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Finding your way as a young woman has never been easy, especially when the odds are
stacked against you. K was born into virtually no family which meant that she had to fend for
herself growing up in the Bay Area. She knew that using her love for music and her motivation
to succeed would come with a price if she was going to beat the hand she was dealt. From
couch surfing, stripping, domestic violence and sex trafficking, K managed to find her light and
pave her way to where she knew she belonged; THE TOP.
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18Chapter 19CONNECTINGChapter OneLEARNED BEHAVIORSMy good sis Trina said,
“Niggas ain’t shit, but hoes and tricks,” and at a very young age, I learned that she was
absolutely right about that. From the moment I was born, men have been a disappointment to
me. Every single one. I don’t want to hear none of that, “all men aren’t the same” bullshit
because until a man shows me something different, they’re all the fucking same. Period. I can
say that because the disappointment started with my father. The man who was supposed to set
the bar high. Well, lucky for every man that has ever had the pleasure of sharing any piece of
me, my father set the bar real fucking low. You see, when I was born, he was already in and out
of prison and before I knew it, he was deported back to England to serve a seventeen year
sentence for a heinous crime that I’ll get into a little later. To keep it all the way real with you, I
don’t even remember any daddy-daughter moments with my father. Maybe I was too young to
remember, I don’t know. Whatever the reason, that shit don’t shake me. You can’t miss what
you’ve never had. Besides, where I’m from, nobody grew up with a dad.Today, you know me as
Winter, but I want to tell you how K grew up to be the Winter you either hate to love or love to
hate. I want to share all the fucked up shit that made me the strong ass bitch that I am today.
It’s no rags to riches story, but I do want to tell you how I used my struggle as my strength. Hell,
maybe my story will inspire you to use your struggle as strength, too. The easiest place to start
is from the beginning, so saddle up, bitch.Not having a father meant that the main influence in
my life was my mother. I wish I could tell you some beautiful, majestic stories about my
childhood relationship with my mom, but the truth is that she and I had it rough growing up. We
fought constantly, both literally and figuratively. Now that I look back at it all, raising a child on
your own, at twenty one-years-old must have been tough. Now I understand that she did the
best she could, with what she had. She was one of five children and although they grew up
poor, she was one of the only people in her family who actually made an effort to be somebody
in life. My aunt Raven did pretty well for herself, too. In all actuality, I’m proud of both of them for
beating the fucking odds because as you’ll see, I know first hand how much of a challenge that
is. My grandmother was a drug addict and I’m sure that made shit hard for them when they
were growing up, but they still bossed up and did the best that they could. Even though my
grandmother was an addict, she played a huge role in helping my mother raise me. If nothing
else, through good times and bad, they stuck together. That is, until she died of Parkinson’s



Disease on my mother’s birthday. I know that losing my grandmother really fucked my mom’s
head up because that was the first time she had ever told me that she loved me. I don’t
remember exactly how old I was, but I do know that I was too old for that to be the first time I
heard those words from my own mother. For what it’s worth, I think she meant it when she said
it, but any other time, we damn near hated each other. She grew up in a toxic environment and
I guess that’s why I grew up in one, too. It was on some generational curse type shit and the
more that I think about it, the more I can’t really blame her. At some point in life, we all have to
make a decision on whether or not we want to be held captive to the past or utilize it as a tool
to create a better future. Somewhere in there though, a lot of healing is required, and I don’t
think my mom had the time or resources to heal.Throughout my childhood, my mom attended
nursing school and became a registered nurse. She really put her all into it too. Becoming a
nurse was obviously a great decision because it kept a roof over our heads and food on the
table. The only problem with that decision was that putting her all into nursing meant that she
had little to nothing left for me. All of the things a mother should teach their daughter, my
mother never taught me. When my body started transitioning through puberty, I had no clue
what was going on. We never did simple shit like go bra shopping or have period talks. As a
matter of fact, when I started to develop breasts and had my first period, I didn’t even know
what the hell was going on and I didn’t even bother asking her any questions. That’s crazy
considering the fact that she’s a whole ass registered nurse, right? Even if I did want to ask her
questions, I probably couldn’t have because she was barely home and was always at work.
One thing about my mom, she was a mothafuckin’ hustler. Her hustle caused her to sacrifice a
lot for me, but at the same time take a lot from me. As hard as she worked, she was still only
able to afford a one bedroom apartment in the ghetto somewhere in Oakland. My mom would
set her shit up in the living room just so that I could have the bedroom, and that’s love cause
my child would be right on that couch. Although I’m going to tell you how much bullshit we went
through, it’s important that you know that she sacrificed hella shit for me. When we got our first
apartment she spent all of her money on it and her last few dollars went to me for some
McDonald’s. She opened up the fridge to our brand new apartment and found some old
leftover mac ‘n cheese which was what she ate for dinner. I mean, I guess if that ain’t love and
sacrifice, what is? There was still some part of me that was angry with her though. It was like I
was carrying this deep rooted resentment within me that somehow transitioned into hate or
something because I didn’t actually feel her love and I was way too young to understand
sacrifice. For me it was like, damn, I don’t have anybody in the whole world. No dad and barely
even a mom. That sounds selfish after I just spoke about her eating some old, nasty ass mac
‘n cheese, but shit like that didn’t add up until I was an adult. All I knew was that she was hardly
home and when she was, we had beef.Like I said, my father was in jail. There wasn’t even a
chance I would get the love I needed from him. My mom was supposed to be my rock but we
didn’t have a piece of gravel to stand on. The same way that her hustle made her hard and
cold, was the same way it made me hard and cold. I guess that shit was generational, too.Hell,
the first time I was ever called a bitch and a whore, was by my very own mother. So much for
teaching your daughter self-love, right? We literally fought over everything. It was like we were
bickering roommates, except I was at a disadvantage because I was just a child. I know that
she resented me and I know because she told me so. I’m not really sure why, though. It’s not
like I asked to be born or like I told my fuck boy ass daddy to leave us. I was literally just a kid
that wanted to be loved. I knew I was hard and cold but I wanted to be sweet and innocent.
There was never a part of me that wanted to inconvenience or hurt anybody. Instead, all I knew
to feel was projected pain because even though my mom was doing her best to make



