dark-skinned, long dreadlocks with gold tips, and golds in his mouth. The dreadlocks were styled in a big bun on top of his head. He was wearing a navy polo cardigan, a white button-up, and a tie with blue slacks on. On his feet, he wore some navy loafers with white trim around them. He was the kind of fine that made you forget your surroundings for a second. He looked like something out of a magazine. He had something about him I wasn’t accustomed to. He looked like he had money. Man, he really was just gorgeous.

I had to catch myself because I was staring.

“Close your mouth, girl, you’re going to start drooling,” I heard Brittany whisper beside me from her seat in the pew.

I fought the urge to roll my eyes. Did she not see what I saw? That man was so fine I could look at him all day long. This was coming from both of us, who had never had a boyfriend before. Smart girls like us, who were in the Beta Club, didn’t get the privilege of talking to boys. Especially ones who looked like Mr. Chocolate over there.

We ended up here because my best friend Brittany and I had decided we were going to start going to church on Sundays. When I say we decided, I really mean me. I decided we were going to be going to church on Sundays. The Holiness Church of Jesus Christ of Latter Day Saints was the only one close enough to walk to, so that’s where we went. Either way, I was excited—hungry for something bigger than my block, bigger than my house, bigger than my name. Brittany was more of a skeptic, but she wasn’t about to let me go alone. That’s why I loved my bestie—she would always have my back. She hopped to it, met me at my house, and we walked together.

My home life wasn’t that good, and I just felt that God was the way. I used to hear my grandmother talk about how faith got her through a lot of hard times. When she died, I really had no one to care for me. I lived in the projects. My mother was worthless—a drunk. For the most part, I felt like I was her mother. She was in a bad way ever since my father was killed. Now, I would never celebrate anyone’s death, but I also didn’t mourn his death either. He was a horrible man who cheated on my mother and beat her up whenever he felt like it.

I told myself that I would never be her.

Once we walked in, the church felt kind of heavy. Not light and spiritual like I expected.

Too quiet in some places. Too loud in others. Everybody smiled too hard. Hugged too long. They were so overly friendly that it felt fake and creepy. The walls were lined with pictures of big families—matching outfits, too many kids to count, fathers standing in the middle like kings. It felt warm, but also like stepping into somebody else’s rules. Something about it sparked something in me.

Then I saw him. As I described, he was fine as frog hair.

As soon as the service started, I couldn’t keep my eyes off that fine chocolate man a few rows ahead of us. I was so stuck on him I didn’t even hear the preacher call out to me.

“Young lady in the green dress with the braids, stand up. I have a word from Christ.”

Brittany nudged me hard. I looked up and realized the preacher was staring straight at me. I recognized him as one of the men standing in the picture with all the children. Now my interest was really sparked. But now everyone was also staring at me.

My stomach flipped.

I stood.

“Now, I don’t normally do this,” he said, “but the Spirit told me to tell Du’Shawn Amari Braxton that this will be his first bride. His rock. His foundation.”

The church went quiet. Then came the murmurs. The smiles. The amens.

First bride?

My face burned. I didn’t even know what that meant, but the way people looked at me—like I’d already been chosen—made my skin prickle. Crazy part is, I didn’t know if my skin prickled because I was embarrassed, scared, or curious. Shit, we all know that old saying—curiosity killed the cat.

When service ended, Brittany was ready to peel out. She practically ran to the door as soon as the benediction was over. I could tell she wasn’t feeling it at all. Me? I wanted to stay around. I wanted to get more information. Something about it all felt important. Like I’d stepped into something already moving. I grabbed a pamphlet from the foyer and we headed for the stairs.

“Hey. Green dress. Green dress!”

Someone called out from a car.

Brittany turned first, already irritated. “My friend is not interested.”

I spun around like, girl, what? Willing her to shut the hell up and let me speak for myself.

It was him.

“Let Miss Green Dress speak for herself, Afro,” he said, smiling.

