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A Letter to My Readers Before you turn this page, I want to take a moment to say something that comes from the heart.

Thank you.

Thank you for picking up Prince of Status. Thank you for giving Amir Baker a chance to tell his story.

This book was never just about an empire. It was never just about power, business, or legacy. At its core, this was a story about a son trying to understand the man who raised him, a young man discovering his own identity, and the weight that comes with being expected to become something greater. Amir's journey is different because he was never trying to replace his father. He was trying to honor him.




Through every lesson from Rasul, every conversation with Nyazia, every moment with the people who helped shape him, Amir learned that true leadership isn't about being the loudest person in the room. It's about responsibility. It's about sacrifice.

It's about protecting what matters when nobody is watching.

I wanted readers to see the human side of the Prince of Status.

The young boy who loved technology and video games.

The son who valued his father's wisdom. The teenager who witnessed the sacrifices behind the empire.

The young man who had to discover that becoming a leader means carrying victories, losses, fears, and expectations all at once. Thank you for stepping into the world of Status 

Legacy.

Thank you for supporting these characters and allowing their stories to continue growing.

Every message, every review, every reader who shares these books with someone else helps bring this universe to life. The journey does not end here. There are more stories to tell. More battles to face.

More lessons to learn.

More legacy to build.

Thank you for being part of the family. With gratitude,

Don Shaze

Kaseem Miller & Don Shaze
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CHAPTER 1: THE BOY WHO NEVER WAS “OUTSIDE”

The first sound Amir remembers is not silence.

It is arguments behind a closed door. Sharp voices. Controlled anger. Then sudden calm like nothing happened. That was Philly.

That was home.

He was born there—but nobody ever treated him like he arrived later. Amir was always in the room. Too small to be involved. Old enough to understand anyway. In the early days, he sat on cracked apartment floors while grown men talked business like war strategy. Rich would pace the room slow, thinking out loud.

Deniro rarely spoke unless something needed 

correction.

Zo watched everything like he already knew the ending.

Kels—Kels was different. Kels didn’t just speak.

He corrected energy.

“Don’t stand like that,” Kels would say, even when Amir was just watching cartoons in the corner. “You stand like that, people think you unsure of yourself.”

Amir didn’t respond.

He just adjusted his posture. Nobody told him to memorize anything. But he did anyway.

Across those years, Amir learned things children weren’t supposed to absorb: Silence after certain names meant someone got crossed

Laughter too loud meant tension had already been released elsewhere




When Deniro stopped chewing gum, something serious was being discussed When Zo leaned back instead of forward, the decision was already made He didn’t understand it fully. But he stored it.

Like data.

THE FIRST TIME HE SAW DRAMA (HE WAS SEVEN)

It wasn’t labeled drama. Nobody called it that.

It happened in a hallway outside an old Philly building.

Amir was sitting on the steps playing a game on a cracked handheld device. Inside, voices rose.

Rich came out first.

Calm face. Tight jaw.

Deniro followed, slower. Zo behind him.




Then Kels last.

No chaos.

No shouting outside.

Just tension that felt heavier than sound. Amir didn’t move.

But he watched.

A man he didn’t recognize was sitting in a car across the street. Engine running too long. Hands on steering wheel too tight. Kels looked at Amir for half a second. Just a glance.

Not warning him to leave. Just acknowledging:

You see this.

Then Kels walked past. Nothing happened right there. But later that night, Amir heard the words: “Handled.”

That was all.

No explanation.




No celebration.

Just closure.

And Amir learned something he would never forget:

The most dangerous moments don’t look like moments at all.

THE HOUSE RULE (AGE 9) By nine, Amir was already in rooms where conversations stopped when adults noticed him listening too closely. Nyazia would try to pull him away. Rasul would stop her.

“He gotta learn how to sit in it,” Rasul said once.

“In it?” she replied. “He’s a child.” Rasul didn’t argue.

He just said:

“Not in here.”

Meaning the house wasn’t a childhood. It was a system.

And Amir was part of it whether he spoke or not.

THE FIRST TIME HE UNDERSTOOD POWER (AGE 11)

It came from a mistake—not his. Deniro had been laughing about a deal gone sideways.

Zo wasn’t laughing.

Kels wasn’t either.

Rich said something under his breath Amir wasn’t supposed to hear. But he did.

It wasn’t the words that mattered. It was the reaction.

Everyone stopped moving at the same time. That’s when Amir realized: Power isn’t loud.

Power is when the room changes without anyone raising their voice. AGE 13 — THE SERVER ROOM BECOMES HIS WORLD

By thirteen, Philly and Atlanta were no longer 




separate in his mind.

