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Chapter 1 

The Prince of Two Worlds 

 

Aquarius Luis had never known the taste of struggle. 

 Long before he opened his eyes each morning, comfort wrapped around him like a second skin. His room—bigger than some apartments—glowed faintly with the soft blue light of an 85-inch TV still looping last night’s Twitch stream. The electric hum blended with the quiet sigh of the central air, the kind of silence that only money could buy. 

 He stretched lazily, silk sheets sliding off his chest. His curly fade was still crisp, lined so perfectly it looked freshly cut. One hand brushed over the game controller he’d fallen asleep holding, his knuckles grazing the cold metal of the custom buttons. 

 Seventeen, with the world orbiting around him. 

 Handsome. Charismatic. Naturally confident. Smart enough to ace tests without studying, charming enough to date whoever he wanted, and talented enough to make money streaming video games just for fun. The girls loved him. His boys admired him. Strangers envied him. And yet… every now and then, something small tugged at the edges of his perfect world, like a quiet whisper he wasn’t ready to listen to.

 His phone buzzed beneath the pillow. DMs. Snaps. Private Stories. Comments. Clout never slept. He scrolled through the chaos with a crooked grin. 

“Man… I’m really him,” he murmured to himself, still half asleep, half bragging, fully 

amused. 

 Then came the real wake-up call—

Food. 

A warm, savory scent crept under his bedroom door: chorizo, eggs, a hint of jalapeño. No restaurant in Westwood could match that smell. That was his grandmother’s cooking— Sophia Alvarez, the quiet storm of the household. 

“¡Aquario! ¡Despiértate! ¡La comida está lista!”

(Aquario! Wake up! The food is ready!)  

She called, her voice rising through the hallway with that familiar blend of authority and affection.  

“I’m up, Abuela!” Aquarius yelled back.

He wasn’t fully bilingual yet, but he understood every word she ever said. He finally rolled out of bed, stretching one last time before heading downstairs. The polished staircase curved like something out of a magazine, sunlight pouring onto it in soft gold stripes. He padded down barefoot, yawning. 

 Sheree Luis—his mother—stood at the front door; silk robe tied tight, hair flawless, nails immaculate. Even at nine in the morning, she carried herself like she was walking onto a stage. Booksmart. Business smart. Street-smart. Toughened by life, sharpened by loyalty. 

“Morning, baby,” she said, slipping her sunglasses onto her head. 

“Eat quickly. Your father and I have a meeting in Lansing. Won’t be home till late.”

Aquarius kissed her cheek. “Morning, Ma. Another meeting? Y’all really don’t rest, huh?”

 Sheree smirked, the kind of smirk that hid more than it revealed. 

“Business never sleeps, Aquarius. Let your father and I handle that. You just stay focused—school, streaming, and staying out the way. Same rules.”

“Yeah, yeah,” he said, laughing softly. “Heard it before.”

 Sophia slid a plate in front of him—eggs fluffy, chorizo simmering, steam curling upward like a welcome. She rested a hand on his shoulder, squeezing gently. 

“Mijo bonito,” she whispered, eyes soft behind her glasses.

My beautiful boy. 

 Just as Aquarius grabbed his fork, heavy footsteps moved across the floor—each one steady, powerful, unhurried. 

 Kwan Luis. 

His father. 

 When Kwan walked into the room, the air changed. Men like him didn’t need to raise their voice to command attention. Broad-shouldered, carved from discipline and danger, with eyes that saw too much and revealed too little. 

“Son,” Kwan said with a single nod.

“Morning, Dad.”

Aquarius felt the weight behind that stare—the constant measuring, the silent expectations—but he pushed the feeling aside like he always did. Kwan wasn’t unloving. He was just… intense. The type of intensity that could either protect you or scare you, depending on where you stood with him. And Aquarius was still figuring out which side he stood on. 

 After the front door shut behind his parents, the mansion fell into its expensive quiet again. The kind of quiet that made you think too much—if you weren’t used to it. Aquarius took a few more bites, staring absently at the marble countertops, the wall-sized windows, the neat perfection of the home. His home. His world. 

 Sophia watched him for a long moment, hands on her hips. 

