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Prologue
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Houston was a city alive with contradictions. Bright lights against shadows, ambition against desperation. Every street carried stories of crowns won and lost, of love that burned as hot as betrayal. And in the middle of it all rose Lavish and Queen B—two names whispered in clubs, in barbershops, and in boardrooms. What began as a Facebook group called Houston Bosses & Baddies had grown into something bigger: an empire, a family. But every crown draws blood. And every empire faces its first test.
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Chapter 1 — Smoke & Shadows
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The bass rattled the lounge like a heartbeat too heavy for the walls to hold. Every note from the DJ’s booth sent bottles trembling, glasses buzzing against marble tables slick with spilled liquor. Smoke curled in the neon haze, mixing perfume, cologne, and the faint smell of weed that clung to jackets. The room was alive—laughing, hustling, flashing money—but underneath was a tension sharp enough to snap like a pool cue across somebody’s back. Lavish sat in the VIP section as if the seat had been carved for him. Locs tied back neat, shades hiding his eyes, tattoos running his arms like scripture and cutting across his face like scars turned art. He didn’t posture, didn’t wave his chain, didn’t need to. His silence weighed heavier than anyone else’s words. When Lavish leaned back, the city leaned with him. B sat close, one leg crossed, a dress that caught every lick of light in the room. A hookah rested by her side, the hose draped lazily over her fingers. She pulled slow, exhaling a stream of smoke that curled above her like a crown she didn’t need to wear. She wasn’t just beautiful—she was magnetic. Her presence told onlookers what most already suspected: she wasn’t decoration, she was foundation. The empire didn’t just move around Lavish; it steadied itself on B. Her phone lit against her thigh. She scrolled with one hand, hookah hose resting in the other, her eyes moving sharper than either. She caught promoters hustling too hard, girls circling money tables, men mean-mugging from across the room. Every so often she glanced at Lavish, the corner of her lip curling in a smile sharp enough to cut the tension in half. Rah never sat. Chains swinging, shoulders rolling, he paced near the ropes like a soldier on post. He wasn’t the king, but his loyalty to Lavish was crown enough. Every time laughter dipped too quick, every time a glass set down too hard, Rah’s glare landed first. His fists were ready for anything words couldn’t finish. Glow played it different. Posted at the bar, her drink untouched, her eyes touched everything. She didn’t flex chains or diamonds—her jewelry was awareness. She watched promoters hustling in circles, DJs jockeying for attention, girls fixing lip gloss before sliding toward money tables. Glow didn’t need to move to work; her phone was her weapon. Every few minutes her thumbs tapped out updates, sending messages straight to B. The DJ’s voice boomed over the speakers mid-set. “Bosses and Baddies in the house tonight!

Lavish and Queen B holding it down!” The crowd roared. Glasses lifted. The floor seemed to shake harder as AI Lavish’s track slid through the speakers, the beat hitting heavy. Even without words, the message was clear—the crown was in the room. B pulled her hookahslow, then glanced at her phone buzzing again. She leaned into Lavish’s ear, her voice smooth. “Glow says the promoter by the door is trying to skim bottles. She wants to know how you wanna play it.” Lavish didn’t flinch. He lifted his glass, sipped once, then set it back down. B nodded and typed quick, sending the message back. Within minutes, security shifted, and the promoter was pushed to the side, his scam dissolved like smoke. Another buzz. B read it, eyes narrowing. “Now Glow says two tables are about to fight over bottle service.” She exhaled smoke in a slow, lazy curl, her tone cool as she added, “They must think this is their house.” Her fingers moved fast, thumbs decisive. Within minutes, bottles were split, the dispute ended before it sparked. B leaned back, hose between her fingers, lips on the tip. She exhaled another cloud, this one sharper. “Handled.” Rah grinned at the sight, shaking his head. “B, you colder than most these dudes tryna be bosses.” She smirked without looking up. “I don’t try. I am.” The crowd moved, the bass pulsed, but inside the VIP, the empire stayed calm. Problems came and went, dissolved by the quick precision of a queen pulling her hookah, eyes sharper than her smile. Then the energy in the room shifted. The doors opened wide. King stepped in, his crew behind him loud, chains clinking, shoulders squared like they owned the block. The crowd split on instinct, parting like water. Whispers rippled through the air as eyes darted between the two thrones across the room. King didn’t speak at first. His eyes locked on Lavish, mean mug twisted with pure hatred. The kind of look that didn’t just say enemy—it said obsession. His stare burned through the haze, venom dripping in silence. Rah noticed first, his body tensing, fists clenching as if ready to swing across the distance. “Bruh, you see how helookin’at you?”