something of herself, she was accidentally breaking me. Saying accidentally sounds weird,
doesn’t it? But I really don’t think she did it on purpose. She was hella broken, too. Basically,
she was loving me the only way she knew how--the same way she was loved.Almost every
time we fought, and I mean physically fought, she would call the police on me. The first time it
happened, the police arrested her because there were marks on my body. It was the first time I
realized that for better or for worse, my mom was all I had. Her getting arrested meant that
someone needed to take responsibility for me because I was a minor. Funny thing is that I have
a half sister named Lisa and I remember calling her and her mom, practically begging them to
pick me up so that child services wouldn’t take me away. Lisa and her mom never came which
meant that I had to spend the night at a facility where they were preparing to place me into
foster care. That night, I called every person in my family that I thought would care enough to
pick me up and no one came. No one cared. My heart was broken. My spirit was crushed.
There I was, a child, begging to be loved by the very people who were supposed to love me
the most. Love is some sort of birth right, isn’t it? You earn loyalty, respect, and trust as an
adult, but you’re supposed to be born into love, right? Shit, as far as I was concerned, I was
clearly born into a life of broken adults, who were unreliable and unsure of themselves.I didn’t
sleep that entire night at the facility. The blanket they gave me smelled funny and it was itchy,
like wool. The cot they provided had a broken spring that stuck through the fabric and I was
sure it would pierce right through my skin if I wasn’t careful. Don’t even get me started on the
sorry ass excuse for a pillow. Beyond the less than terrible sleeping arrangements I was
provided, my mind wouldn’t stop racing enough for me to sleep even if I wanted to. Bitch, I was
scared! I was a whole ass kid that didn’t know if I would ever see my mom again. As much as I
didn’t fuck with her, I didn’t want to be taken away from her. Thoughts were racing through my
mind at a thousand words per second. I didn’t know what I was going to do or where I was
going to go. The idea of being placed with a family that liked me less than my own blood,
flooded my mind. Hey, at least I knew my own family. What was I supposed to do in a house full
of strangers? None of my thoughts mattered because by the grace of God, my mother was
released from jail the next morning. All that really meant was that instead of being with
strangers that hated me, I was able to go back home to a mother that hated me. The lesser of
two evils, I suppose.Two months later, the police were right back at my door. After my mom and
I had gotten into a fight, I locked myself in my bedroom. It seemed logical at the time because I
just wanted to get away from her. Do you have any idea how exhausting it is to continuously
argue and fight with your mom? Like, that’s your mom, so you can’t drag her like you would
drag a bitch in the streets, no matter how badly you want to. Shit, I thought locking myself in my
room was the right thing to do. Unfortunately, it was the worst decision I could’ve made
because somehow, the police decided that it meant I was suicidal, which couldn’t have been
further from the truth. The truth was that a young bitch just needed some space and some time
to breathe without having to argue. That time, instead of arresting my mom, they put me in the
psych ward on a suicide watch. That’s right; s-u-i-c-i-d-e watch. What in the entire fuck? It was
fucking ridiculous and very unnecessary. As an adult, I’ve had suicidal thoughts, so I can
assure you that I didn’t want to die as a child. I literally just wanted to be as far away from my
mother as I could be and at that time, far away meant my room--not the damn psych ward.
Where the fuck else was I going to go?!Being on the suicide watch was the dumbest shit I’ve
ever experienced. They had me in a damn near empty room where a nurse would come in and
act like she cared if I was still alive every hour or so. For the most part, I slept and thought
about when my life would stop being trash. When it was finally over, an officer came to speak
with me before I left the facility. It was one of the same officers that put me in that hell hole to



begin with and I wasn’t really trying to hear shit he had to say. His dumb ass wanted to come
lecture me about something that didn’t even pertain to me, which just caused me to zone out. I
don’t remember much of anything he said, except that at one point, he flat out told me to run
away.He said, “I can tell you want to be a good kid but you were dealt a shitty hand. You’re
young. Find you somewhere safe to stay, go to school and make something of yourself.”Who
tells a child to run away? On top of that, there was still so much anger inside of me because he
was the reason I was there in the first place. Deep down, I knew that nigga was spittin’ nothing
but facts. Running away seemed like the only logical way to turn my life around so I took a
mental note, grabbed the papers he was holding out for me, and stormed past him. There was
no way I was going to give him the satisfaction of thinking he actually helped me in any way,
shape, or form.When I made it to the lobby, I saw that my mom was there talking to another
officer while she waited for me. I didn’t even say anything to her because she had me fucked
up for letting those punk ass officers put me in the fucking crazy house. She knew I wasn’t
suicidal. Obviously she was just as sick of my shit as I was of hers because she didn’t speak to
me either. There’s no telling what sob story she tried to sell the police officer but whatever it
was, I knew he wasn’t buying it.When he walked away from us, he gave me this pity party type
pat on the back and whispered, “You’ll be alright.”I wanted to spit in his face and tell him to suck
a dick, but jail was probably worse than that weak ass suicide watch so I had to chill.The ride
home from the facility seemed like the longest road trip life had to offer. My mom and I didn’t
say one word to each other the entire time. I don’t even know if there was music on the radio or
not because my mind was all over the place. The entire ride I just stared out of the window and
tried to figure out how I was going to change my life around. The officer telling me to run away
kept playing over and over in my head. There wasn’t much to think about because it seemed
like the only option I had but where was I going to go? Whenever my mom and I would fight,
she would either kick me out or I would voluntarily go sleep on the couches and floors of
different people that I knew from school. It wasn’t an ideal situation but I wasn’t ever really in an
ideal situation to begin with. The theme of my childhood was really about picking the lesser of
two evils.My aunt Raven was one of my safe havens. She would let me crash at her place
whenever I had tapped out of all of my other resources or whenever I just needed a break from
someone else’s floor. Aunt Raven has two sons, Gregory and Kevin. Technically, they were my
cousins, but the bond we shared made them more like my brothers. They were my protectors,
my friends, and my safe space to vent. Greg and Kev were really my people. With that being
said, as soon as we finally made it home from the facility, I quietly packed a duffle bag and a
backpack full of clothes and toiletries to get me through at least a couple of weeks of running
away. Ain’t no telling what I thought was going to change or be easier when I was fucking
homeless, but maybe that part of my journey strengthened me the most. Anyway, once I was
done packing, I didn’t even say anything to my mom. As I walked past the living room, where
she sat watching TV, I looked at her and she looked at me and that was that. I walked right
through the front door. It’s crazy because I know she knew that I was leaving but I don’t think
she gave a fuck. We can’t forget that it was her against the world. Apparently, I was on the
same side as the world.Whenever we would get into it, she would have my phone turned off. I
don’t know if it was to assert her power or if it was just some petty parent move that mom’s do
when their kids are in trouble. Whatever the case, this time was no different. The gag was that
it meant I couldn’t call my Aunt Raven, Greg, or Kev to let them know I was going to need a
place to crash for a few days. The good news was that they didn’t live too far from my mom and
I was able to just walk to their house. Every step of the way, I was hoping that they’d be home.
Once I finally arrived, no one was home. Of fucking course. When shit goes bad, it goes all the



