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To every Black woman who has been the pillar of strength when the world demanded silence: your existence is light, and your impact is undeniable.

You are the architects of culture, the heartbeat of heritage, and the undeniable force pushing our collective legacy forward. Though history has so often delayed your flowers—leaving you as the most accomplished yet the least recognized, the most relied upon yet the least celebrated—you continue to rise with grace.

For Your Patience:

For holding space for everyone else’s healing while quietly tending to your own.

For Your Resilience:

For turning every obstacle into a stepping stone, turning pressure into pure diamonds, and standing firm through every storm.

For Your Determination:

For walking into spaces that weren't built for you and leaving them transformed by your brilliance.

For Your Empowerment:

For lifting as you climb, paving paths for those behind you, and carrying the beauty of our history into the future.

In closing, to all the Black Women in my life: My Wife: Tracy, My Daughters: Chasity & Ty'Ajia, My Mother: Mrs. Rudy - Ellen,  My Sisters: Shan, Lashica, & Felicia, My nieces: Artegia (A.J.), Kaitlin, &  Mei-Mei, thank you all so very kindly from the deepest depths of my being for your unwavering love and support. To you all, I am forever indebted.

This work is dedicated to your soft hearts, your unshakeable strength, and the royalty that flows through your veins. May you always know your worth, receive your honor, and walk in the absolute fullness of your power.
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Every story carries a pulse, but Jewel carries a truth that echoes far beyond the printed page.

Urban literature has long been the mirror held up to the heartbeat of our communities—a genre rooted in the raw optics of realities and survival, loyalty, and the quiet battles fought inwardly and outwardly. All so very often, the world so chooses to ignore the muffled voices even though these voices are screaming at the top of their lungs to be heard- to be noticed.

Moreover, the stories of young women navigating these landscapes are pushed to the background or reduced to side notes in someone else’s narrative.

Jewel is a unique exception to that rule. 

Through the eyes of its fierce, unbreakable protagonist Jewel, King Legacy crafts a narrative that is as sharp as it is soulful. Jewel isn't just surviving her environment; she is pushing back against it. 

She embodies the delicate, dangerous balance so many know intimately: holding onto compassion while learning to protect your spirit, standing tall for family when the weight of the world feels heavy, and daring to dream of something bigger—college, legacy, justice—even when the cards seem stacked from the start.

What makes this story resonate is its authenticity. The dialogue rings true to the rhythm of the city, the tension feels personal, and the emotional stakes hit close to home. It reminds us that behind every statistic is a human story, and beneath every layer of grit lies a diamond waiting to be formed under pressure.

Whether you are stepping into this world for the first time or recognizing pieces of your own journey in these pages, Jewel is an ode to resilience, power, and the quiet dignity of choosing to shine no matter how dark the surrounding circumstances can get. Turn the page, lock in, and welcome to a story that demands to be heard.

-King Legacy



​​PROLOGUE

​The heavy air inside the Westside Atlanta Baptist Church was thick with the scent of an assortment of funeral lilies and unspoken trauma. Up at the pulpit, Reverend Terry was doing what preachers do best—spinning tragedy into divine poetry, trying to make sense of a world that made none.

​"Brother Giovanni Evans was only allotted a quick minute on this Earth, amen," Terry boomed, his voice echoing off the stained-glass windows. "But his spirit is screaming out to us today! He’s snug inside God’s care, telling his family not to break down over this untimely departure!"

​"Amen, Pastor!" the congregation chorused back on beat.

​On the front pew, Twylah Evans wasn't hearing any of it. She was drowning. Her ten-month-old daughter, Jewel, whimpered in her arms, squirming against the suffocating weight of her mother’s grief. An elder deaconess reached over, her hands warm as she gently squeezed Twylah’s trembling shoulder, trying to anchor her. Tears tracked steady paths through Twylah’s makeup as baby Jewel looked around, wide-eyed and terrified by the sea of strange, solemn faces.

​Suddenly, Associate Pastor Pierce tiptoed up to the podium, leaning in to whisper urgent tea into Terry’s ear. Terry listened, gave a subtle nod, and straightened his suit tie. He checked his gold watch.

​"Church, Sister Twylah wishes to drop a few words before we wrap the eulogy," Terry announced, clearing his throat. "Sister, the mic is yours if you feel up to it."

​Twylah handed baby Jewel over to her day-one bestie, Janelle, and stood up on shaky legs. "Lord Jesus, give me the strength," she mumbled under her breath as she dragged her feet up to the wooden podium. Terry gave her a reassuring pat on the back and stepped aside.

​Twylah gripped the edges of the stand, exhaling a breath that shook her entire frame.

​"Y'all knew my husband, Giovanni. You know he had a heart bigger than this whole city. Man would give you the shirt off his back if you needed it. And for him to get murdered in cold blood like some dog in these streets? It ain't right. It ain't fair. He left behind a ten-month-old baby girl who gotta grow up without a father now!"

​Her voice cracked, turning into a raw sob, but the anger underneath was pure steel.

​"The cops ain't got no leads. No suspects, no nothing. So I’m begging y'all—if you heard something, saw something, or know somebody who knows something... don't just sit on it. Drop a tip to APD. Call Pastor Terry. Hit my line. We will keep your name totally anonymous, I swear. Just help me catch the cold-hearted bastards who took my man."

​She wiped her face with the back of her hand, her eyes locking onto the back wall. Her tone shifted from desperate to lethal.

​"And to my husband... baby, my soul ain't gonna rest until I find the piece-of-shit bastards responsible for cutting your life short."

************************************************************************************************************************************************************
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​A year later, the grief was supposed to be a quiet ache, but the disrespect was loud.