I tried not to laugh. Brittany rolled her eyes.

“What’s your name, beautiful?” he asked, flashing his golds—and that deep dimple in his left cheek.

I almost forgot my own name.

“Her name is Karma,” Brittany cut in, “and it’s a bitch. Good day, Mr. Too-Old-To-Be-Talking-To-Us.”

He just chuckled. “Well, Ms. Karma and Ms. Karma’s friend... would you like a ride?”

I already knew I wanted to say yes. And Brittany, being Brittany, wasn’t about to let me get in a stranger’s car alone. She looked at me with warning in her eyes. She was such a prude. I smiled at her and we hopped in.

His Benz was clean. It smelled amazing—like new car and leather. It smelled and looked like money and something else I couldn’t quite place my finger on. I just sat and admired it, trying not to seem too impressed or too overly naive. The leather felt so soft and comfortable.

We dropped Brittany off first. She leaned in close to me. “Text me when you get home,” she whispered. Then she looked at him. “Don’t be weird.”

He smiled, letting out a slight chuckle. “Wouldn’t dream of it, Afro.”

As soon as she shut the door, the air felt different. I didn’t feel alarmed or scared. I felt something I’d never felt before. I think I felt turned on.

He drove for a while before speaking. Told me he worked in real estate development. Commercial properties. Investments. Things I really didn’t know too much about. He told me he made good money—but his family money was different. Old money. This made me lean over my left elbow on the armrest, my chin resting on my palm.

“My parents left me a trust,” he said. “I can’t touch most of it until I marry my first wife.”

First? There’s that strange little word again. Who says that when speaking about a wife? Does he plan to kill off his first wife for the insurance money? What is this he keeps speaking of? I guess he could see the confusion etched across my face because he answered my questions without them having to be asked out loud.

“There’s an order to things,” he added. “Structure. Hierarchy, if you will. Keep coming back—the church teaches that. Family is built on obedience. Loyalty. Alignment. Women should obey their husband, and the husband obeys God.”

He glanced at me. “Some people will try to pull you away from your purpose. Family sometimes. Even friends. They may think they’re looking out for your best interest, but they don’t know what’s best. God gives direction, and we must follow it. People who don’t understand will tell you it’s wrong. They’ll get in your head.”

I nodded, not realizing what he was really saying.

“Brittany seems... loud. Aggressive,” he said lightly. “Protective. But not everybody wants what’s best for you. She won’t approve. She probably will never get married.”

That was the first red flag. At least it should’ve been.

I didn’t see it. Most young girls wouldn’t have.

I just leaned back against that soft leather seat and thought about how chosen felt a lot like special. How I couldn’t believe it was prophecy that I was to be wed to this fine Adonis of a man.

And all I wanted to do was be Mrs. Du’Shawn Amari Braxton.
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Chapter Two- Becoming Mrs. Braxton 
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Looking back on it now, I realize how green I was. I mean, damn—was I slow or nah? I have to laugh when I think about it, really, to keep from crying. My dumb ass should’ve questioned why on earth a big, fine, grown man would want me. I was in high school. I was skinny, and I did not think I was ugly, but I certainly was no supermodel either.

Chief started taking me out, spending money on me, treating me like I was something fragile and rare. I mean, I felt like a princess. His princess. Like a prize. I was the only girl in high school being picked up in the car rider line by her man. I was wearing designer everything. One day after school, on a long weekend, he flew me out to Miami so we could go to the beach. He just whisked me away right after class. I didn’t even have to pack any bags.

He was patient in public. I didn’t know a lot about dating or being in certain social circles. I was just a small, sheltered little country girl from Clinton, North Carolina. He was extremely charming in private, always reminding me I was different. Always reminding me I was chosen. It was prophecy, after all.

In the church, purity meant everything. A virgin girl was like gold around there. I learned that fast. It wasn’t just a rule—it was currency. Status. Proof of worth. And the way people looked at me when they talked about me being Chief’s first wife made it clear I was already being measured for a role. Honestly, a role I was going to fulfill to the best of my ability. I was not going to mess this up. I came from nothing.

