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Chapter 1 – The Queen of the Southside

The bass from the club rattled through the walls like a second heartbeat. Inside, velvet lights kissed the smoke-filled air, and every hustler, dealer, and hanger-on in the Southside knew who ran this block. They called her Rose Blood—a name whispered with both fear and respect.

She wasn’t tall, but her presence filled a room before her heels even touched the floor. Long black curls framed her sharp cheekbones, and her red leather jacket gleamed under the neon. Rose wasn’t just another hustler. She was the boss. The queen. And in a city full of wolves, she was the one they didn’t dare bite.

That night she sat in her VIP section, flanked by her crew. Tone, her muscle—big, quiet, always watching. Mariah, her right-hand strategist, a Latina with eyes sharper than razors. And Little Dre, the youngest, hungry to prove himself.

“Shipment came through,” Mariah said, sliding a folder across the table. “But there’s a problem.”

Rose leaned forward, tapping her long nails against her glass of Hennessy. “There’s always a problem. Talk to me.”

“One of our trucks got hit on the way back from the docks. Product gone. Driver gone.”

The music seemed to dim in Rose’s ears. A truck getting snatched in her city? That wasn’t a robbery. That was a message.

Tone growled, “Iron Fangs. Gotta be. Them fools been sniffin’ ‘round.”

Rose shook her head slowly. “No... Fangs too sloppy for this. This was clean. Precise.” She looked at Dre, who had been unusually quiet. “What you know, shorty?”

Dre’s voice cracked a little. “Nothin’, boss. I swear. Streets been quiet. Nobody talkin’.”

Rose studied him for a long moment. He shifted under her gaze. She leaned back, exhaling smoke from her cigar.

“Quiet streets are dangerous streets. Means somebody makin’ sure mouths stay shut.”

Her phone buzzed. An unknown number. She flipped it open. One message glared back at her:

QUEENS BLEED FIRST.

Rose’s grip tightened. She snapped the phone shut and slid it into her jacket. She didn’t let her crew see her fear—if she even felt it.

Instead, she raised her glass and smiled, sharp as a blade.

“Let ‘em come,” she said. “They forgot one thing about roses...” She clinked the glass against the table.

“We got thorns.”

––––––––
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Chapter 2 – Snakes in the Garden

The next morning, Rose walked the streets of her neighborhood. Kids ran through cracked sidewalks, playing tag with half-deflated balls. Old ladies sat on stoops gossiping, watching her like a guardian angel and devil rolled into one. She made sure food was in their fridges, bills paid when the city tried to cut the lights—but everyone knew the price of that protection.

Mariah pulled up in a matte-black Charger. “Got news,” she said, opening the door. “And you ain’t gonna like it.”

They drove in silence until they reached a burned-out warehouse near the river. Inside, laid out on the floor like trash, was the body of Luis, one of Rose’s most loyal lieutenants. Hands tied, two in the chest, one in the head. Execution-style.

Tone knelt beside the body. “This some inside shit. Only family knew he was movin’ that night.”

Rose’s jaw clenched. She looked at Mariah, then Dre. The kid avoided her eyes.

Mariah spoke first. “If we got a snake in the garden, we better cut its head off quick. You know the rules.”

Rose touched Luis’s shoulder gently, whispering a prayer under her breath. Then she stood, face stone.

“No one moves without my say-so. I want eyes everywhere. Whoever sent that text, whoever killed my man—they think queens bleed first?”

She lit a cigarette, the flame reflecting in her eyes.

“Then we make ‘em drown in it.”

––––––––
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Chapter 3 – Blood on the Petals

Two nights later, Rose’s crew set up a shipment. She gave each soldier different directions to test loyalty. If the product got snatched again, she’d know who leaked.

But it wasn’t the cargo that got hit. It was her club.

Shots rang out while the dance floor was packed. Screams echoed as bodies dropped. The Iron Fangs stormed in, faces masked, spraying bullets like they owned the night.

Rose grabbed her Glock and fired back, her jacket flaring as she ducked behind the bar. Mariah dragged a bleeding bartender to safety, while Tone threw a Fang through a glass table like he was tossing trash.

By the time sirens wailed, the Fangs were gone—leaving behind their calling card: a blood-red rose tied with black ribbon.

Rose picked it up, her hands shaking for the first time in years. She knew this mark.

It wasn’t just the Fangs. It was La Madrina’s people.

The ghost of her past had returned.