way bad. I don’t know why, but it really sent me over the edge that day. Usually, I can keep it
gangsta, but that day I was really just a lonely kid. It seems like a small thing in the grand
scheme of things, but it was my breaking point. Considering the events that led up to that
moment, I’m not surprised. Some part of me was looking forward to spending time with my
brothers and just being in an environment where I felt like I was wanted and welcomed. When I
realized no one was home, I dropped my duffle bag off of my shoulder and sat down in front of
the front door, still wearing my backpack. As soon as my backpack touched the door a deep
breath left my body and my head leaned back until it rested on the door.My first thought was,
“NOW WHAT?!” and at the same exact time, a single tear rolled down my cheek. I’m not the
type of person that cries often--not back then and not now as an adult, either. My life was
challenging but I always seemed to rise to the occasion and rising to the occasion meant that I
didn’t usually have time to cry. That moment was different, though. That one single tear opened
the floodgates to all of the tears I should have cried over the span of my short life up until that
point. That single tear was the catalyst to emotions that I didn’t even know were built up inside
of me. I had no other choice but to let the tears flow but only for about five minutes. There
wasn’t much time for me to sit in my feelings because I had to figure out where I was sleeping
for the night. There was no telling when my aunt and the boys would make it home and I wasn’t
trying to sit there all night looking thirsty waiting for somewhere to sleep.Most people learn how
important it is to choose their sanity over anything else, later in life, but that was a lesson I had
learned by the seventh grade. My mom and I were clearly no good together. I’m sure deep
down inside, she loved me just as I did her because we were supposed to love each other. But
the fact of the matter was that she didn’t like me and I didn’t like her. The way I saw it, living
with her was never going to be an option again. My Aunt Raven wasn’t home, but I was lucky
enough to have a friend named Lily whose house I was always welcomed at. Not having a
phone to call Lily was weak as fuck too, but I grabbed my duffle, wiped my tears, reminded
myself to keep it G and started making my way to her house. She didn’t live too far either.
Thank God.Lily was the first ride or die friend I had ever had. She’s a curly haired ginger with
big bright blue eyes and skin so pale she looks like a slightly chubby little porcelain doll. Don’t
let that fool you though because she was a down ass bitch. For the most part, we were
inseparable. The funny shit about us is that we never went to the same school, but we knew all
the same people and none of those hating ass bitches liked either one of us. That’s how our
bond really started. Now that I think about it, the foundation of our friendship started as a
trauma bond and that’s probably where we had each other fucked up. You’ll see what I mean
about that in just a second.Lily’s house was one of the main spots where I spent a lot of time
when I would get kicked out or need a break from my mom. I would spend weeks at a time at
Lily’s place. We became sisters and we fought like sisters, too. There was this one time where
the bitches that didn’t fuck with either one of us, decided they would fuck with Lily for a hot
second so they invited her to a party. Now, I’m not sure how they decided they rocked with her
enough to invite her to their lil’ party all of a sudden, but every bitch that knew Lily, knew me. It
was very rare you saw Lily without K or K without Lily. That’s just how we got down. Naturally, if
you invited one of us somewhere, you knew the other was coming too. That means, whether
they fucked with me or not, Lily’s invite was OUR invite, period.We were young, so I don’t hold
this shit against her anymore, but on the day of the party as we stood on the porch waiting to
be let in, the little hoe ass host of the party stood at the door, looked me dead in my face and
said, “She can’t come in, but Lily, you can” with a smirk on her face.Thinking about it now, it's
funny because that lil’ hoe really looked at me while she was talking to Lily as if she was really
a boss ass bitch. She’s lucky I didn’t want to go to that weak ass party in the first place