B exhaled slow, hookah smoke drifting above her like a crown, then leaned into Lavish’s ear. “Not tonight, babe. Let him drown in his own hate.” Lavish exhaled slow, face tats catching the neon glow. Then he stood. Smooth, deliberate. The lounge froze as he stepped from his section, Rah moving at his side. B set the hookah hose down, her hand brushing his arm as if to remind him she was there, unshaken. The crowd parted. Phones came out. Even the DJ fumbled the beat before recovering, trying not to kill the vibe. Lavish stopped just a few feet from King, silence thick as smoke. When he spoke, his voice was low, sharp enough to cut the air. “If you got somethin’ to say, say it.” King smirked, but the hatred in his eyes didn’t move. “City talkin’ like you untouchable. I just came to see if it’s true.” Rah stepped forward, but Lavish’s hand shot out, stopping him cold. Lavish tilted his head, shades sliding down just enough to show the fire in his eyes. “Ain’tnothin’ untouchable,” he said. “But I promise you—I’m the wrong one to test.” The room shook with whispers. King’s crew shifted, ready for whatever came next, but King just smirked wider, that mean mug never softening. “We’ll see.” He turned sharp, his crew following, but his eyes never left Lavish until the last second. The tension stayed, hanging heavier than the smoke in the room. Lavish didn’t chase. He just stood there, silent, crown steady, then turned back toward VIP like nothing had happened. B calmly pulled from her hookah again, lips curling in a knowing smirk. She didn’t need to say anything else. The empire had already spoken. By the time King disappeared into the crowd, the whispers were already turning into stories. Phones were up, memes in the making. What happened in that lounge tonight wasn’t a whisper. It was a warning.
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Chapter 2 — Brothers To Enemies
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There was a time when Lavish and King moved like brothers. Long before the lounges, the limelight, and the whispers of crowns, they were just two kids clawing out of the mud with more grit than options. Nights were spent on corners too cold for laughter, and mornings came with empty pockets and heavy eyes. They watched each other’s backs when the block felt dangerous, split plates of food when neither had enough, and celebrated the smallest wins like they were championships. To anyone looking from the outside, they were inseparable—steel sharpened by steel. Back then, wins came in inches. A plug who’d answer your call. A shift where cops circled but didn’t stop. A night you made it home without sirens chewing at your heels. Lavish and King learned the block together—how to read a face, count a room, clock a lie. Lavish joked that the streets were school and their degrees were survival. King laughed loudest, clapped him on the shoulder, said, “We unstoppable ,bruh. Ain’t nobody touchin’ us.” And for a minute, it felt true. The first weight to tilt the scales was respect. It found Lavish first. He didn’t force it—he earned it by showing up clean, paying on time, keeping his word when cheaper men folded. Older cats nodded when he spoke. Newer cats copied how hedressed and spoke. It wasn’t that the streets didn’t respect King—they just respected Lavish more. And respect is gravity; it pulls everything else with it. B stepped into the picture while all that was shifting. She wasn’t just beauty wrapped in silk. She was presence—the kind that quiets rooms and sharpens men. The first time she came to the lounge with Lavish, the DJ stumbled hiswordsand half the promoters forgot their own names. Her laugh was soft, her mind was steel, and her intuition never slept. She clocked a man’s intentions the way other people checked the time. King clocked her too. Too long. “Babe, watch him,”B whispered one night after King left their table. Her voice was low, steady, but her eyes were all warning. “Snake in the grass. He smiles in your face, but he envies the ground you walk on.” Lavish shook his head, loyal to a fault. “Nah. King my brother. We built this side by side.” The first slips came small—easy to excuse if you needed to. A few stacks short in a count. A story about why the money was light that didn’t sound right but wasn’t wrong enough to call a lie. A connect who suddenly preferred to talk to King, even though Lavish had laid that

groundwork. “Business is business,” King said, palms up, grin wide. “You know I’m alwaysgon’ break bread with you.” And he did. Just a little less each time. Then the lies stopped whispering and started echoing. A promoter told B, quiet and embarrassed, that King had promised him a slot “away from Lavish’s cut.” A runner swore King said Lavish was getting soft, hiding behind “her”—a look toward B he didn’t dare hold. B shut that down with a glance sharp as glass. Later, she showed Lavish the DM King sent at 2:14 a.m.