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Detroit Urban Legend 3

Peep Game

Written By James Dunkie Stoutermire 

What are doe?  Welcome back chapter one Detroit legend urban legend 3 Detroit is a city built on stories—some true, some twisted, and some lost to time, whispered only in the dark. 

Every street, every abandoned building, every neighborhood carries a tale. Some stories bring hope, others bring fear, but they all have one thing in common: karma.

Karma in Detroit is like the city itself—real, raw, and unforgiving.

Whatever energy you put into the world, Detroit will return it to you tenfold. 

Do good, and the city might bless you with luck, survival, or even prosperity. 

But step into the darkness, and the darkness will step into you.

Detroit’s urban legends are not just ghost stories; they are lessons wrapped in mystery, warnings buried in whispers, and fates waiting to unfold. 

Some will make you laugh, others will send chills down your spine. 

Some will restore your faith in justice, while others will remind you that no sin goes unpunished. 

A man who scams the struggling gets tricked into his own eternal nightmare.  

A woman who shows kindness to a wandering spirit finds fortune beyond her wildest dreams.  

A gang that thought they could outsmart death learns that some debts can never be repaid.  

A lost child saved by an unknown force is later revealed to be protected by something... not of this world.

Each story is a reflection of Detroit’s past, present, and future. The spirits of the city are watching. 

The legends are still growing. The streets remember.  And karma? It never forgets. So, what kind of karma do you believe in? 

The kind that lifts you up—or the kind that drags you under?  

Detroit will decide.
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​Chapter one: The Hustler’s Code 
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What up doe! We back with another one.  

This time, we diving deep into the game,  into the streets, into the code that built legends. 

This book is dedicated to the hustlers—the real ones,  the ones who made their name, who played the game and played it well.

And at the center of it all? 

Detroit Red.

Some called him Killer Red, others just Red—but no matter what name they put on him, one thing was for sure: when you saw him, you saw money. 

Detroit Red wasn’t no gangsta in the traditional sense.  He wasn’t out here pulling triggers or kicking in doors. 

He was a player, a number runner, a smooth operator who knew, how to move money without making too much noise. 

But still, the game was watching.

See, Detroit Red stood out. Albino, red hair, pale skin, but don’t let the looks fool you—he had the heart of the city in him. 

He dressed clean, talked slick, and stayed five steps ahead. A real hustler. A real boss.

And in a city like Detroit, where getting money is a lifestyle, Red had it figured out. 

But no matter how smooth you move,  somebody always watching.

There’s always somebody plotting, planning, waiting—trying to take what you got, trying to test you, to see if you really about that life. 

But the thing is, they ain't call him Killer for nothing. 

Because sometimes, when the wolves come, they find out they weren’t the only ones hunting.  

So check game—this story right here?  

It’s about the cost of the hustle, the price you pay to stay on top, and what happens when karma decides it’s your turn.  

Welcome to Detroit Urban Legend 3.  Ring, ring—alarm clock screaming.
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It’s 6:00 AM, and like clockwork, Dirty Red is up.  Ain’t no hesitation, no snooze button, no dragging his feet—this routine been drilled into him since juvenile detention. 

See, back in the day, he stayed in and out of juvie, mostly for dumb little hustles—boosting, stealing, whatever put money in his pocket. 

His moms? Strung out. 

Home wasn’t nothing but a broken crib and bad memories, so he learned young that if you wanted something, you had to take it.

Fast forward to now—Dirty Red ain’t no little kid no more. He is a real player, a hustler, a number runner. 

But the game don’t stop when you sleep,  so when that alarm hits, he’s already moving.  

He rolls over, sees Alexis stirring beside him. She got to move too. Both of them have work to do. 

But let’s keep it real—Dirty Red ain’t just got one woman.  He got two. 

One in the bed, one somewhere else, but they both know the game. They know what they signed up for. 

Red ain’t just some regular dude—he’s a businessman, and business comes first.

So he washes up, gets fly—clean shoes, pressed slacks, a fresh button-up. You ain’t never seen Dirty Red looking sloppy. 