because I would’ve slapped that fucking smirk clean off her face and walked right the fuck in, if
I did. When she said Lily could go in, but I couldn’t, I thought we were both going to walk away,
but I was wrong. As a matter of fucking fact, Lily told me she would catch me later and walked
right inside like it was nothing. I can’t even front, that shit had me hot but we were like sixteen
years old. We got over it. Clearly we got over it because I still slept at her house the day my
Aunt wasn’t home and probably a thousand other times after that.That little mishap was the
first time I unknowingly ignored Lily’s true colors. Maybe I shouldn’t say ignored. Really, I took a
mental note and kept shit pushing. There were already so many other disappointments in my
life that I wasn’t really willing to allow Lily to be one of them. Around that same time, I dealt with
my first relationship heartbreak. Remember I told you that men have always been a
disappointment in my life? Well, let me introduce you to Kaamil, right quick. Kaamil was tall for
our age. He was very skinny and very popular. He had long curly hair that was always in a
ponytail, with rich caramel skin, brown eyes, and the most perfect lips and nose any kid could
ever have. Kaamil was the first of my long list of “from love to heartbreak,” stories. I was head
over heels in love with him. You’re laughing right? That sounds crazy. What does a teenager
know about being in love? Shit, after all I had been through, I for damn sure knew what love
wasn’t, so even now, as I tell you this story as an adult, my teenage self absolutely knew what
love was. Luckily, even at that young age, I knew not to sweat no nigga, but Kaamil definitely
knew I was feeling him. Apparently he was feeling me too, because eventually he asked me to
be his girlfriend. Legit, it was like one of those movies where the popular boy asks the
unpopular girl to be his girlfriend and bitch, I was hype.Unfortunately, much like all good things
in my life at the time, the joy was short lived. Funny thing is, I’m not even referring to the fact
that he called me a “butter face” when we attempted our first kiss. I’m referring to the text he
sent me on Thanksgiving Day. I had a little burner phone since my mom never got my phone
turned back on after the stupid suicide situation. Anyway, I was excited to have a notification
from my boo on a holiday because it made me feel like we were really serious about each
other. You know the feeling.As soon as I opened the text, I wanted to throw up because it read,
“We’re over. K?”That bitch. Kaamil broke up with me in a text message, on Thanksgiving Day.
And yes, he was a Saggiterrorist, the first of many to terrorize me. But, now that I think about it,
how else was he supposed to break up with me? We were kids, with no cars, and on
Thanksgiving break from school. He could’ve been a real nigga and called me or at least
waited until we returned to school from the break, I guess. But how much of a real nigga can
you be in high school?His text really had me in my feelings but there was nothing for me to say
other than to reply back with, “k.”Thanksgiving happened to be a day that I was at my Aunt
Raven’s house with my cousins. My feelings were so hurt and I couldn’t even tell them because
they were boys and would just crack jokes about it. Obviously I wasn’t going to tell my aunt.
The only thing I could do was thug that shit out. The whole day I had a knot in my throat the
size of a baseball trying to hold back tears. When the day finally ended and I was able to find
some alone time, I listened to Justin Timberlake’s, “My Love” on repeat until I fell asleep. My
tender little heart was broken for the first time ever. Unbeknownst to me, Kaamil would be the
least amount of heartbreak a man would cause me. You just wait and see. Besides, today, the
tables have turned drastically and this nigga is trying to apply pressure. “Butter face”, who? Ha.
Yeah. Ok. Niggas always try to spin the block after a bitch glows up. I’m not going to lie, I was
down bad for a couple of days after the breakup but I bounced back.That was a cute little trip
down memory lane, but back to what I was saying. After sulking on Aunt Raven’s porch when I
realized she and the boys weren’t home, I walked to Lily’s house. Lily was pretty much always
home. She was my main bitch and I was hers, so if she wasn’t home, we were running the



streets together. Me showing up at her house after beefing with my mom wasn’t anything new
or surprising for Lily or her parents but this time felt a little different for me because in the back
of my mind, I planned on never going back home again. When Lily opened the door, she knew
that shit must have really hit the fan because I was carrying a duffle bag and a backpack.
Usually I would only show up with a backpack because I would pack an outfit for school and
then just share clothes with her until I went back home. Without telling her about the cry fest
that I had on Aunt Raven’s porch, I told her everything that happened between my mom and I.
Without a second thought, she told me I was going to live with her. We both knew that we
couldn’t tell her parents that, so we had decided to tell them what we always told them: me and
my mom were beefing and I needed to crash at their place for a couple of days until things
blew over. It always worked and truthfully, I didn’t usually need more than a couple of days
anyway, so technically we weren’t ever lying.Chapter TwoGROWING PAINSIn my opinion, a
large part of growing up requires some level of structure in a child’s life. As you can tell, I didn’t
have much, if any, at all. For starters, I spent a lot of my time couch surfing between Aunt
Raven, Lily, and a few other homegirls’ homes from school, which is far from any form of
structured living. Naturally, I always tried to spread my couch surfing time equally amongst
each of their houses because I didn’t want to overstay my welcome anywhere. Occasionally, I
would drop by my mom’s house and sleep in my bed for a night or two but you already know
that would end up in an argument. Most nights, I couldn’t even tell you what triggered the
arguments or led to the bickering, but there’s one night I’ll never forget. My mom and I were in a
super heated argument about whatever the fuck. It was probably the loudest we had ever
yelled at each other. Now keep in mind, I had never said anything completely out of pocket
when we got into it because at the end of the day, she was still my mother. But this night was
different. I don’t know what came over me.We were both standing in the kitchen and I yelled, “I
hate you! I really hate you! I wish I lived with my dad!”It was like someone knocked the wind out
of my mom. Her face went pale and her eyes were lifeless. “Your dad?! You want to know what
your dad did?!”Her voice carried so much pain when she asked the question that I wasn’t even
sure I really wanted to know the answer. It didn’t really matter if I wanted to know or not
because before I could even reply, she answered.“Your daddy is a rapist! You want to live with
a man that raped somebody?!” My mothers voice was dry. Her throat was hoarse.Words
escaped me. My heart sank to my stomach making me nauseous as fuck. My entire body was
in shock, numb even. My mom didn’t say another word. What the fuck else was she supposed
to say? My thoughts were overcrowding one another in my mind and Lord knows I couldn’t
afford to say shit else. I had already said too fucking much and gotten way more than I
expected in return. Finally, my body reacted before my brain could even process what was
happening. My legs were moving faster than they ever had before and they were taking me to
the roof of our place. With every running step, a new thought crossed my mind. Did my dad
rape my mom? Am I a rape baby? What kind of nigga rapes a woman? Is that why my mom
hates me so much? Shit, those were just a few of the thoughts that crossed my mind. My
feelings were hurt. I was sad. I was angry. I was disgusted. My whole world was literally flipped
upside down. I sat on the edge of the roof contemplating jumping for about an hour until my
mom had finally made her way up to find me and we had a real ass conversation. Basically,
she told me that I wasn’t a rape baby. She and my dad were actually hella in love with each
other. Apparently his situation was like a big deal and it was on the news and shit so I was able
to hop on the internet and really dig deep into his case. After that, my mom and I never spoke
about the case or my dad again. You know, before I knew what he did, I thought he was a
pretty shitty person for leaving my mom and I, but niggas leave their families all the time so it