​Sunday service had just let out. Twylah, holding a now toddler-aged Jewel by the hand, was walking toward the heavy oak exit doors when Associate Pastor Pierce caught her by the arm.

​"Hey, Twylah. Got a quick second?" Pierce asked, smoothing down his tailored jacket.

​"Sure, Pastor Pierce. What’s good?"

​"I know you’re still going through it with Giovanni, and honestly, I respect how you’ve been handling your business as a single mom," Pierce said, switching to his smooth-operator voice. "Which brings me to a personal question... You back on the market yet?"

​Twylah blinked, letting out a dark, dry laugh. "Pastor, my life is still in straight shambles. Adding a man to this mess is toxic. My heart’s still six feet under. Wait... is this about the brother who plays the organ? 'Cause he’s been shooting his shot, and I already told him I ain't looking."

​Pierce chuckled nervously, rubbing his chin. "Nah, not him. I’m speaking for myself. I know I’m easily thirty years older than you, but—"

​"Hold up one damn minute!" Twylah snapped, stepping back as her eyes flared. "Ain't you married?! Yes, the hell you are! You’ve known me since I was in diapers, Pierce! What on God’s green earth makes you think I want an old, married man?!"

​"Twylah, keep your voice—"

​"My husband hasn't even been in the ground a full year, and you’re hitting on me in the house of the Lord?!" she yelled, backing him down. "You think because I’m grieving, I’m vulnerable and hard up? You a whole perverted creep! Don't you ever look my way again. Consider your church down one more member. Thanks for absolutely nothing!"

​Twylah grabbed Jewel’s hand and stormed out into the sunlight, leaving the preacher frozen in his own sanctuary.
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​PRESSURE POINT

​Present day inside Westside High, the air conditioning was broken, and the social media drama was at an all-time high.

​"So, class," the teacher asked, pacing the front of the room. "Why do you think people cyberbully on these platforms?"

​Jewel Evans—now seventeen, sharp-tongued, and fiercely protective of her peace—raised her hand.

​"Go ahead, Jewel," the teacher said.

​"It’s insecure behavior, lowkey," Jewel said, leaning back. "People mask their own fake-ass lives by projecting power over folks they think won't hit back."

​Two rows behind her, Shakira scoffed loudly and raised her hand, popping her gum. "I mean, cute answer, Jewel. But my take? Hurt people hurt people."

​"Expound on that, Shakira," the teacher noted.

​"Well, I got trolled on Instagram just yesterday," Shakira said, leaning forward with a fake sweet smile. "And it’s funny, because the same girl giving that deep-sounding answer right now was literally in my comment section dropping toxic trash."

​Jewel whipped around in her seat, her eyes narrowing. "That’s a bold-faced lie, Shakira! You always sub-tweeting and trolling me, bitch! Keep running your mouth and see what happens!"

​"Oh, you mad mad?" Shakira sneered, pulling out her phone. "Don't make me pull up the digital receipts! It ain't my fault your daddy was a drug dealer who got clapped and robbed when you were a baby! Go get some therapy for that trauma, girl!"

​The room went dead silent.

​Jewel didn't think. She stood up, her desk scraping violently against the floor.

​"Jewel Evans, don't you dare!" the teacher shouted, rushing forward.

​Too late. Jewel bounced over the aisle and delivered a thunderous, open-handed slap straight across Shakira’s face—CRACK.

​"Bitch! Didn't I tell you to keep my father's name out your mouth?!" Jewel screamed as Shakira lunged back, and the classroom exploded into chaos.

​Ten minutes later, both girls were sitting in the principal's air-conditioned office, radiating pure heat. The principal slammed two thick folders onto his mahogany desk.

​"Miss Evans, you initiated the physical violence," the principal grunted, staring at her rap sheet. "Your school record is wild. Fighting, screaming at teachers... what is the deep-rooted issue here?"

​"She brought up my dead dad," Jewel said coldly, staring straight ahead.

​"I get that it’s sensitive, but hands-off is the rule," the principal snapped. He looked over at Shakira. "Shakira, your record is clean minus some tardies. But as far as I'm concerned, you both built this fire. I want an apology from both of you, right now."

​"Yes, sir," they muttered in unenthusiastic unison.

​"Great. You’re both suspended for three days. Parents have been notified. Get off my campus. Jewel, you leave first—I need you two separated before a round two starts."
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​WALKING THE LINE

The heat coming off the pavement on Peachtree and Pine hit Jewel like an open oven, but she kept her pace steady. Atlanta’s mid-afternoon rush was moving fast—cars honking, delivery drivers cutting off buses, everybody chasing a dollar. 

For Jewel, walking these blocks was a daily crash course in survival. Up ahead near the transit shelter, a few neighborhood regulars were trying to get through the afternoon, holding down their spots on the curb.

Jewel reached into her front pocket, her fingers brushing against her phone before pulling out a crumpled five-dollar bill and a handful of quarters. She stepped toward an older woman sitting on a folding stool next to a plastic jug. Jewel dropped the money inside, the coins clinking against the plastic.

"Thank you so much, baby," the woman said, putting a hand over her chest. "God’s gonna cover you for having a good heart."

"You're welcome, ma'am," Jewel said, keeping her voice soft. "I wish I could do more."

"Yo! What are you doing?!"

An officer snapped his head around from the corner, his boots heavy against the sidewalk as he closed the gap. "You can't be handing out cash to these people! You don't know who you're dealing with out here. I could write you a whole citation for encouraging panhandling!"

Jewel didn't flinch. She squared her shoulders and met his eye cold. "How about you have a heart? What if this was you out here, not knowing where
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