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    For my daughter — my greatest blessing and my truest reason to keep going.I love you so much it sometimes scares me, because I know I'm not a perfect parent. I don't always make the right decisions, say the right words, or do the right things. But every sacrifice I've made for you comes from the deepest part of my heart — the part that beats and pushes me to get up and do what I do for you every single day.I owe this to no one but you, and I am truly grateful.Go KK. 
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This story is my journey — raw, unfiltered, and meant to make you feel something deep within yourself. It’s meant to take you through the truths we often bury, the sad realities we push down just to make it through another day.

But before you step into my story, I need to acknowledge someone who was my light in the darkest seasons of my life — my grandmother, Veronica McCullough.

I may not talk about her much in these chapters, but her love carried me when nothing else could. She kept me going on days when I didn’t want to keep going. At the time of her passing, I fell into a deep depression and battled anxiety so heavy it felt like it might crush me. There was a point when I didn’t even want to be here anymore. But I had my daughter, and I knew I couldn’t leave this world like that.

Grandma, I love you with my whole heart. I miss you more than words can hold. Thank you for molding me into the woman I am today. Thank you for every lesson, every bit of love, every way you tried to shield me from the world. Even in my pain, I’m grateful — grateful for you being you, for being human, for showing me what strength looks like.

I carry you with me in every step. I love you forever.
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For my daughter — my greatest blessing and my truest reason to keep going.

I love you so much it sometimes scares me, because I know I’m not a perfect parent. I don’t always make the right decisions, say the right words, or do the right things. But every sacrifice I’ve made for you comes from the deepest part of my heart — the part that beats and pushes me to get up and do what I do for you every single day.

I owe this to no one but you, and I am truly grateful.

Go KK.
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Chapter 1 – Pain from the Very Beginning
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From the moment I opened my eyes to this world, life seemed determined to test me. Some people are born into comfort; I was born into chaos. There was no gentle introduction, no soft landing — just the cold reality that nothing would be handed to me.

I grew up learning lessons the hard way. Trust was not something I could afford easily, and love often came with conditions. I saw more than I should have at an age when I should have been playing and laughing. The innocence that most children hold onto slipped from my hands far too soon.

It wasn’t just the big moments that shaped me — it was the small ones, too. The nights I cried quietly so no one would hear. The mornings I woke up and pretended I was fine because there was no space for weakness. The times I prayed to God for a better day and held onto the hope that He heard me.

Even as a child, I knew life wasn’t fair. But I also knew that if I was going to make it, I’d have to be stronger than the pain. I didn’t ask for this fight, but it was mine. And I was determined, even then, to find my way through it.

I’ve walked through seasons where I couldn’t see a way out. Nights where I prayed just to make it through until morning. And days where I looked in the mirror and barely recognized the girl staring back at me. But through it all, there was a voice deep inside me whispering, “Keep going.”

I didn’t know it then, but every bruise, every heartbreak, and every setback was shaping me. Even when I felt like the world was against me, I was learning how to stand.

This isn’t a story about being perfect. It’s not a fairytale. This is my truth — raw, unpolished, and real. And it starts from the very beginning, because that’s where the pain began... and so did my fight.
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Chapter 2 – Growing Up Without a Safety Net
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Growing up without my mama wasn’t just hard — it was lonely in a way I still can’t fully explain. It’s one thing to miss someone who’s far away. It’s another to grow up knowing they’re not there for you, period. My childhood home wasn’t a place of warmth or laughter. There was no love. No peace. Just chaos every other day — yelling, fighting, doors slamming, people leaving and coming back like the front door was a revolving one.

It wears on you when the only kind of “normal” you know is dysfunction. You start to wonder if maybe this is just what life is supposed to be. But deep down, I knew it wasn’t. Deep down, I wanted more.

And then one day, something in me shifted. I was tired — tired of being broke, tired of feeling like life was happening to me instead of me living it. At twelve years old, I didn’t have the luxury of waiting around for some miracle to save me. I had to save myself.

By then, I already had a good name in my neighborhood. Everybody knew me. I was that girl who could talk to anybody, laugh with anybody, vibe with anybody. People trusted me. And in the streets, trust is everything. It didn’t take long before I found a way to turn that into survival.

I started selling drugs. At twelve.

Not because I thought it was glamorous, not because I wanted to be some kingpin — but because it was the quickest way I knew to keep money in my pocket. And in a world where being broke meant you didn’t eat, you didn’t have clothes, you didn’t have a way out — I couldn’t afford to be broke anymore.

The same people who’d seen me grow up on these blocks were the same people who bought from me. They didn’t question it. They didn’t look down on me. They saw me as someone getting it how I lived. And in a twisted way, I guess they respected It.  

I remember my first real hustle spot — underneath the porch. It was my little stash house that nobody knew about, not even my aunt. She didn’t pay much attention to me, so she had no idea I had drugs tucked away down there, or the firearm hidden right alongside them.

One day, I was bold — too bold. I strapped that gun right to my hip in broad daylight, walking around like I owned the block. I didn’t even know any better at the time. I wasn’t thinking about the danger, the consequences, or how it looked. I was just a kid in survival mode, acting on instinct.

Looking back now, it scares me to think how easily everything could have gone wrong that day. But at the time? It was just life. It was my normal.

For a while, I stayed under the radar. No run-ins. No close calls. But the thing about living rough is that it hardens you — and sometimes that hardness shows up in other ways. By the time I was an adolescent, I wasn’t just hustling on the streets; I was carrying that same fight into other parts of my life.

One day at school, everything boiled over. I got into a fight — not just with another student, but with a principal. I don’t even remember the exact moment it crossed the line because I blacked out. All I know is when I came back to myself, I had an assault charge.

That day was the start of what I wouldn’t call a criminal record — but it was the start of my juvenile delinquent background. The system had my name now. And once they have your name, it’s hard for them to forget it
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Chapter 3 – Growing Up Too Fast
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