Chapter 4 – Ghosts of the Past

Back in her penthouse, Rose sat alone, staring out at the city lights. The memory played like an old film reel.

She was 19 again, a street girl with nothing but grit. La Madrina ran the game back then—a ruthless woman who made young hustlers like Rose kneel or die. Rose chose neither. She rose, fast and brutal, and put a bullet in La Madrina’s head herself.

Or so she thought.

Mariah broke her trance. “You ain’t been yourself, Rose. Talk to me.”

Rose finally said it: “La Madrina’s ghost just left me flowers. Either she survived, or her bloodline did. Either way, they comin’

Mariah cursed under her breath. “Then we tighten the circle. ‘Cause if we don’t, we ain’t makin’ it out alive.”

––––––––
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Chapter 5 – Loyalty Ain’t Free

Rose started testing her people. She gave Tone, Mariah, and Dre separate missions with bait info.

Tone came back bruised but solid. Mariah returned clean, no heat on her.

Dre... disappeared.

Hours later, they found him in an alley, face swollen, ribs broken. He swore the Fangs grabbed him.

But Rose saw the lie in his eyes.

“Boy,” she whispered, crouching low, “you either tell me the truth, or I’ll let these streets finish you faster than your enemies will.”

Dre broke. “It wasn’t the Fangs. It was... Rico. He sold us out to Detective Morales. Said he was tired of bein’ your soldier. Said he wanted his own crown.”

Rose stood slowly, her heart pounding. Rico. Her oldest, most trusted lieutenant. A man she treated like blood.

The betrayal cut deeper than any bullet.

––––––––
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Chapter 6 – The Thorn Betrayal

––––––––
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Rose called a meeting at her club. Rico showed up, smiling, acting like nothing was wrong. But the tension in the room was heavy as smoke.

“Funny thing about snakes,” Rose said, swirling her drink. “They shed skin, but they can’t hide the hiss.”

Rico froze. Tone stepped behind him, gun raised.

“You played me,” Rose said, standing. “Sold my routes to the Fangs. Fed Morales my business. After all I gave you.”

Rico’s grin faltered. “I was tired of bein’ your shadow. You think you a queen, but this ain’t no fairy tale. Ain’t no thrones in the gutter, Rose.”

She pulled her gun, steady as stone. “You right. Ain’t no thrones. Just crowns soaked in blood.”

The shot echoed through the club. Rico dropped.

––––––––
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Chapter 7 – Every Rose Has Blood

The final war came fast. The Iron Fangs, backed by Morales, tried to wipe Rose off the map.

But Rose was ready. She turned her warehouse into a fortress, every soldier locked and loaded.

The night was chaos—bullets flying, concrete cracking, fire licking the sky. Tone went down fighting three Fangs at once. Mariah held the rooftop, sniping enemies with cold precision.

Rose herself faced Morales in the middle of the battlefield. His badge glinted in the firelight as he sneered.

“You ain’t no queen. You just another body I’m gonna bury.”

Rose smiled through the blood on her lips. She hit play on her recorder, his voice from months of dirty deals spilling into the air.

“Guess the city gonna hear who you really are,” she said. Then she fired.

When the smoke cleared, Rose stood scarred but alive. Her empire shaken, but her crown unbroken.

She lit a cigarette, staring out at the skyline.

“They tried to cut me down,” she whispered. “But I ain’t just a rose. I’m the blood in the soil.”

Chapter 8 – The Funeral & the Streets

The rain poured heavy the day they buried Tone. The church was packed wall-to-wall, not just with Rose’s people but with grandmothers, hustlers, and kids who knew the big man kept their block safe. His coffin gleamed under the dim light, silver handles polished like chrome rims.

Rose stood at the front in a black trench coat, shades covering her eyes. She didn’t cry—couldn’t cry. Queens don’t break in front of their people. But inside, her chest was raw, carved open by betrayal and loss.

The preacher’s words echoed: “Ashes to ashes, dust to dust. May Tone rest in peace.”

Outside, as the crowd dispersed, Mariah whispered close to Rose’s ear. “The streets think you slippin’. Fangs been extorting shopkeepers. Even lil’ crews claimin’ turf. They smell blood.”

Rose lit a cigarette, smoke curling into the wet air. “Then let ‘em smell it. But they better choke on it too.”

From across the cemetery, she noticed a figure leaning against a black SUV—tall, scar on his cheek, watching her too intently. Not a mourner. Not family. A rival.