wasn’t like I was super upset about it. But learning that he was a rapist was the moment he
was really dead to me. It almost made me feel bad for my mom because the man she loved
really turned out to be the worst type of nigga there is. I’m sure that’s a different type of
heartbreak. It makes me wonder if some part of her ever resented me for his fucked up
actions.It’s crazy to think that even the conversation we had about my father didn’t create some
sort of special bond between my mom and I. You would think that we would at least have a
trauma bond over the fact that his poor decisions led to us being alone. In my mind, it should
have been some us against the world type shit. It was far from that, though. The reality was
that we could barely get along for more than like twelve hours at a time. Because of that, I was
doing my best to keep my time management skills sharp. That shit didn’t matter much to Lily’s
family because eventually, I was no longer allowed at her place due to the amount of trouble
we would get into together. In our defense, we were young with no real responsibilities, no jobs,
nothing to lose, and no real guidance. In order for me to keep up with the other bitches at
school, I had to steal shit. I didn’t have mommy and daddy buying me all the new shit which
meant that I had to figure out a way to get it on my own. I was already somewhat of an outcast
and I wasn’t trying to be caught wearing the same shit over and over again. My haters were
going to see me in the latest and the greatest, by any means necessary. On top of the little
stealing shit, which to me, wasn’t that big of a deal, me and Lily were fucking with these dudes
who were brothers. Sometimes we would skip school to kick it with them and by sometimes, I
mean most of the time. Lily’s parents didn’t know why we were skipping school, they just knew
that we were and that was enough for them to want to put an end to our sisterhood. Honestly,
they would’ve really lost their shit had they known we were skipping school for some niggas.
What’s crazy is that the brother that Lily was dating ended up dying. My girl was crushed. So
crushed that she started dating his brother after a couple of years had passed. Personally, that
shit is trifling as fuck to me, especially since that was my old nigga but I guess you have to let
people grieve however they grieve. I’m not sure how fucking with your best friends ex and your
dead ex’s brother helps you grieve, but it did help me see Lily’s true colors once
again.Somewhere between stealing clothes, couch surfing, and skipping school, I ended up
getting kicked out of school. It was the first of many schools that I was kicked out of over the
span of my childhood. When I was kicked out of the first school, I was crashing at Aunt Raven’s
place and she wasn’t happy about it at all. She made me promise to get my shit together if I
was going to be staying at her place. Of course, I promised not to skip too much because I
wanted to make sure that I was always welcomed at her place. Notice I said “too much,”
because if it’s one thing about me, I’m definitely going to keep it real and I knew that I would
still end up missing a day or two here and there. Aunt Raven knew what it was. She knew shit
wasn’t easy for me, so I think as long as I kept it real with her and tried my best in school, she
was going to meet me halfway. Hell, she had two boys of her own and whatever other grown up
shit she had going on at the time and didn’t have time to be babysitting my ass. After that, my
mom enrolled me into a new school and told me that I needed to get my shit together so that I
could make something of myself some day. She was right but I wasn’t really trying to hear that
from the person who kept kicking me out. Did she know that kicking me out all the time made it
really fucking hard to get my shit together?! In the span of a year, I was kicked out of my mom’s
house too many times to count, kicked out of a school, and everyone around me figured I
would just end up dead or in jail. My life was a hot ass mess and I was causing brush fire after
brush fire whether it was with my mother, a nigga, or school.Kaamil was my first little
heartbreak when it came to relationships. Some time after him, I was with ole boy that Lily
ended up fucking with after his brother died. That wasn’t a terrible breakup but it was yet



another failed relationship in my life. When I met my next nigga, I was damn near in love with
him right away. He was older than me. Like, much older. I was a teenager and he was in his
twenties. I’m not going to tell you his name--we can just call him “Jail Bae.” “JB” for short. Just
so we’re clear, if my teenage self was MY kid today, I would’ve whooped her fast ass for
thinking she was grown, trying to run around with a whole grown ass man. But teenage K really
loved that trash ass nigga. Learning how to choose a well rounded boyfriend was clearly not
something I was good at, but it was probably one of those very crucial dad moments I missed
out on. Not to mention, since JB was older than I was, he began to teach me things that my
father should’ve been around to teach me. That was one of the things that really strengthened
our bond. Who doesn’t want a nigga that can teach you new shit and buy you new shit, too? Of
course, now that I’m older, I can see the situation entirely differently and I think back and
wonder if maybe it wasn’t necessarily “love” with Jail Bae as much as it was his ability to fill a
void within me. Not to get too deep, but, I wish I could’ve spoken to my younger self. You know,
like I wish I could have given her the love and guidance she so desperately yearned for. Sitting
here telling you all this shit hurts my heart. Just thinking about how young I was when I was
going through all the fuck shit I had to go through and doing it all on my own, makes me want
to hug my inner child so that she knows she’s loved.JB and I had a very interesting
relationship. We spent a lot of time together and like I mentioned earlier, he taught me a lot.
More specifically, he taught me how to drive. Of course I didn’t have a car at the time, but he
would let me drive his occasionally. That shit made me feel like I was a little boss bitch and it
was obviously a skill that I would take with me forever. I lost my virginity to him, which we all
know creates a special type of bond. Plus, he paid for shit, which meant my phone stayed
activated and I didn’t have to steal clothes as often. Jail Bae gave my young ass some type of
hope. He made me feel seen and loved and that was what I needed the most, from anybody. It
also helped that being with him meant that I could take a break from couch surfing to sleep in a
bed some nights.That all changed when he got locked up though. That’s why I decided to call
him “Jail Bae.” They got him on some weird shit and he had to do about six months, nothing too
crazy. I stayed down the entire six months, too. I was young. I didn’t know any better but in my
mind, when he got out, we would be even stronger than we were when he went in. Every single
day I was writing him letters so that when he came home, he didn’t feel like he missed a beat. I
would write about what I had done that day, who pissed me off, why I hated school, and about
all the bitches that went to my school and how much I missed him. Basically, the stuff any
teenager would write to her twenty three year old boyfriend that was in jail. Whatever the fuck
that means. Anyway, when we finished our bid, we picked up right where we left off, just like I
expected. Obviously I said our bid because I was basically in jail too while he was gone.
Childish.We spent pretty much every second of every day together when he came home and
I’ll always wonder if the day I’m about to tell you about, would’ve gone any differently, had I
chosen to stay home with him. It was a Wednesday afternoon, and I hadn’t seen my main bitch
Lily in way too long. Since I wasn’t allowed at her house, we decided to meet at my Aunt
Raven’s house. We just sat on the porch and updated each other on our lives. You know,
regular shit. We were laughing hysterically going down memory lane, talking about how weak
that party was that she abandoned me for back in the day.She said, “I should’ve turned my
white ass around right when you did. A bitch wanted to be poppin’ so bad.”Just then, my phone
rang. I didn’t recognize the number, but I figured Jail Bae was calling me from a new phone. I
can remember the conversation like it was yesterday.“Hello?” I answered.The reply I got came
from a female voice. One I had never heard before. One that carried a whole lot of attitude. “Yo.
Is this Kay?”My whole mood changed because besides the little bum bitches at school, I didn’t