—nothing explicit, just “You good?Let me know if you need ANYTHING” with a heart that wasn’t supposed to be there. “Babe,” she said, laying her phone on the counter between them. “Don’t let loyalty blind you. He wants what you have, and he wants who you have. That ain’t brotherhood. That’s hunger.” Lavish’s jaw tightened, but he kept thepeace. “We’ll talk face to face,” he said. “No internet, no phones. We gon’ settle it clean.” They met at a little taco spot off Scott Street where the music stayed low and the lights made everybody look honest. King showed up late, smiling as if tardiness was charm. Lavish kept it simple. “Stop moving behind me,” he said. “Stop talking sideways. We build or we break. Choose.” King spread his hands. “Bruh, you sound like you paranoid. I’m just grinding. If folks choose me sometimes, that’s the game.” “Then keep it clean,” Lavish said. “And keep your eyes off my wife.” For a second, King’s smile cracked. Then it came back, wider. “Say less.” He didn’t mean it. The ambush came two weeks later. The meet should’ve been smooth—neutral ground, numbers right, no reason for fireworks. But the warehouse was too quiet, the air too cold, the shadows crowding like they knew something he didn’t. Lavish felt the wrongness in his bones a half-second before the glass blew out and gunfire chewed the dark. He dropped low, steel barking in his hands, ears ringing as bullets sparked off beams and echoed through the empty space. It wasn’t random. It couldn’t be. Only three people even knew about the meet—Lavish, King, and Rah. And that’s what made Rah’s late arrival cut so deep. King had fed him a lie. Told him the location had been switched last minute, sent him across

town chasing shadows. Rah pulled up to the spot King gave him and found nothing but silence. His stomach dropped. Something was wrong. He doubled back fast, tires screaming, and by the time he slid into the real lot the air was already thick with gunpowder and echoes of steel. Inside, Lavish was moving like a man who’d fought for his life before. Ducking low, returning fire, slipping between shadows as bullets carved the walls around him. He broke for the exit, chest burning, vision blurred with sweat. Rah burst through a door, pistol raised, rage carved into his face. “Bruh—who else knew?!” he barked, scanning the chaos, voice cutting through the gunfire. Lavish didn’t need to answer. The truth lived in his chest like a brand. King. The garage smelled like oil and old secrets. Lavish sat in the dark with a pistol in his palm, face tats shadowed under the single bulb, the last ten minutes replaying on loop behind his eyes. It didn’t feel like shock. It felt like clarity, clean and cruel. A man you call brother pointing you toward your grave and acting like he did you a favor. B found him there—no makeup, no jewelry, just the kind of beauty that doesn’t depend on lights. She stood in front of him, unafraid of the storm sitting in his lap. “Don’t,” she said, voice steady even though her fingers trembled at her sides. “Babe, you kill him, you’ll lose more than him. You’ll lose you.” Lavish’s stare was ice. “He tried to take my life. For what? For you? For the crown? You think I’m just supposed to let that slide?” Her hand wrapped over his, warm against the cold steel. “You don’tgottalet it slide. But you don’t gotta throw yourself away either. Cut him off. Walk away. That’s a worse punishment for a snake than a bullet. Hewannaeat off you? Make him starve.” Silence stretched, tight as wire. Finally, the pistol kissed the table with a dull thud. Something uncoiled in Lavish’s chest—not peace, not forgiveness—just decision. He would not kill King tonight. But the bond was dead. He’d carve King out of his life clean and neat, leave him with his hunger and his hate, and never look back. The streets could smell shifts before they saw them. Word traveled in jokes and rumor, then rolled into something heavier. “Lavish and Kingain’tsolid no more.” “He cut him off.” “That boy King moving messy, watch your pockets.” The city loves a headline, and the headline always comes with pictures. King responded in smaller ways. He laughed louder at jokes that weren’t funny. He overpaid bouncers to get his crew in first. He bought bottles he couldn’t afford and let the sparklers say what his pride couldn’t. He told runners that Lavish had gone soft, that the streets respected action not silence. Sometimes it worked. Often it didn’t. Respect isn’t loud; it’s heavy. And Lavish carried it like a man carries his name. That should’ve been the end of it—childish moves, easy to ignore. But envy doesn’t retire. It escalates. Back in the garage, the gun was heavier than it should’ve been. Lavish stared at the steel like it was a mirror. He saw King’s smirk in it, saw the way people change when hunger eats their insides. He wanted to end it—not for revenge, but for the mercy of silence. B kept him from mistaking noise for justice. “He wants you to drown chasing him,” she said, sitting across from him, elbow on her knee, chin in her palm, eyes unblinking. “Make him drown alone. You hear me, babe? Make him drown alone.” He heard her. He chose her. He chose himself. And he chose a punishment that would hurt longer than any bullet—absence. The days after were colder. Lavish stopped taking King’s calls. He stopped showing up to rooms that smelled like King’s lies. If they ended up in the same place, he didn’t speak. He didn’t even look. He just existed—calm, unbothered, crowned. The city noticed. It always does. People whispered, then posted, then argued in comments under pictures they didn’t deserve to see. For King, absence wasn’t punishment. It was gasoline. He needed Lavish to see him. To react. To rage. When he couldn’t get that, he promised himself something else: if he couldn’t stand next to the crown, he’d try to break the head that wore it. That night, when the house finally went quiet, Lavish and B closed the door on the world. The rage of betrayal bled into the dark, and B’s touch gathered what the street had torn. Her kiss was steady, her hands sure. “I got you,” she whispered against his jaw. “Always.” Lavish pulled her closer, the storm in his chest settling under the rhythm they found together. This wasn’t escape; it was refusal. A choice to be whole where the streets wanted him hollow. They made love as though nothing else existed. The war hadn’t started yet. But the line was inked in blood and memory, and both of them knew which way the city would tilt when it finally broke.
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