By the time I turned eighteen, the path was already set. I lost a lot of friends. My family didn’t really speak to me anymore either. However, I just remembered what Chief said about people not understanding and wanting what’s best for me. I thought about what he said about Brittany being loud and angry. It just hurt that when I asked her about coming to my wedding, she laughed at me and said that I had to be crazy to think that man was serious about marrying me.

Chief and I did, in fact, get married. Chief and I got married not long after I turned eighteen and Brittany said those hateful words to me. The ceremony was grand. The church was filled with a bunch of people that I did not know. The attention was intoxicating. The expectations were heavy.

I was beautiful, though. My ring was an old princess-cut diamond that was passed down from Senior Braxton, Chief’s dad. He also officiated our ceremony. I know people frown on passed-down rings or used rings, but I felt like a princess being crowned a queen. I’d never had any real jewelry before. Now that I was a queen, I stepped into my new name like it was a crown.

Mrs. Braxton.

The honeymoon was extraordinary. The sex was something I could’ve never imagined. He took his time appreciating every inch of me. At first, he was gentle, laying me down on my back, stroking me between my legs, making sure I was ready to receive him. He kissed my lips, then started working his way down to my breasts. He got to my belly and it tickled, so I giggled a little like a schoolgirl. That’s when he changed into something more aggressive, as if to tell me not to play with him.

He commanded me on what to do. Since I was a virgin, I didn’t know. This was all new to me. This is what I knew sex to be.

“You think something’s funny? Spread those legs for daddy. Damn, baby, that shit is so tight. Tight, pretty pussy ass. Damn, Mrs. Braxton,” he cheered me on, and I felt intoxicated.

He pumped in and out of me, and I thought he was going to rip me in half. The pressure was so intense, but I didn’t want him to stop. I wanted him to live inside of me, inside of this moment. I screamed in painful pleasure, and he pulled my head back by my hair to make me look him in the eyes.

“Open your fucking mouth.”

I did what I was told as he spit inside of it. He palmed my ass and instructed me on how to move my hips to fuck him back.

Then my heart felt like it was going to hop out of my chest. My body began to stiffen. I didn’t know what was happening; I just knew I did not want him to stop.

“Oh my God, oh God. Fuck.”

I squirmed and tried to get away from him.

“Stop running and take this shit. Don’t call God—call me. What’s my fucking name?”

“Chief, Chief. Damn, I can’t—oh God, I can’t take it.”

Pushing on his chest, he grabbed my hands and held them above my head.

“You can and you will open up and give me all my pussy. I’ve been waiting to get in this shit for four years. And this shit feels so damn good.”

He pumped into me a little while longer. Then he grunted, his back stiffened, and I felt his long, thick, veiny member jump inside of me. Shortly after, some hot liquid started running out, and I knew he was finished.

As if he didn’t have my nose wide open already, I knew from this day forward that I was gone over this man. I’d never had any other man—not even my father—be kind to me the way this man had. And now that I was his wife and we’d consummated our marriage, couldn’t no bitch tell me shit about him. I was no good for any other man. He had written his name all over my heart and now all over my pussy. He had just created a monster when he made me Mrs. Braxton.

At first, life felt perfect. I was his only wife for three years. Three quiet, golden years where everything felt controlled, clean, proper, and right. We built businesses. Real ones. Clubs. Salons. Dealerships. I ran the operations. Placed women where they were strongest. We weren’t just making money—we were building something that looked like an empire.

Chief liked to think he was the king. And if that’s what big daddy Chief wanted, that’s what he got. He got king treatment.

But I was the architect. The blueprint, if you will.

Five wives in total, over time. Two gone. Three remaining. Three kids between them. And me—always number one. I remembered every single one of them. Where I met them. How old they were. What they needed to hear to step inside our world. I remember exactly the moment when I had them sold on the lifestyle.
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