have any real enemies. Initially, I didn’t know what the fuck was going on but I knew I didn’t like
the attitude the bitch on the other end of the phone was giving me. It was nothing to match her
energy.“Yeah. Who the fuck is this?”She laughed and that pissed me off more. “Girl. Chill the
fuck out. This is Karen. I’m calling because you been fucking with my nigga.”I didn’t even let her
finish whatever it was she was about to say before I put my phone on speaker phone so that
Lily could hear too. I signaled for her to sit closer to me so that she could hear everything this
bum bitch was saying. Thank God we were together because there was no time for me to have
put her on three-way without Karen knowing. Hearing Karen tell me that I had been fucking
with her nigga was comical to both Lily and myself because my nigga had just gotten out of jail
and ain’t no way MY nigga could’ve ever been HER nigga. Period. Between her telling me I was
fucking with her nigga and me putting the phone on speaker, I didn’t even get a sentence in
before she continued.“Yeah, it’s crickets now, huh?” She sounded real tough over the phone.If
me not saying anything because I was putting the phone on speaker phone, was what she was
referring to, then yes girl, crickets. The thought of that whole situation has me rolling my eyes
right now, and it makes me want to find Karen’s punk ass and drag her. But I’m way past that
ghetto shit.Karen’s tough girl act didn’t put any type of fear in my heart. She was obviously all
bark, no bite.I said, “Crickets nothing bitch. Ain’t nobody over here fucking with your nigga. I
don’t care what you thought.”Well, I was real loud and real fucking wrong. Me and Karen were
definitely fucking the same nigga. Our conversation continued and became less hostile after a
few minutes. Get this, Karen was only fifteen years old. This nigga was twenty three with two
teenage girlfriends and he had us on the phone acting a whole ass. By the time Karen and I
were done talking, we decided that we were going to pop up on Jail Bae so that he could
choose up. Actually, Karen decided that we were going to do the pop up, but I agreed with the
plan because if I went to see him on my own, I probably would’ve slit his fucking tires or
something. On top of that, I knew he was going to choose me. In my mind, there was no way in
hell he would’ve chosen Karen. She wasn’t holding him down like I was when he was locked
up.Before that phone call, there was nothing you could tell me about JB that I didn’t already
know. Well, besides the fact that he had another girlfriend. But I made sure she didn’t know I
was pressed. Low key, that’s another reason I had agreed to her little plot. Karen and I met up
at a liquor store one block away from Jail Bae’s spot. It took me 2 busses and a BART train to
get there. There was no way in hell I was going to let that little girl meet me at my aunt’s
house.Karen was an ugly little girl. She had ugly features and she was dirty. She smelled like
East Oakland carpet and piss. She had a two inch ponytail that stuck straight up with no edges
and I’m pretty sure she had eczema. I was shocked to say the least, when I saw her. Anyway,
while we walked to JB’s spot, Karen came up with what she thought to be a master plan. The
plan was simple: She was going to knock on the door and I was going to stand off to the side
until he opened it so that we could catch him off guard and force him to choose up. Karen
seemed confident that he was going to pick her and I was just ready to get the shit over with so
that she would leave me and JB the fuck alone. She was a fucking child, she had no business
messing with that grown man. Looking back neither did I.It didn’t take long for JB to open his
front door after Karen knocked and to my surprise, he didn’t actually seem half as shocked as
either of us thought he would. As he opened the door and saw both of us standing there
together, he stood quietly for about ten seconds, scratching the back of his head with a semi-
perplexed look on his face.He said, “Y’all are fucking dumb.” With a smirk on his face.He was
always a very mild mannered person. It was one of the things I loved about him. But in that
moment, the nigga could’ve pretended to be at least a little bothered that both his lil’ girlfriends
just popped up on him. His smirk threw me off a bit. In my mind, I was prepared to go the fuck