Rose dropped her cigarette in the mud, grinding it under her heel. “War ain’t over,” she muttered. “It’s just gettin’ started.”

Chapter 9 — New Blood

Two weeks later, Rose held court inside her penthouse. Business was slow, tension high. She needed new muscle—hungry blood that could fight and hustle.

Mariah brought him in. Zay. Early twenties, tattoos creeping up his neck, prison sweat still fresh on his skin. His stare was ice, his stance all defiance.

“You know who I am?” Rose asked.

“Everybody know who you are,” Zay said coolly. “Rose Blood. Queen of the Southside. You runnin’ the game. For now.”

Tone would’ve knocked the kid’s teeth out for that. But Rose only smiled. “I like your mouth. Shows me you ain’t scared. Fear don’t win wars—discipline does.”

Zay leaned forward. “You need soldiers, I need a lane. Streets say you lookin’ weak. Let me prove ‘em wrong. Put me in the field.”

Little Dre shifted uncomfortably, his jaw tight. “We already got soldiers. Don’t need no fresh-out tryin’ to make a name.”

Rose raised a hand, silencing him. Her eyes never left Zay.

“Alright,” she said finally. “You get one shot. You mess up, you gone. You shine, you family. Simple as that.”

Zay grinned, sharp as broken glass. “Bet.”

As he left the room, Mariah shot Rose a look. “You sure? That boy smell like trouble.”

Rose sipped her cognac, eyes hard. “Sometimes trouble’s exactly what you need to shake the board.”

––––––––
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Chapter 10 – Morales’s Revenge

The news came in whispers: Detective Morales wasn’t dead. He’d survived Rose’s bullet, scarred and twisted, burning with vengeance.

He resurfaced in the shadows of the city, dealing with the cartel out of Juárez. Word was, he promised them Rose’s empire in exchange for the muscle to crush her.

Rose heard it from one of her informants—a junkie cop on her payroll. The man handed her a flash drive. “He’s back, boss. He’s building somethin’ ugly. And he got new friends.”

Rose plugged it into her laptop later that night. Grainy footage filled the screen—Morales in a warehouse, shaking hands with cartel generals. His face was half-burned, eye cloudy, but his voice was strong.

“They think that queen runs this city. But I’ll show ‘em. I’ll bleed her, break her, bury her crown.”

Rose sat back, fury coiling tight in her stomach. The scarred detective, the traitors, the cartel—all circling her throne.

Mariah walked in, catching the last of the video. “What we do?”

Rose closed the laptop slowly.

“We remind Morales why I ain’t just Rose,” she said. Her eyes burned red in the low light. “I’m Rose Blood.”

Chapter 11 – A Queen’s Move

Rose sat at the head of a long oak table inside a dimly lit backroom of a soul food restaurant. Around her sat neighborhood bosses—men who usually moved in silence, each running their own corners. But tonight, Rose called the meeting.

“You know why I’m here,” she began, her voice calm but laced with steel. “The Fangs movin’. Cartel movin’. Cops on payroll movin’. If we don’t pull strings together, we all get strangled one by one.”

An older hustler, Big Rell, leaned forward. “And you expect us to line up behind you? What make you so different, Rose?”

She smirked, taking a slow sip of Hennessy. “’Cause I ain’t just tryna eat. I’m tryna make sure the table don’t get flipped. Y’all follow me, you get protection. Money. Streets locked. You don’t—well, y’all can pray Morales don’t come knockin’ first.”

The room murmured. One by one, heads nodded. The bosses weren’t loyal—they were survivors. Rose knew that. Still, power wasn’t about trust. It was about leverage.

As she walked out with Mariah, she muttered under her breath, “That’s how queens play chess. Piece by piece. Board by board.”

Chapter 12 – The Snake’s Legacy

The next night, Mariah stormed into Rose’s penthouse, eyes blazing. “We got a problem. Rico’s lil’ brother.”

Rose raised a brow. “Victor?”

“Yeah. He out here movin’ weight, whisperin’ in the streets that you killed his blood. He’s young, but the block love him. He dangerous.”

Rose’s face hardened. Rico’s betrayal still cut deep, but this? Family revenge was a fire that didn’t burn out easy.

Hours later, Rose spotted Victor herself at a corner dice game, surrounded by soldiers. Slim, cocky, Rico’s face in younger form.

She stepped out of the shadows, her crew behind her. “You playin’ a dangerous game, boy.”

