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For the woman who stood on the front lines of the system for over twenty-five years and never let it harden her heart or shrink her vision.

This is for every late night, every heavy file, and the fierce, unwavering grit it took to manage the chaos of the probation office by day, while building the foundation of a publishing house by night. I took a lifetime of watching other people’s stories play out and decided it was time to masterfully command my own.

From the supervisor's desk to the CEO of Lola Love Publishing—I turned the impossible into an empire.
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You can take the girl out of the trenches, but you can’t take the hustle out of the girl. She isn’t waiting to be saved; she’s busy building her own empire.
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THE PERFECT CHIEF

Chief Lola Michelle Thompson stood at the podium like she owned the city. 

Maybe she did. 

Behind her stretched a massive banner across the stage: 

Chief Lola Michelle Thompson Day 

A hero from our streets 

The crowd inside the James L. Knight Center erupted before she even touched the microphone. Applause thundered through downtown Miami while camera flashes exploded like lightning across the room.

Politicians stood. 

Commissioners stood. 

Community leaders stood. 

Even the people who once swore the girl from Liberty City would never become anything more than another statistic stood on their feet screaming her name. 

“Lola!” 

“That’s our girl!” 

“Tell them again, Chief!” 

Lola smiled gracefully, controlled, and practiced. 

The smile America trusted. 

The smile that made voters feel safe. 

The smile that got her promoted to the first Black female Chief of the Liberty City Police Department at only thirty-eight years old. 

She looked flawless beneath the lights. 

Her fitted navy suit hugged her body with precision. Diamond studs glittered against her honey-blonde skin. 

Her platinum low taper buzz cut exposed sharp cheekbones. Her confidence looked expensive. 

Beautiful. 

Polished. 

Untouchable. 

The Black Barbie of Liberty City.

But the dangerous thing about Lola Thompson had nothing to do with beauty. 

It was her discipline. 

Every movement was intentional. 

Every word calculated. 

Every expression rehearsed so perfectly nobody would ever suspect what lived underneath the badge. 

An elderly woman named “Big Mama” suddenly pushed through security near the front row. 

“You did it, baby!” She cried, tears falling freely down her face. 

“From Liberty City to Chief! 

You did it for all of us!” 

The room softened. 

Lola stepped down without hesitation and wrapped the woman in her arms while cameras flashed wildly around them. 

And for half a second... 

She almost forgot who she’d become. 

Almost. 

“Thank you,” Lola whispered. 

But her eyes moved past the crowd automatically. 

Scanning. 

Measuring. 

Watching exits. 

Watching hands. 

Watching threats. 

Because no matter how expensive the suit became...

The projects never truly left you. 

“Liberty City is safer today because of leaders like Chief Thompson,” the Mayor announced proudly once Lola returned to the stage. “She dismantled major drug operations, reduced violent crime, and restored trust to neighborhoods once forgotten.” 

The applause grew louder. 

Standing ovation. 

News helicopters circled overhead outside. 

Nobody knew the truth. 

Nobody knew Chief Lola Michelle Thompson didn’t destroy empires. 

She built one. 

And the king behind it all? 

Belonged to her — 

Hours later, after the ceremony moved upstairs. The city glittered beneath the floor-to-ceiling glass like a city drowning in diamonds. 

Lola stood near the window, holding a crystal glass of champagne while the ceremony continued. 

“An inspiration...” 

“Historic...” 

“A symbol of integrity...” 

She almost laughed. 

Standing behind her.

Was her man.

Her husband.

Darius Thompson. 

Jay. 

The real power in Miami never appeared on ballots, magazine covers, or press conferences. 

It moved in silence. 

And Jay moved more quietly than death. 

He moved closer to Lola.

Wearing all black.

One arm holding Lola by her waist.

While a gold watch flashed beneath the dim lighting. 

Calm. 

Relaxed. 

Dangerous. 

The kind of dangerous money couldn’t hide. 

“You looked beautiful tonight,” Jay said finally. 

His voice was smooth. 

Low. 

Controlled. 

The type of voice that made grown men nervous. 

Lola slowly moved to face her king. 

“So did the lies.” 

A smirk touched Jay’s mouth. 

That smirk alone had probably ruined lives. 

Seven years. 

Seven years secretly married. 

No photos. 

No public records connected. 

No social media. 

No fingerprints linking Miami’s celebrated Police Chief to one of the most feared drug traffickers on the East Coast. 

They built it carefully. 

Patiently. 

While she climbed the ranks through homicide, narcotics, and internal affairs... Jay expanded his empire from Liberty City to Atlanta. 

And every enemy that stood in his way somehow ended up arrested... raided... or dead. 

Lola turned toward him slowly. 

“You think anybody suspects it?” 

Jay stared at her for a long moment before answering. 

“No.” 

Not confidence. 

Fact. 

That’s what made Jay terrifying. 

He never spoke emotionally.

Never raised his voice. 

Never panicked. 

He simply handled problems. 

And Miami knew better than to become one. 

Jay stood and walked toward her slowly until his hands rested against her waist. 

“Tonight changed everything,” Lola whispered. 

“No,” Jay corrected softly. 

“Tonight confirmed it.” 

His fingers slid beneath her chin. 

“YOU’RE UNTOUCHABLE NOW.” 

Lola should’ve felt safe hearing those words. 

Instead... 

Something cold moved through her stomach. 

Because untouchable people became reckless. 

And reckless people got caught. 

Jay kissed her once. 

Slow. 

Possessive. 

The kind of kiss that said mine without speaking. 

Then his expression changed instantly. 

Business. 

“Tank’s getting sloppy,” he said. 

“Selling near schools in Liberty Square.” 

Lola exhaled quietly. 

There it was. 

Their real marriage. 

Not flowers. 

Not vows. 

Not anniversaries. 

Power. 

Protection. 

Blood. 

“Witnesses?” she asked. 

“a few.” 

“Evidence?” 

Jay reached into his pocket and handed her a flash drive. 

“Enough.” 

Lola stared down at it silently. 

By tomorrow morning, anonymous tips would hit narcotics. 

By next week, Tank will be arrested. 

By the end of the month, Jay would own another section of Miami. 

This was their love story. 

A police badge and a drug empire sleeping in the same bed. 

Then suddenly— 

Jay’s phone buzzed. 

Once. 

He glanced down at the screen. 

For the first time all night... 

His expression darkened. 

Lola immediately noticed. 

“What is it?” 

Jay looked at the message for another second before slowly lifting his eyes to hers. 

“One of the sergeants from major crimes...” 

He paused. 

“...was asking questions about you.” 

The room went still. 

“What kind of questions?” 

Jay stepped closer. 

“The kind that gets people killed.” 

Then another message came through. 

Jay read it silently. 

And this time... 

Even he looked concerned. 

“Talk to me,” Lola demanded. 

Jay stared directly into his wife’s eyes. 

“The sergeant isn’t the problem anymore.” 

Lola felt her heartbeat slow. 

“Then what is?” 

Jay’s jaw tightened. 

“She knows you’re my wife.”  
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