Then, softly—almost too softly—she said, 

“Aquario… tienes que abrir los ojos.

Open your eyes. Not everything is what it seems.”

 Aquarius paused mid-chew. “What you mean, Abuela?”

She didn’t answer. She only turned away, like she’d said too much already.

 He shrugged, brushing it off. Life felt perfect. Girls, money, trips, a family that loved him— even if they were strict sometimes. What could she possibly be hinting at? Still, her words stuck to him like small thorns. 

He wandered down the hall, wiping his hands on his shorts as he approached his father’s 

study. The door was closed, as usual. Kwan didn’t allow anyone inside unless invited. Through the tall front windows, Aquarius noticed movement outside. A sleek black car was parked on the edge of the estate. Engine low. Windows tinted darker than legal. No plates he could see. It wasn’t their usual security vehicle.

 Something about it made the hair on his arms rise. He watched it longer than he meant to, unease trickling in. Whoever sat in that car wasn’t family, wasn’t staff… and it wasn’t here by accident. Behind the quiet luxury of the Luis household, something else was moving— quiet, organized, dangerous. The kind of thing Sophia whispered about. The kind of thing Sheree dismissed. The kind of thing Kwan kept locked behind closed doors. 

Aquarius didn’t know it yet, but that morning was the first shift. The first crack. The first 

sign that his life—this soft, privileged, glowing life—rested on a foundation far darker than he ever realized. He was still just a boy, but the world he belonged to was anything but innocent. Soon, he would have to choose which side of that world he truly lived in. 




Chapter 2

 Two Worlds, One Bloodline 

 

The black Escalade rolled slowly down Sycamore Street like a visiting king moving through foreign territory. Bass from old-school Jeezy thumped through the doors, drowning out the distant sirens and arguments floating through open windows. Aquarius Luis sank deeper into the passenger seat, hoodie half-zipped, thumb scrolling mindlessly across his phone. 

He didn’t belong here—and he knew it. 

“You ain’t too good for the hood, son,” Kwan said, eyes straight ahead, one hand gripping 

the wheel with calm dominance. “All this money, them houses, flights… it doesn’t mean shit if you forget where you come from.”

Aquarius didn’t argue. He just stared through the tinted window at the reality he rarely 

stepped into cracked sidewalks, boarded porches leaning like tired old men, kids sprinting between beat-up cars, a stray dog trotting along like it had somewhere important to be. 

 It felt like a different planet. 

The moment the SUV stopped in front of Ronnie’s place, the block woke up. Music 

hiccupped from a half-broken speaker. A dice game slapped loudly in the alley. A group of teens leaned out of car windows, watching everything like hawks. 

 And then Maya burst out the front door. 

“Cuzzo!” she squealed, braids bouncing as she ran straight into his chest. Fifteen and 

sharp as broken glass, Maya had eyes that caught everything and a smile that somehow survived the environment. 

“You smell like money,” she teased, sniffing dramatically.

Aquarius laughed, slipping a folded stack of bills into her hand. “Keep that low. School 

stuff, clothes—whatever. Don’t let nobody tell you what you’re worth.”

 Her eyes sparkled, but the moment was interrupted by heavy steps and a wheeze of laughter. 

Uncle Ronnie stumbled onto the porch, bottle still in hand, grinning like the world couldn’t hurt him. Forty-five, talkative, funny, usually drunk, but with more hood wisdom than most professors had book knowledge. 

“Aqua! My favorite nephew!” Ronnie slurred, throwing his arms wide. “Lemme hold 

somethin’, man. Just a lil’ somethin’.”

Aquarius sighed. “Unc…”

 Before he could say anything else, Kwan appeared on the curb like a shadow forming from another shadow. 

“Ronnie.”

One word. Sharp enough to stop traffic. 

 Ronnie winced but held his ground.  

“Relax, lil’ bro. The boy got it. ’Cause you got it. Which means, by family law…”—he tapped his chest— “we got it.”

 Kwan glared so hard that the wind seemed to pause. 

Maya giggled, pulling Aquarius’s sleeve. “You always look out for me. That’s why you're my 

favorite. I’ll always have your back.”

Aquarius squeezed her hand. “We’re family. That means something to me.”

 But the warmth vanished the moment Dre stepped into view. 

