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Chapter 1: A Queen Without a Castle
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The coffee was cold again.

Shaun Page sat at her kitchen table in a crumbling two-bedroom flat in East Detroit, staring at the steamless cup in her hands. Bills in one pile. Rejection letters in another. A sketch of a shoe design she’d scribbled on the back of a city payroll sheet lay on top like a crown on chaos.

Kevin, her eldest, had already stormed out for the morning. Something about a “new opportunity” that smelled like another scam. Sean was in the next room, cracking jokes on FaceTime with one of his cougar girlfriends, laughing like life was light.

Shaun closed her eyes.

Twenty-three years of doing it alone. Two baby daddies gone—one dead from dope, the other dead to her heart. She raised kings from dirt and dreams, and now... she was tired.

But not broken.

Not yet.

“I’m not just surviving,” she whispered, pushing her mug aside and reaching for her notebook. “I’m building something.”

She began writing the first line of her new book.

“Family Royalty isn’t about bloodlines. It’s about battle scars, hustle, and not letting anyone write your ending but you.”

She’d always been a storyteller, ever since she was sixteen. But this one was different. This wasn’t fantasy. This was fire.

Just then, Sean poked his head in.

“Ma, why you lookin’ like you about to change the world?”

She smirked. “Because I am.”
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Chapter 2: Kings Born of Chaos
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The weather outside was cold enough to sting, but inside the Page apartment, warmth simmered — not just from the heat, but from something rarer: intention.

“Ma!” Sean called from the hallway, bouncing keys in his hand like a game show host. “Get the pots ready, I'm bringing the goods.”

Shaun looked up from her notebook, surprised. “What you mean?”

"Ma, you cookin' today or we eatin' toast and struggle again?" Sean asked with that wide grin that always softened her mood.

Shaun raised an eyebrow, amused. "What you tryna finesse outta me today, Sean?"

"Smothered turkey wings, macaroni with the crispy edges, and greens like Grandma used to make. I got you, though. I’ll go get everything. My treat."

Before she could respond, he was already grabbing his keys and wallet.

"Be back in a flash, Queen."

Shaun sat still for a moment, her hand hovering above the notebook. A warmth rose in her chest. Not from the thought of food—though Lord knew she hadn’t eaten a real meal in days—but from the thoughtfulness of it. The way her youngest son had become the anchor she never expected.

An hour later, Sean returned with arms full of grocery bags. He placed them on the counter like they were made of gold.

"Ma, if I ever blow up in comedy or something, I swear your cooking gettin' its own show. ‘Feeding Royalty with Shaun Page.’ It even sounds like a hit."

She laughed. A deep, real laugh that had been hiding behind months of stress.

"You just want me to keep you fed," she teased.

"And loved," he added, with a wink.

As she seasoned the meat and got the pots clanking, Shaun felt something shift inside her.

This wasn’t just survival. This was legacy, stitched together in meals, moments, and the unwavering hope that her sons might someday see their worth beyond their wounds.

It wasn’t just about the food — it never was. It was about what the food had always meant in their household: safety, togetherness, survival. Some people prayed over meals. In her house, the food itself was the prayer.

She reached for a head of cabbage and paused. “You remembered I like mine with a splash of vinegar.”

Sean winked. “You taught me right.”

She turned to the stove in silence, grabbing pots from under the counter, her motions practiced but full of new energy. As the yams softened, and the oven preheated, the apartment started to smell like history — like Sunday mornings before Kevin started disappearing for days. Like nights when her notebook stayed closed because love lived in the moment.

Sean sat at the table, phone face down, watching his mother like she was performing magic.

“You ever think about opening a restaurant?” he asked.

Shaun snorted. “You know how much rent costs in this city?”

“No, I mean like a brand. Something small, smart. Sell plates. Film it. TikTok eats that kinda thing up.”

She looked over her shoulder at him, curious.

“Think about it,” he said. “You already got a name for it.”

Shaun raised a brow. “Do I?”

Sean grinned, leaning back in his chair. “Family Royalty.”

The words hit her harder than she expected. They were her own words — they were prophetic. An echo of her dreams, her blood, her battle scars. He had no idea how deep they ran.

“You keep talking like that,” she said, turning back to stir the cheese sauce, “I might just believe I can do it.”

“You can,” Sean said without hesitation. “You will.”

That night, over plates heavy with love, Shaun stared at her son — her baby — as he scraped the last bit of mac and cheese from his plate.

She didn’t say thank you.

She didn’t have to.

He knew.
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Chapter 3: Beat Drops & Broke Dreams
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Kevin stood outside a run-down studio on the west side of Detroit, hyping himself up with the same words he used before every scheme.

"This the one. This time, it's different."

The door creaked open, and he walked into a smoky basement that smelled like old speakers and even older weed. A few wannabe rappers lounged around, nodding to beats that weren’t half bad.

