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    For every bad btch who ever loved a playa, lost herself,and came back running sht better than every ngga who doubted her.
Stay strapped. Stay savage. Stay winning. 🖤

      

    



  	
        
            
            "I don't need a king to wear my crown.I built my own fucking kingdom from ashes."
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​Chapter 1: Welcome to the Heat
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Miami never gave a fuck about nobody’s pain. It moved fast, flashed hard, and ate slow.
And Layla? She learned that the night her moms hit the concrete, brains leaking out onto the cracked sidewalk like melted ice cream.
One minute, she was laughing, talking about getting Layla a lil Honda for her seventeenth. Next minute — pop, pop — some dusty niggas chasing clout sprayed up the corner store. Wrong place, wrong time.
Her moms ain't even get a last word out. Just a soft gurgle and wide-ass eyes that stayed open too damn long.
After that, Layla stopped dreaming. shit, she barely even cried.
Ain’t no room for feelings when the world treats you like a bullet casing — used up and left for dead.
By the time the funeral dirt settled, Layla was living with Auntie Mona, five kids, two jobs, and no fucks to spare. The projects smelled like piss, cheap perfume, and lost hope. Layla hated it there, hated feeling like one more mouth to feed, one more lost soul with a sad-ass story.

That’s when she met Rico.
Stepped off the 27th Avenue bus with his gold fronts flashing, tattoos kissing his neck, and a chain thick enough to choke a motherfucker.
He wasn’t the type you trusted — slick nigga, quick smile, slow eyes — but Layla wasn’t looking for a fairy tale. She needed an escape.
And Rico? Rico smelled like one.
Like money, danger, and all the wrong decisions a bitch like her was ready to make.
First night they linked, he slid her a roll of twenties fat enough to make Auntie Mona weep.
All she had to do was smile, look pretty, and pass a package to some fat ho working at a nail shop.
Simple.
Easy.

Deadly.

Layla ain’t ask questions.
She just stuffed the brick down her jeans, pulled her hoodie low, and told herself:
fuck it. Whatever happens, happens.
Cuz Miami ain’t a city. It’s a mtherfuckin’ battlefield.
And bad bitches like her?
They either learned to shoot back... or learned to die young.
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​Chapter 2: Playa Moves
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The first time Layla saw Rico under the Miami night sky, it wasn’t in some dusty alley or behind a trap house.
It was on a fuckin’ yacht — bigger than anything she’d ever stepped foot on — docked at the marina like it owned the damn ocean.
Champagne sprayed in the air like holy water.
hoes in Fashion Nova fits and six-inch heels wobbled across the deck, laughing too loud, snorting coke off bathroom counters.
Big body niggas posted by the rails, flexin' racks like trophies, Cuban links heavy on they necks, blicks tucked deep in designer jeans.
Layla didn’t even belong there — not really.
She rolled up with her homegirl Yaya, who knew a dude, who knew a dude, who said, "Come through, bring a bitch that look like something."
Yaya brought Layla. Layla brought the heat — thick thighs, waist snatched, pussy so good it could trap a nigga mid-stroke if she wanted.
She wasn’t even tryna pull nobody.
She just needed a minute to feel... free. Alive. Dangerous.
That’s when she saw him — Rico.

Posted up near the upper deck, draped in ice, talking slick to some no-name ho with a fake-ass Chanel bag.
Layla clocked him quick — the way he leaned back like the world owed him oxygen.
The way his gold grills flashed every time he laughed, deep and slow like he knew something you didn’t.
And maybe he did.
Cuz when their eyes met across the bodies and beats, it felt like the whole fuckin’ boat tilted.
He dipped the bitch he was talking to without a second glance.
Walked straight up to Layla like he already owned her.
"Where you from, ma?" he asked, voice thick like syrup and sin.

Layla shrugged, sipping her drink slow. "Round here."

He smiled wider. "You don't look like around here. You look like money."

She smirked. "Maybe I am."

He laughed low, racking his gaze up and down her body like he was picturing her naked under all those cheap lights.

"You a dangerous lil bitch, huh?" he said, licking his lips.

Layla leaned in close, letting her breath kiss his ear.

"You ain't seen dangerous yet, motherfucker," she whispered.

He straightened up, cocked his head, grin getting even cockier.

"You mine now," Rico said, like it was already law.

Layla didn’t answer. She just stared at him, daring him to make her something she already knew she couldn't afford to be — vulnerable.

But when he pulled a wad of blue hundreds outta his pocket, slipping one smooth into her hand like a promise, Layla ain't pull away.

Money talks. Pain listens.
And Miami?
Miami rewards the bold... and buries the weak.

Layla slid that hundred into her bra, smiled soft, and thought:
Maybe it’s time to see what the fuck I'm really made of.
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​Chapter 3: Deals and Heels
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The first time Layla made a drop, she wore six-inch heels and a dress tight enough to strangle the air out her lungs.
Looking like a snack, like a setup, like everything a nigga should be scared to touch.
And that was the point.

Nobody questioned a bad bitch walking through downtown — they just stared, drooled, and kept it pushing.
Perfect cover.
Rico slid her a fat envelope outside a gas station, leaned in, kissed her neck, whispered, "This ain’t for play, Layla. Don’t talk. Don’t look scared. Don’t fuck up."

She ain’t flinch.

"Who said I was scared, nigga?" she shot back, tucking the package down into her purse between a lipstick and a switchblade.

Thirty minutes later, she was walking through the lobby of some no-name motel, ass swinging, pussy print teasing through the fabric of her dress.
Desk clerk couldn’t stop staring. Neither could the security cam.
She didn't give a fuck.
Played her part perfect — like every drop of sweat on her skin was designer.
Room 214.
Three knocks. Pause. Two knocks.
Door cracked.

Skinny motherfucker with dead eyes snatched the envelope and handed her a Louis Vuitton duffle in exchange.
No words. No smiles.
Just business.
Layla dipped fast, heels clicking on the grimy carpet, heart beating wild in her chest.
Back in the rental car, she opened the bag just enough to see the stacks — thick bricks of blue hundreds, smelling like blood and cocaine.
That’s when she
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