off but the calmness he carried had me thinking, what the fuck? How are you not pressed that
I’m standing here next to the ugly bitch you were cheating on me with? As I stood there, I could
feel my skin heating up from anger and frustration, easily forgetting that Karen stood right next
to me.Her voice interrupted my thoughts, “No, nigga. You’re fucking dumb. You thought you
were going to have two bitches?! Tell this hoe to get her shit and go!”She was pointing at
me.My head turned toward Karen real quick. All it took was one step and I was already in her
face. “Who the fuck you calling a hoe?!” I was loud. Really loud. Ready to fight, loud.Before
either of us could go any further, Jail Bae placed his arms in between us, separating us from
one another with just one small shove of the arm. Before I knew it, the duffle bag that I had left
at his house was on the ground between us. The only reason I had known it was there was
because it was resting on my foot. I hadn’t even noticed that he walked away from the front
door to go grab it. I don’t even know when he had enough time. Honestly, now that I think about
it, the bag must have been right next to the front door the entire time. There’s no way he walked
away without me noticing. As I pulled my foot from underneath the bag, I could hear Karen
laughing obnoxiously. Anger filled my veins. My mouth began to fill with saliva as the knot in the
back of my throat began to form. Bitch, I was mortified. The next thing I remember is Jail Bae
grabbing Karen by her wrist.“Get the fuck in the house. Stop acting fucking dumb!” JB said as
he jolted Karen’s tiny body across the threshold of the front door.The door slammed shut
behind them and I stood there alone with my duffle bag at my feet. I wanted to bash his fucking
windows in and throw a brick through the windshield of his car, but somehow, I knew I wanted
my dignity more. There was no point in bashing windows or throwing bricks because that weak
ass nigga chose a pissy smelling bitch. They deserved that weak ass relationship.By now, you
know that I’m no stranger to grabbing my shit and getting the fuck on. With heartbreak number
two under my belt, I made my way back to Aunt Raven’s house. That was the closest thing I
had to a home and that’s what I needed--a safe space to crawl into my little cocoon and just,
be. I wasn’t ready to tell Lily the tea yet. That was my bitch but that shit was still hella
embarrassing. I didn’t want to see any of her missed calls or text messages asking for updates
so I just turned my phone off all together. Without JB, I was going to have to figure out ways to
keep my phone activated and that pissed me off. To be honest, I was really fucking mind blown
that he chose Karen. He really chose a fifteen year old child over me and I’m not exaggerating
about her being ugly and dirty. My feelings were hurt too. I couldn’t really wrap my mind around
how or when he had time to get another girlfriend, but I really couldn’t understand why he
straight up chose her over me. Come to think of it, we didn’t even get through half of the plan
Karen had come up with before that snake ass bitch switched up on me. I don’t know why I fell
for that shit. It was one of many lessons in never trusting no bitch.Being at Aunt Raven’s house
brought me a sense of peace that I desperately needed. Eventually, I showered and listened to
music until I fell asleep. It seemed like it had been a long and emotional day and that type of
shit is exhausting. Luckily, I was able to fall asleep fairly quickly because I had to wake up
earlier than usual for school. Due to the fact that I had gotten kicked out of my old school, I had
to take the BART to my new school because my aunt's house wasn’t in the same school
district.The next morning, I was on my way to school when four girls surrounded me before I
was able to even step foot onto the platform. Their faces were familiar but I couldn’t figure out
where I had known them from. Not only did I not have time, but it wasn’t really the right time to
try to figure that out because it was obvious they weren’t surrounding me in a prayer circle or
some shit. Everything happened so fast. The first girl knocked me dead in my face and the
bitch to the right of her snuck me in my ear. It was almost simultaneous; one bitch knocked my
shit right after the other. The next thing I knew, all four girls were beating my ass. At first, I tried



to fight back. Jail Bae always taught me two things. The first one was to never go out like no
bitch; “fight like a nigga”, he would tell me. Second, “Always protect your face. You too pretty to
let these lil bitches touch yo face”, he would say.I don’t know if you’ve ever been jumped before
but that shit is different. You don’t know if you want to choose one bitch and rock her shit, if you
should try to rock every bitch involved, or if you’re supposed to just cover your face because
you’re too fucking pretty to let these bitches touch your face. That day, I tried to take JB’s
advice; I covered my pretty ass face, even though it felt useless when it was me versus four
girls. I didn’t really have any other option. Whoever those girls were and wherever I knew them
from, they got me. They all ran separate directions when they were done and there was no way
in hell I was going to chase any of them. My nose was bloody, my body ached from the kicks
and punches and there was a small knot on the side of my head where the second girl got her
shit off. The bitch that knocked me dead in my face is lucky her little friends were with her
because she was the one I wanted to fuck up the most for hitting me in my fucking face.For a
second, I debated on whether or not I should just go to school and then I opted out because I
needed to get my shit together first. I couldn’t go to Aunt Raven’s house because she and the
boys would ask too many questions and I couldn’t go to Lily’s house because I wasn’t allowed
to. It was yet another situation where I was on my own to figure shit out. My homegirl Tasha
rarely went to school and she lived fairly close to the BART station. I knew she wouldn’t ask me
too many questions about what had happened because she didn’t really give a fuck about
anything. Not in a bad way, though. She was just really good at minding her business. Tasha
and I got along pretty well because we both had issues with our mothers. I think that was
another reason she would never ask too many questions. It was like an unspoken rule, I guess.
Very true to what’s understood, don’t need to be explained.Tasha didn’t have a phone but she
and her boyfriend were usually at her uncle’s house. If they weren’t on the porch, they were in
the basement and all you ever had to do was knock on the side window for Tasha or her man
to pop out and let you in. You know, I never knew much about her man besides the fact that he
was older than her. As much as she minded her own business, she kept her business to
herself, too. I respected that shit though. Anyway, my body ached as I slowly walked to her
house. My stride was short and my pace was slow but my mind was moving very quickly when
all of a sudden, everything clicked. Out of nowhere, I realized where I had known the faces of
the bitches that jumped me. Karen and I went to the same school. I didn’t recognize her initially
because I was still pretty new to the school. The bitches that jumped me, were her bitch ass
friends. What a small and shitty world, right? Jail Bae and Karen must have had a conversation
before she and I popped up on him. That’s probably why his ass was so calm when he saw
both of us at the door. See, I thought me and Karen were playing JB but the gag was that I was
the one being played. That’s why my duffle bag was already at the front door. She already
knew the outcome and she just wanted front row seats to the shit show. And then that little
bitch had me jumped. She wasn’t even enough of a savage to square up with me by herself. By
the time I had figured everything out, my legs were moving just as quickly as my thoughts. I
was running full speed to Tasha’s house with my phone in one hand and my other arm
reaching back to hold my backpack in place while I ran. It was like the quicker the thoughts
flooded my mind, the faster I ran. I didn’t care how ridiculous I looked running down the street.
The only thing I cared about was getting revenge. Karen thought she had won because she
had the nigga and had her punk ass friends jump me, but I wasn’t going out like that.
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pinkispretty914, “So Good!!!!. I pre-ordered the paperback version but I could not wait to read
so I purchased the ebook as well! Let me tell you about how I absolutely could not put this
book down! I read it in a day!I cried, I laughed I rooted for her, I called her crazy at times, but I
loved every minute of it. This is a book that has to be read by everyone! I have always been a
fan of Winter aka Mama Roach, but I have gained such a new understanding of her life, her
struggles and her achievements. She is such an amazing woman and deserves all that she
has. This book is soooo….good and she is hilarious! You can totally hear her reading the book
in her voice with her expressions and everything if you follow her at all.Winter (Kaila) has done
an amazing job and I am so proud of her. I pray that God continues to bless her abundantly
and I cannot wait to see what lies ahead for her! Buy this book y’all! It’s great!”

