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The Weight of the Crown

In the heart of a city where reputation is currency, Elias "Easy" Vance has managed the impossible: he’s the "ghost" accountant for the neighborhood’s biggest operation, but his own record is spotless. He’s two months away from moving across the country to start a legitimate life until his younger brother, a rising star in the streets, disappears with a shipment that wasn't his.
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Chapter 1: The Ledger and the Ticket
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The fluorescent lights of Vance & Associates Tax Consulting hummed with a sterile, rhythmic buzz that usually helped Elias focus. Today, it felt like a countdown.

Elias "Easy" Vance pulled a roll of packing tape across a cardboard box, the screech echoing through the empty office. It was 5:01 PM. His coworkers had vanished at the stroke of five, heading home to suburban dinners and quiet nights. Elias was heading toward a different kind of night, but only for sixty more days.

On top of his stapler and desk organizer, he placed a printed flight itinerary: DTW to LAX – June 15th. He’d spent four years building this double life—daylight spent filing 1040s for local business owners, and nights spent balancing the "unofficial" books for the neighborhood's most dangerous man. He was the Ghost. He didn't touch the product, he didn't carry a piece, and he never missed a decimal point. That was how he'd stayed clean. That was how he’d saved enough to finally disappear.

He tucked the box under his arm, clicked off the lights, and stepped out into the biting evening air.

The atmosphere at The Obsidian Lounge was the polar opposite of the tax office. Here, the air was thick with expensive cologne, top-shelf bourbon, and the low, vibrating bass of a sub-woofer hidden beneath the floorboards.

Elias walked past the velvet ropes without a word. The bouncers didn't check him; they barely looked at him. In this world, being invisible was his greatest superpower.

He headed to the back office, a room paneled in dark wood where Big Mike sat behind a desk that cost more than Elias’s car. Mike wasn't a loud man. He didn't need to be. He was wide, dark-skinned, and carried an aura of absolute gravity.

"Late, Easy," Mike said, not looking up from a stack of cash he was thumbing through.

"Tax season doesn't care about street time, Mike," Elias replied, setting his laptop down. He opened a heavily encrypted spreadsheet. "I’ve got the laundromat returns ready. We need to shift the overhead on the car wash if you want to keep the IRS off the scent."

For an hour, they worked in a silence born of mutual respect. But the silence shattered when the heavy steel door flew open.

Spider stumbled in, his breathing ragged, his designer track jacket torn at the shoulder. Spider was one of Mike's "runners"—usually cocky, now clearly terrified.

"Mike—Boss—we got a problem," Spider gasped. "The shipment. The 'electronics' from the port. It never hit the drop."

Big Mike stood up slowly. The air in the room seemed to vanish. "The driver was supposed to be at the warehouse twenty minutes ago. Who was on the wheel?"

"A new kid," Spider said, wiping sweat from his forehead. "He swore he knew the route. Said he needed the bread for his family."

Mike turned his gaze to Elias. It wasn't an accusation; it was an order. "Easy. Check the log. Tell me who I’m sending the enforcers after."

Elias’s fingers felt like lead as he pulled up the personnel sheet for the week’s logistics. He scrolled past the regulars—D-Shot, Tone, K-Moe. Then he saw it. The name at the bottom of the Friday night slot.

Driver: M. Vance.

The world tilted. Elias stared at the screen, the blue light reflecting in his eyes. Marcus. His younger brother, the one he’d been paying for college, the one he’d told a thousand times to stay away from the Lounge.

"Well?" Big Mike’s voice was a low rumble. "Give me a name, Easy. Don't make me ask twice."

Elias closed the laptop. He kept his face like stone, the way he’d practiced for years. "The system is lagging, Mike. Give me ten minutes to pull the backup files. I’ll track the GPS on the truck from my mobile."

Mike stared at him for a long beat, his eyes narrowing. "Ten minutes. Then the Eraser goes out."

Elias didn't wait ten minutes. He was out the back door in two.

He dialed Marcus’s number as he sprinted toward his car. Ring. Ring. Ring. Voicemail. "Damn it, Marcus, pick up!" he hissed.

He drove like a madman toward their mother’s house on 12th Street. He told himself there was a mistake. Marcus was supposed to be at the library. Marcus was supposed to be the one who stayed out.

He pulled up to the curb, his tires screeching. The front door was wide open, swaying slightly in the wind.

Elias drew a sharp breath and ran inside. The living room was a disaster. The TV had been ripped from the wall, the sofa cushions were sliced open, and his mother’s favorite porcelain vase lay shattered across the hardwood.

He ran to the kitchen. His mother wasn't there—thank God, she was working the night shift at the hospital—but Marcus’s phone was sitting on the kitchen island.

The screen was cracked, and a single text message was visible on the lock screen from an unknown number:

"You shouldn't have taken it. Now we take everything."

Elias looked at the clock on the wall. He had 59 days until his flight. But as he looked at the wreckage of his life, he realized he might not even make it to morning.

Elias stepped out of his mother’s trashed house, the cool night air hitting his face like a slap. He needed to move, to think, but a pair of headlights cut through the darkness, pinning him against the porch railing.

A sleek, unmarked Ford Explorer pulled to the curb. The engine cut, and Detective Miller stepped out. He was a man who looked like he’d been carved out of old leather and cynicism—suit jacket rumpled, eyes tired, but sharp enough to see through Elias's "tax consultant" mask.

"Hell of a home renovation, Vance," Miller said, nodding toward the open front door. "Your mother have a disagreement with the furniture?"

Elias didn't move. He kept his hands visible. "Just a break-in, Detective. I’m about to call it in."

"Don’t lie to me. We both know you aren't calling 911. Not when Big Mike is already looking for his driver." Miller leaned against the hood of his car, lighting a cigarette. The cherry glowed in the dark.

"I don't know what you're talking about," Elias said, his voice as flat as a ledger. "I’m an accountant."

"You’re a magician, Elias. You make blood-money disappear and turn it into clean laundry. But you can't make your brother disappear. Not from the cameras we have over on the East Side."

Elias felt a cold spike in his chest. "Marcus? What was he doing on the East Side?"

Miller blew out a cloud of smoke. "Meeting with the Kings. Specifically, their lead enforcer, 'Snake.' We’ve got grainy footage of your brother handed over a key fob to a warehouse unit three hours before that shipment went missing."

"That’s impossible," Elias snapped. "Marcus is a student. He doesn't even know where the East Side is."

"He knows," Miller said, stepping closer. "He’s been playing both sides, Elias. He thought he could sell Mike’s route to the Kings and walk away with a payday big enough to follow you to California. Kid’s got heart, I’ll give him that. But he’s got no brains."

Elias gripped the porch railing so hard his knuckles turned white. The "secret" was out. Marcus wasn't just a victim; he was a player. He’d tried to buy his way into Elias's dream by burning down the house they were still standing in.

"Give him to me," Miller whispered. "Tell me where Big Mike is keeping the off-the-books ledger—the real one—and I’ll find Marcus before Mike’s people do. I can put him in protective custody. I can save his life."

"In a cage?" Elias spat. "You know what happens to 'protected' snitches in this city, Miller. He’d be dead before the first hearing."

"And if Big Mike finds him first?" Miller countered. "He won't just kill him. He’ll make it an example. He’ll make sure everyone knows what happens when a Vance crosses the Kingpin."

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
HE BUILT AN EMPIRE OF NUMBERS.
HIS BROTHER BUILT A THRONE OF SHADOWS.

THE WEIGH

~ BY CALVIN BROWN SR





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