They were just locations where the same system behaved differently. He didn’t ask to be involved in operations. He was never assigned anything. But he started noticing inefficiencies: delivery delays

security blind spots

miscommunication loops between crews unnecessary exposure during movement cycles

So he built his own tools. Not for war.

Not for control.

For clarity.

Rasul didn’t stop him.

But he also didn’t praise him. That was the rule.

In Status:

Praise creates ego.

Ego creates mistakes.

So Amir learned to operate in silence. FINAL SCENE – THE ANNOUNCEMENT That night, the server room was humming like always.

Amir was adjusting a routing model when footsteps came down the stairs. Rasul.

No warning.

Just presence.

Behind him—Nyazia.

Rasul looked at the screen once. Then at Amir.

“You been watching too long,” he said. Amir didn’t argue.

Rasul nodded toward the stairs. “Pack a bag.”

Amir froze slightly.

Nyazia stepped forward immediately. “Rasul—”

But Rasul didn’t look at her.




He looked at Amir.

“Philly tomorrow. Real run.” Amir finally spoke.

“I already live there.”

That made Rasul pause. Then he said:

“Not like this you don’t.” Silence hit the room.

Because Amir understood something in that moment.

He wasn’t being introduced to Philly. He was being brought deeper into it

 




CHAPTER 2: PHILLY WINTERS & LESSONS IN SILENCE The cold in Philadelphia didn’t just sit on skin. It stayed there.

Like it had memory.

Amir stepped out of the black SUV before the engine fully died. The air hit his face sharp enough to make him blink slower for a second.

Behind him, Rasul didn’t rush. He never rushed.

Zo was already scanning the street. Deniro leaned against the passenger door like nothing in the world could surprise him anymore.

Rich was on the phone, voice low, talking in half-sentences that didn’t fully explain anything—but didn’t need to. And Kels?

Kels looked at Amir like he was already calculating how long it would take him to understand what he was about to see. “This is still home?” Amir asked quietly. Rasul adjusted his hood. “No,” he said. “This is where it started.” That difference mattered. THE BUILDING THAT NEVER CHANGED The place was the same.

Same cracked steps.

Same broken streetlight flickering like it was thinking about giving up. Same corner where conversations always stopped when cars rolled too slow. Amir noticed something immediately: People noticed them before they spoke. Not fear.

Recognition.

Respect mixed with calculation. That was new for him.

In Atlanta, Status was expansion. In Philly, Status was history. They walked inside.

And the air changed.

INSIDE: WHERE AMIR ONLY WATCHES The room was full before they arrived. No introductions were needed. No one stood up.

No one had to.




This wasn’t a meeting. It was continuation.

Amir sat slightly behind Rasul—not by instruction, but habit.

He never interrupted.

Never asked questions out loud. He just watched.

Rich was speaking first. “We losing time on the west drop. Somebody tightening routes we didn’t approve.” Deniro shook his head. “It ain’t the routes. It’s people thinking they smarter than structure.” Zo leaned forward slightly. “Or people testing if structure still got teeth.” That made the room go quiet. Kels finally spoke.

“No teeth matter if the mind behind it slow.” Amir wrote nothing.

But he stored everything.




AMIR AND RASUL — THE FIRST PRIVATE LESSON

Later that night, after everyone split into smaller conversations, Rasul took Amir upstairs.

A small room.

No luxury.

Just old wood, a desk, and a window facing the same street that had seen too many versions of the same story. Rasul closed the door.

Then he did something he rarely did. He sat.

Fully.

Across from Amir.

Not as a boss.

Not as a king.

As a father.

“You watching too many angles,” Rasul said. Amir didn’t deny it.

“I don’t know which ones matter yet.”

Rasul nodded slowly.

“That’s why you here.”

A pause.

Then Rasul leaned forward slightly. “Let me tell you something I learned too late.” Amir didn’t move.

Rasul continued.

“Most men think power is control over people.”

Amir listened closely.

“It’s not.”

Rasul tapped the table once. “Power is control over reactions.” He leaned back.

“If I know how you gon’ respond before I even move, I already won.” Amir processed that.

“So you don’t fight people?” Rasul shook his head.

“No. I finish decisions.” That line stayed in the room longer than the silence after it.

THE SECOND LESSON: VIOLENCE IS EXPENSIVE

Rasul stood and walked to the window. “Violence is easy,” he said. “That’s why weak men love it.”

Amir watched him.

“But it costs you everything you can’t see right away.”

He turned slightly.

“Money you lose fixing it. Time you lose hiding it. Loyalty you lose





