Shayla Pavone, “Bad Bitch Winter Ø>Ýv 'Dþ�. 100% recommend for a truly wild, true story, that will make
you love and hate winter even more. During some parts of the book I loved and related to every
word, during other parts I hated her and could feel her mean ass energy, but one thing is that it
was honest af. I believe human beings are way more than just one thing. We can be good and
bad. Mean and kind. Empathetic and cold hearted. All at the same time. That’s how I feel about
Winter. I do feel that although she didn’t have the best life, she also didn’t have the worst,
falling somewhere in between like most of us, we learn to keep it pushing and maybe I will
embody some of winters energy in my own life because honestly I’m too nice”

Jae Miller, “Couldn’t put it down!. Inspiring, heartfelt. I can hear her voice, like shes telling me
the stories herself. Laugh, cry, roll eyes, get angry. Winter went off and Im so happy I became a
fan and got to know the real Winter after BGC. I can relate to the realness she carries with her
which I know most cant but I appreciate knowing there are solids out there. Love. Buying
physical book to keep forever.”

Amelia morales, “A must read for sure.. This book isn’t a rags to riches book. It’s more like a “I
made it out the struggle” type of book. It shows real life struggles and winter tells you what she
went through and overcame growing up. I feel like so many women can relate to at least
something in this book and it really shows that you can over come it and you can make it out
and you will be ok. Now everyone can kinda see why winter is winter. I’m proud of her like she
is one of my good friends. She deserves the life she lives now because she’s strong af.



Definitely worth the read.”

Jazmine Prude, “A true page turner !!!. It took me about 48 hours to read this to entirety. It’s
truly a page turner, once you get one page in you’ll never want to put it down. The story and
the way it’s being told in itself is amazing , it’s grammatically correct but yet there’s still cussing
and a tone like she’s speaking directly to you. You’ll laugh, you’ll cry , and most importantly
you’ll learn a thing or two. The main character was really an example of when you take two
steps forward life will drag you back three but never give up anyway. Congratulations Winter on
a great work of art , and being so open and vulnerable.”

Ivanna, “Book Review. I highly recommend this book to any young woman who is looking to
gain motivation to boss up her life. You may think you know Winter based off her social media
presence, but this book gave you a real look into who she truly is and how she came up. I was
truly moved by the life story of her childhood into early adulthood. This book perfectly captures
a firsthand look into how she overcame every obstacle she faced in life. So much respect for
her vulnerability to tell her truth. I was so hooked that I finished this book in 3 days. And let me
tell you, I went through so many emotions! By the end of the last chapter I felt inspired to hustle
even harder in my own life. Props to Winter for an amazing book; she did that!”

BoyMomof2, “amazing! I see Kaila in a different light.. I’ve never related to someone more than
I did Winter Blanco in this book. Honestly, it’s one of the best books I’ve read in a while and I
have mad respect for this woman- no matter what came her way she never stopped. That takes
a lot out of a person and it makes so much more sense to me now why this person who was
seen as a “bully” or someone that’s “too honest” or “cold” could be the way she is and I enjoyed
that she was vulnerable I really liked that party of her book most because she’s taught herself
to hide that part so she does t get punked by someone. I get it 100% I truly hope she finds
someone, whether it be a friend partner or her child and they can show her what it feels like to
be loved unconditionally, I would love that for her and she deserves it. All in all 11/10 stars for
this book! Bravo ”

Kemi, “Phenomenal. To say this book was amazing is an understatement. As someone who
has lived through most of the things she has, it’s so encouraging to see her resilience.
Admirable even! This inspired me to write my own book. I see her in a completely new light &
see the fighter that she really is. Life hardens you & you either rise or fall. She rose. Her
achievements & the independent woman she is today is commendable. Keep going Winny!”

Ness xo, “Amazing read. Honestly could not put this book down once I stopped it. Watching
winters evolution from BGC to the woman she is now has been so interesting but reading
about her backstory ,what she went through and how she used this to really elevate her life is
truly inspiring. I would recommend this book to anyone you won’t regret purchasing ”

Asmaa Al-Areebi, “SO good !. An absolute page turner. I finished the book in 5 days because I
couldn’t stop reading! Wiintrr girl we need a movie based off your life because the book literally
had me in tears at some points. I read everyday but this book was unlike anything I’ve ever
been invested in. Total page turner and tbh I might just read it again. Not to mention it looks
sooo cute on the shelf with the rest of my books! 10/10”

Melissa, “True events!. When I read a book, I like to read true a$$ events especially when they



end in a glow up, I have followed winter since 2015, .. I love a how real and authentic & her
won’t blink if she has to beat a$$ attitude. Which is exactly the events in her book, Anyone who
has been or witnessed whole events like that can relate to this book.”

The book by Dick Cluster has a rating of  5 out of 4.8. 555 people have provided feedback.
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