Victor smiled cold. “Dangerous games run in the family. You thought killin’ my brother made you untouchable? Nah. It just gave me a mission.”

The dice clattered to the ground as guns lifted on both sides. For a moment, the night froze.

Rose tilted her head, calm as ever. “Careful, Victor. You got snake blood, but you still small. And snakes get stomped.”

She walked away, her heels clicking like gunshots, but she knew the war with Victor had already begun.

Chapter 13 – Heat in the Kitchen

The raid hit at dawn. Sirens wailed, boots thundered, doors splintered. Cops stormed three of Rose’s fronts at once—her car shop, her stash house, and even her charity center.

Mariah barely escaped out a back window, her heart hammering as she slid into a waiting car. She called Rose immediately.

“They knew everything,” Mariah hissed. “Times, routes, even stash locations. Somebody inside is singin’ again.”

Rose sat at her vanity, calmly applying red lipstick, even as her empire shook around her.

“Let ‘em raid,” she said softly. “They won’t find enough to kill me.” She snapped the lipstick shut. “But we will find out who’s feeding them.”

She stood, adjusting her jacket. “Mariah, baby... turn up the heat. If my kitchen got a rat, I wanna smell it burn.”

––––––––
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Chapter 14 – Betrayal, Again

The penthouse felt colder than usual that night. Rose sat with her Glock on the table, spinning it slowly while Dre stood across from her, eyes wide and nervous.

“You been sloppy,” Rose said, voice low. “Real sloppy.”

Dre shook his head hard. “Nah, boss, it ain’t like that! I been loyal since day one. You know me.”

Mariah stepped forward, dropping a folder on the glass table. Inside were pictures: Dre meeting with a rival hustler, talking too close, money exchanging hands.

Rose leaned back, smoke curling from her lips. “You ain’t loyal. You thirsty. Thirst make fools drown faster than bullets.”

Tears welled in Dre’s eyes. “I just wanted more. To be more than a soldier. I wanted my own corner, my own—”

“Your own crown,” Rose cut in sharply. “Everybody want a crown. Problem is, most of y’all don’t know crowns come with blood.”

She raised her gun, and Dre flinched. Silence hung heavy. Then she lowered it.

“Get out my sight,” she spat. “One more step outta line, and I’ll bury you myself.”

Dre stumbled away, shaking. Mariah frowned. “You should’ve ended him tonight.”

Rose stared into the city skyline. “Sometimes it’s better to let a snake crawl. That way, you see where it hides.”

Chapter 15 – Blood Money

Zay moved reckless, and Rose knew it. But the boy had heart.

He stood in the middle of a crowded bodega one afternoon, face-to-face with a rival named Tito. Words flew, insults sharper than knives. Then Zay pulled first—shot Tito in the chest in broad daylight.

The city lit up. News cameras swarmed. Headlines screamed about gang violence, about the queenpin pulling strings.

Back in the penthouse, Rose slammed her hand against the wall. “He just painted a target on us! FBI gon’ be sniffin’ like wolves now.”

Zay shrugged, defiant. “He disrespected me. I ain’t lettin’ no man test me in public.”

Mariah snapped, “This ain’t about you, boy! It’s about the empire. Every move you make, it reflects on her!”

Zay smirked. “Then maybe the empire need somebody who ain’t scared to move loud.”

Rose stepped close, her voice cutting like a blade. “Careful, Zay. Wolves that howl too loud get hunted first.”

But inside, she knew: Zay’s fire could either be her weapon—or her undoing.

Chapter 16 – Cartel Ties

That night, Rose got the call she’d been dreading. A Mexican number. A voice from her past.

“Señorita Delgado,” the man said, his accent heavy, cold. “It’s been too long. The cartel says your tribute is late. Prices are changing.”

Rose clenched her jaw. “You already get your cut.”

“Not enough,” he replied smoothly. “You want our product, you pay double. Or maybe Morales will be happier to buy what you can’t.”

Her hand tightened around the phone. “Tell Morales he bleeds like everybody else.”

The man chuckled. “Careful, Rose Blood. Queens fall faster when they make enemies out of kings.”

The line went dead.

Rose slammed the phone on the counter. Mariah stared at her. “We can’t fight the cartel, Rose.”

Rose’s eyes burned with fire. “Then we don’t fight ‘em. We outsmart ‘em. Cartel think they kings?” She grabbed her pistol, sliding it into her holster.

“Then it’s time they learned what happens when they play with a queen.”

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
KEVON WATSON





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image002.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