Kevin dabbed up a guy named Rico, who ran the place. "Yo, I got this new artist, man. She a singer. Cold with it. We just need studio time and a promo push. I'm talkin' viral in weeks."

Rico raised a brow. "You got money?"

Kevin hesitated. "Not yet. But I got hustle. We can work something out. Maybe a cut when we blow?"

Rico laughed, but it wasn't warm. "This ain't a loan office. Come back when you serious."

Kevin walked out, pride dented, dreams deferred once again.

Back at home, he kicked off his shoes, ignoring Sean's laughter coming from the kitchen and the smell of turkey wings still lingering in the air. He felt like an outsider in a house built by a mother who kept rising while he kept circling.

He stared at his phone, scrolling past posts from fake friends with fake money, flashing cars and cash like props in a play he wasn’t cast in.

In his room, a shoebox under his bed held scraps of half-written rap lyrics and a broken gold chain.

"One day," he muttered. "They gon' see me."

But for now, he only had beat drops and broke dreams.

Sean returned to his room with a plate in hand, still grinning. Shaun watched him from the kitchen, the scent of seasoned turkey wings, mac and cheese and collard greens filling the cramped apartment like a warm blanket. For once, the tension had lifted. For a moment, it felt like family.

He closed the door behind him, but not before winking at his mom. “Don’t let nobody tell you you ain’t top tier, Ma.”

Shaun laughed to herself, her spirit fed in more ways than one. She carried her own plate to the table, the notebook still open, half a sentence waiting to become a story. She chewed slowly, staring at the words she had scribbled earlier:

Family Royalty isn’t about bloodlines...

Her phone buzzed. A beat sample.

From her cousin’s kid, Rico, who’d been trying to break into Detroit’s underground music scene. She clicked play.

Boom. Boom-bap. Bass. Then silence.

The beat was solid, raw—unpolished, but hungry.

She opened her laptop and loaded the recording software she hadn’t touched in months. As the beat looped, she started layering vocal drops. Her voice—raspy, real, rooted—echoed over the bass:

“This ain’t just music. This a memoir in motion.”

Each word carried weight, each bar a piece of her journey. In that moment, Shaun wasn’t just a mother. She was an architect of legacy, using rhythm and resilience as her building blocks.

An hour passed before she noticed Sean at her door.

“Ma... that beat? That’s you?”

“Yeah.”

“You tryna go viral or somethin’?”

Shaun smirked. “Nah. I’m tryna go generational.”

He walked in, nodding. “Let me spit something on it.”

They recorded two takes. Rough, emotional, honest.

It wasn’t perfect. But it was them.

And that night, under the flickering kitchen light of a worn-down apartment, the first track of their future mixtape was born—Royalty Over Riches Vol. 1.

Shaun didn’t know if it would ever make it beyond their walls. But it didn’t matter. The fire was lit.

Dreams were still broke.

But the beat? The beat was rich.
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Chapter 4: Family Ties & Fractured Trust
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Shaun stood in the living room, folding a pile of laundry that never seemed to end. The TV hummed in the background, muted, casting flickers of color across the worn carpet. The weight of memories hung heavier than the clothes she held.

She had called Kevin that morning—again. Voicemail. Again.

It had been over two weeks since their blow-up. He had lied, again, about borrowing money for “a business move.” But the truth came out when a neighbor spotted her car parked outside a strip club—Kevin behind the wheel, flossing like it was his name on the title.

She’d had enough.

Sean walked in, sensing the tension the way dogs sense storms.

“Ma,” he said softly, “You gotta let him go for now.”

Shaun didn’t look up. “I birthed him. I can’t just delete him like a bad app.”

“He’ll come around. Or he won’t. But what he’s doing—it’s poison, Ma. And you drinking it every day hoping he’ll change.”

That stung.

She dropped a t-shirt into the basket and sat down. “You know, when y’all were babies, I used to hold you and Kevin close and whisper prayers into your curls. I didn’t know if I was doing it right, but I knew I had to love y’all like your lives depended on it. Because they did.”

Sean sat beside her, placing a hand on her shoulder. “You still do. But now, it’s okay to love him from a distance. That’s not betrayal, Ma. That’s survival.”

She nodded slowly. Tears welled up but didn’t fall. She was learning the delicate dance between holding on and letting go.

A knock interrupted their moment.

Sean opened the door to find a thick envelope on the step. No sender.

Inside were legal documents. Pages of them. Her father’s signature scrawled in black ink. A copy of a will.

Shaun’s hands shook.

“Why would this just show up now?” she asked aloud.

Sean flipped to the last page. “Ma... look. This says you were supposed to have power of attorney. Not Marie.”

Shaun’s heart thundered. “Then everything she did... was illegal?”

Sean nodded grimly.

Suddenly, the cracks in the family she thought she had tried to mend looked more like trenches dug deep by deception.

Family ties were one thing. But trust? That was earned.

And someone was about to pay in full for breaking hers.