 Dre—Ronnie’s son. Aquarius’s cousin. The hood’s problem child.

Chain glinting. Jaw tight. Eyes cold. A storm in human form. 

“What’s up, pretty boy?” Dre asked, voice low and mocking. “Still livin’ that rich-nigga 

fairytale?”

Aquarius kept his tone steady. “I’m chillin’, Dre. Just here with family.”

“Nah.” Dre stepped closer, breath smelling faintly of smoke and aggression. “You don’t 

belong here. You walk around handin’ out money like you some charity. You soft.”

Maya shoved his arm. “Shut up, Dre! Aqua cares about me more than you ever did!”

Dre’s nostrils flared, but even he wasn’t dumb enough to go off in front of his dad. He gave 

Aquarius one long stare before walking off with his crew, muttering under his breath. 

 Aquarius exhaled, his shoulders loosening only slightly. 

 Conflict. 

Right in front of him. 

Right in the family. 

 Ronnie pulled a pan of foil-covered catfish from the kitchen and shoved it into Aquarius’s hands. 

“Aye, walk this down to your Aunt Tish’s house,” Ronnie said. “Maya will go with you. And 

don’t start with Tyrone. Boy always lookin’ for a reason to bark.”

“Tyrone?” Aquarius muttered. “Of course.”

 Maya and Aquarius stepped off the porch. The block sounds wrapped around them—fried food sizzling, dogs barking, somebody arguing on a balcony; weed smoke drifting from a parked car with no hubcaps. Kids stared at Aquarius—some admiring, some jealous—but he greeted each with a respectful nod. 

“Why he always hating on you?” Maya asked, kicking a small pebble down the sidewalk.

“Dre’s scared,” Aquarius said, adjusting the hot pan in his hands. “Scared I might turn out 

to be something he can’t stand next to. Or something he can’t control.”

“You scared?” she asked.

Aquarius shook his head. “Nah. Fear ain’t my issue. Respect is.”

 They reached the tan duplex on the corner. Aunt Tish—Laticia Warren—was standing on the porch, arms folded, silk bonnet on, looking like she ran the entire neighborhood and dared anyone to question it. 

“Aqua, baby!” She called, smiling wide. Warm, loud, and protective—she loved Aquarius 

like he was her own child. Always had. 

He grinned. “Hey, Auntie Tish. Unc said bring this to you.”

“Aww, look at you bein’ all helpful.” She kissed his cheek, leaving a faint lip gloss mark. “I 

swear, you got the biggest heart in this whole family. Your mama raised a gentleman.”

 Before Aquarius could thank her, Tyrone stepped out of the doorway. Tall, arms tatted, cold stare and hood anger wrapped in skin. Tyrone, aunt Tish’s son and Aquarius’s biggest hater. His eyes narrowed. He didn’t greet Aquarius, didn’t nod and didn’t pretend he wanted to. Just stared. 

Aunt Tish smacked her son’s arm. “Boy, speak! That’s your cousin. Have some damn 

respect.”

Tyrone grumbled, but nodded stiffly. “What’s up.”

Aquarius returned the nod. “Tyrone.”

 Nothing more was said between the two. Tension stretched across the porch like piano wire, thin but ready to snap. As they turned to leave, Aquarius whispered to himself, 

“One day, I’m going to fuck him up.”

 And for the first time, he truly understood—Blood didn’t erase jealousy, Money didn’t erase danger, and the hood didn’t care who your father is. One fact is Aquarius Luis had never known the taste of struggle and a lot of people in the hood didn't appreciate that 




Chapter 3

 Different Air 

 

Morning sunlight spilled across the courtyard of Westwood Prep like a soft blessing, glinting off glass, brick, and expensive cars rolling into the student lot. The school didn’t just look wealthy—it breathed wealth. The waxed floors reflected the ceiling lights like water. The halls smelled faintly of lemon polish and some floral air freshener the janitors used because the principal hated “public school odors.”

 Students moved through the hall like they were on a runway—designer backpacks; shoes crisp out the box, haircuts fresher than the morning air. Laughter floated around him, light and careless, the sound of kids who’d never had to fight for anything except maybe a Wi-Fi signal. 

