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    For every woman who had to fight twice as hard, smile through pain, and build something real out of nothing but grit.
You are the blueprint.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "They gave me lashes instead of a sword, mirrors instead of maps. So I learned to conquer quietly—and look flawless while doing it."— Tiana Lane, The Concrete Queen Manifesto
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​Chapter 1: Projects Princess
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I was born in the trap, but I was never meant to stay there.

Glenview Projects wasn’t on no tourist map. Brick buildings stacked like broken dreams, piss-stained stairwells, and gunshots that doubled as lullabies. If the roaches didn’t know you by name, the old heads on the corner did. But even in that mess, I saw gold.

My auntie Nessa worked two jobs and came home smelling like Popeye’s grease and exhaustion. She kept her Bible on the kitchen table and her .38 in the cereal cabinet. “God helps those who help themselves,” she used to say, “and shoot back when they get tried.”

My uncle Rafe, on the other hand, didn’t believe in God—he believed in green. Ran dice games in the laundry room and cooked up in the basement with a burner phone and a prayer. He wasn’t my blood, but he fed me better than my deadbeat mama ever did. He taught me the streets, the angles, the code. Said I had “queen energy” before I even hit puberty.

By thirteen, I knew how to count a stack faster than I could spell my own name. By fifteen, I had a side hustle—running “beauty kits” full of pressed powder, lip gloss, and half an ounce of product for the fiends that didn’t want their wives knowing.

“You pretty, baby girl,” Uncle Rafe told me. “Use that face like a weapon. Ain’t no man ready for war when he think he looking at heaven.”

I did just that.

After school, while the other girls were TikToking or getting knocked up, I was at Miss Tiny’s makeshift salon, learning how to lay a wig like it was a crown. I braided, I blended, I sold dreams one bundle at a time. And if a little white bag came with the lace front? Well... nobody asked.

See, Glenview raised me. Molded me. Sharpened me.

But it never owned me.

Even then, I knew—I wasn’t gonna be no hood princess. I was gonna be the motherfuckin’ queen.
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​Chapter 2: Lip Gloss and Licks
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By sixteen, I had two things going for me: a face that made fools stutter and a grind that made grown men sweat.

I kept my edges laid, lashes fluttering like dollar bills at a strip club, and my waist snatched like a secret. The boys at school? Useless. The dealers on the block? Dangerous. But I didn’t want none of 'em. I wanted their pockets.

That's when I started running with J-Roc. Small-time dope boy, big-time ego. He moved weight out the back of his momma’s bodega, right next to the pickled eggs and EBT specials. What he didn’t have in brains, he made up for in paranoia. That’s why he needed me.

“Cops don’t stop pretty girls,” he said, pressing a blunt to his lips. “You? You could walk through TSA with a brick in your purse and still get a smile.”

He wasn’t wrong.

I carried for him. Not in sandwich bags like the dudes. I had my own system—custom makeup kits, tricked out with a false bottom. Lip gloss on top, loud on the bottom. I could walk through Glenview, through the mall, even through school security without blinking. I was a damn magician.

By month two, I wasn’t just moving product—I was flipping it. I’d skim a little, cut it cleaner, sell it for more. J-Roc never noticed. He was too busy flexing in fake Dior and arguing with his baby mama on live.

But the hood noticed. Word spread fast. Tiana wasn’t just a cute face. She was money in motion.

Dudes started calling me “Lil Plug.” Girls started asking me for job applications like I was hiring. Even the old heads on the block nodded when I passed.

Then came the licks.

Not the stick-up kind—the set-up kind. Pretty girls got access. I’d flirt, sip a little Henny, find out where you kept your stash, and boom—next night, you’d wake up broke and confused. I didn’t do it often. Just when I needed to remind these fools I wasn’t some Barbie with a beat face.

I played sweet, but my lip gloss was laced with venom.

A legend was being born, and I wasn’t even old enough to vote.
Not that I ever believed in politics. My president was cash, my vice was loyalty.
And in Glenview, both were in short supply.
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​Chapter 3: Queen’s Ambition
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You ever seen a queen without a throne?

Me neither. And I sure as hell wasn’t planning to be the first.

By the time I hit seventeen, I was tired of the fast flips and late-night paranoia. Tired of hiding grams in lip gloss tubes and dodging block boys who thought a smile meant “yes.” I had stacks under my bed, enough to buy a used car or two—but I wasn’t trying to ride. I was trying to build.

I wanted my own spot. Not just a beauty shop, but a sanctuary for bad bitches who knew the power of a fresh install and a clean cut crease. A place where the hood could step in busted and step out bossed up. A salon empire. But not on paper. Not some whitewashed chain. This would be raw. Real. Glenview glam with a middle finger to the gatekeepers.

So I started saving for real. No more designer sneaks or club fits. Every flip, every lick, every lace front paid for a bigger dream.

At night, when the trap got quiet and Auntie Nessa’s snores echoed through the thin-ass walls, I’d crack open my cheap laptop and log into those online cosmetology classes. I kept the volume low and the ambition loud. Hair theory, skin sanitation, color matching, all that official shit.

Some of it was boring. Some of it made me feel like I was lying to myself—like the streets would never let me out
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