Shaun stood on the front porch of her father’s old house, the place that once held laughter, Sunday dinners, and the creaking of old floorboards beneath youthful feet. Now it was quiet, its windows like blank eyes, watching her without warmth.

She hadn't stepped foot here since before the betrayal.

She clenched her fists. Marie’s voice from that bitter courtroom day still echoed in her ears. The lies. The smug smirks. The forged care.

Marie had stood behind her, fake tears ready for her close-up, pretending to be the dutiful daughter while stabbing Shaun in the back with every motion filed.

That day had changed everything. Her father, the man who used to call her "his little fighter," was snatched from her arms under the guise of guardianship. She wasn’t even allowed to say goodbye properly. And hours after he died, Marie called—not with sorrow, but with cruelty wrapped in indifference.

“He’s gone,” she’d said flatly. “You can come get his stuff... if there’s anything left.”

It wasn’t about the inheritance. It was about honor. Her father deserved better. She deserved better.

Shaun turned the key in the door, unsure of why she’d come back. Maybe to make peace. Maybe to reclaim something she’d lost—her strength, her clarity, or just her damn sanity.

Inside, the air was stale. Dust clung to the curtains. She walked through the rooms, trailing fingers across old photo frames—her dad holding her in his arms, her and her brothers on bikes in the yard. All memories buried beneath lies and legal trickery.

And then she saw it—on the mantle.

A small leather-bound notebook. Her father's handwriting on the first page.

“To my daughter, Shaun. The only one who ever really knew me.”

Tears rushed forward, blurring her vision. She sat on the sunken couch, cradling the journal like it was his heartbeat.

Kevin and Sean had never known their grandfather the way she had. And maybe she hadn't known him completely either. But in that moment, she realized her strength didn't come from bloodlines or shared last names. It came from surviving betrayals and still standing with purpose.

Shaun flipped to the last page. A scrawled line waited for her there.

"Legacy ain’t what you leave behind. It’s what you build while you're still breathing."

Her phone buzzed.

Sean.

“Ma, you okay?”

She wiped her eyes. “Yeah, baby. I’m more than okay. I’m about to rebuild the kingdom.”
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Chapter 5: The Hustle in Her Heels
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Shaun had never been one for pity parties.

By the time she hit thirty, she’d already buried a dream or two, dodged heartbreak, and stitched her worth together with nothing but prayer, pressure, and perseverance. So when the shoe line flopped—again—she didn’t cry. She recalibrated.

She stared down at the mockups of her designs—bold, edgy, unapologetically her. Heels with Detroit grit in their soles. Sandals that whispered class with every strap. Her baby, Royal Soles, wasn’t just a fashion statement. It was a declaration.

She just hadn’t found the right platform. Yet.

From her cramped home office (a.k.a. the dining room), Shaun researched manufacturing suppliers between writing chapters of her next novel and crafting beats on a secondhand laptop Sean had surprised her with.

“Ma, you gon’ need a Grammy for them bangers,” he teased one night, hearing her mix a sample that had even him nodding.

“You gon’ need a job that pays before you start producing me,” she shot back with a wink.

Sean laughed. He always could take her heat.

Kevin, on the other hand, had been MIA again. Word around the neighborhood was he’d linked up with some dude slinging “luxury watch bundles” online that turned out to be flea market fakes in fancy packaging. Another hustle. Another dead end. She tried to reach out, but the last text was left on read.

That one stung.

But Shaun didn’t dwell. She channeled it.

She attended every free entrepreneur webinar she could click on, studied digital marketing like it was scripture, and eventually landed a manufacturer that actually believed in her vision. It wasn’t perfect—minimum orders, tight deadlines—but it was a start.

Then came the surprise call.

An influencer from Chicago, known for styling indie brands, messaged her on Instagram. “Your shoes are fire. Can I feature them in my spring lookbook?”

Shaun stared at the message, her heart in her throat. This was real.

“Yes,” she typed back, her hands shaking. “Yes, absolutely.”

That one feature sparked a ripple. Orders trickled in. Then flowed. Then flooded. Women from across the country tagged her page, rocking Royal Soles with captions like:

“Built to walk through storms.”

“Detroit-made. Queen-approved.”

Shaun stood in her kitchen one morning, barefoot, holding a pair of her own heels. Gold trim. Deep burgundy suede. She slipped them on.

Not because she was going anywhere—she had nowhere to go that day—but because she needed to feel what she was building. Each step in those heels echoed louder than her doubts.

She was no longer just surviving.

She was creating legacy—with laces and leather.

The momentum didn’t come without mistakes.

Shaun learned early that for every shoutout from a fashion blogger, there were three customers asking for a refund because their shoes ran small, or the shipping took too long. She stayed up late answering every email personally, hand-packaging orders with tissue paper and handwritten thank-you notes






	A pair of high-end scissors.

	A notepad that read Boss Moves Only.

	A gold-plated keychain that said: “CEO Energy.”
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