He steps out the door, hits the streets, and heads straight for the 14-story high-rise. 

You know the one—the one deep in the projects.  

That’s where the money’s at.
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Numbers gotta be run. Money gotta be collected. People depend on him, and in this business, you don’t miss a day.

But what Red don’t know is, somebody is watching. Somebody has been watching. 

And every hustler knows—the moment you start slipping is the moment the streets decide your fate.

​Skinny G’s Watchful Eye

The game ain’t fair. It’s just the game.

Skinny G knew that better than anyone. He wasn’t the biggest, wasn’t the strongest, but what he lacked in size, he made up for in strategy.

While other dudes were out here pulling reckless jobs, snatching what they could and running, G took his time.

He studied. He calculated. And right now?  

His target was Dirty Red
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For the past three months, G had been tracking Red’s every move. 

He had a notebook full of details—what time Red got up, when he left his spot, what time he took lunch, what route he walked, even the way he adjusted his cufflinks before stepping into a building. 

Skinny G wasn’t guessing. He was planning. And he had help

Her name was Renee, and she had been getting close to Red. Playing the long game. 

Flirting when needed, listening when necessary, slipping little details to G whenever Red wasn’t paying attention. 

See, Red was sharp, but even the smartest dudes got a blind spot—and his? Beautiful women who knew how to stroke his ego.

But there was one thing G didn’t factor in:

Dirty Red wasn’t just a hustler—he was a survivor.

Laying in Wait

G knew Red was making big money moves. Red wasn’t a gangsta. He wasn’t a killer. 

But he handled numbers, controlled cash flow, and made sure the right people got paid. 

And where there’s money, there’s opportunity. G wasn’t about to hit some petty lick. He wanted it all. The plan was airtight:

Wait for Red’s routine to lock in.

Three months of watching meant no surprises.Find the right moment. Can’t just run up—had to be clean, precise.

Use Renee to keep him distracted. She knew just how to keep Red comfortable, unfocused, unaware.

Make the move, leave no trace. By the time Red knew what hit him, G would be long gone.

Or so he thought.
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But the thing is... Detroit don’t let nobody move without watching.

Skinny G had eyes on Red, but who had eyes on Skinny G? The OGs in the neighborhood? They knew.  

Word travels faster than whispers in the projects. Old heads watched everything. Hustlers with experience could feel when something was off.

And then there was Red himself. Red didn’t survive this long by being sloppy.  

He moved smooth, but he moved smart. He started feeling something was off weeks ago—little things. 

Conversations that didn’t add up. The way Renee was a little too interested in details that didn’t concern her. 

The way he’d catch Skinny G posted up in random spots, trying to play it cool but never really blending in.

That’s when Red flipped the script.

Setting the Trap

What G didn’t know was that Red was already ahead of him. While G was watching Red, Red started watching back.  

He played along, let the routine seem predictable, even let Renee think she was working him like a pawn in G’s game. 

But Red? He was setting the board for checkmate.

Step one: Let them think the plan was working. Keep moving the same way, same routine. Keep them confident.

Step two: Control the trap. The moment they made their move, Red would be ready.  

Step three: Make sure when it went down, Skinny G wouldn’t see it coming. Because in the streets, real hustlers don’t get got—they get even.

​Who’s Playing Who?

The night came. Everything was set. G had the plan down to the second. Renee was keeping Red close, just like always, keeping his mind occupied while G got his people into position. 

They were ready to strike. 

But just as Skinny G and his crew moved in for the hit...Red was already there. Waiting with backup.

Detroit don’t reward the sloppy. 

And Skinny G?  He just learned the hard way that while he thought he was hunting, he was really the prey.
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In Detroit, Karma Moves Fast

The game don’t wait for nobody.You watch someone too long, you might forget they watching you back.

Red didn’t just survive Detroit. He thrived.    And the difference between a hustler and a stick-up kid?  One plays chess. The other plays checkers.

And in the end... Red was still standing.

Skinny G? Well... let’s just say—Detroit don’t forget.

​The Streets Never Sleep

The game ain’t fair. It’s just the game.  And in the streets of Detroit, only the smartest survive.
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