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Prologue 
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THE STREETS OF CHICAGO never rested. Beneath the hum of city lights and the blare of distant sirens, the pulse of survival beat loud and unrelenting. For Jacob, those streets were home, teacher, and captor all at once. They had shaped him in ways he hated to admit, stealing pieces of his innocence with every corner he turned. 

He wasn’t born into this life—no one ever was. It was something you stumbled into when the world around you crumbled and no one was there to catch you. Jacob had been just a boy when the streets called to him, offering promises of survival and power in exchange for his soul. At thirteen, the weight of raising eight siblings on his own crushed any dreams he might have once held. His mother, Laura, had fought her own battles with addiction, but in the end, she lost, leaving Jacob to carry a burden far too heavy for his young shoulders. 

There was no safety net, no lifeline to pull him out. The older guys on the block became his mentors, teaching him how to hustle, how to fight, how to survive in a city that thrived on broken promises and stolen dreams. Big J was the first to see potential in Jacob, the first to show him how to wield the power of the streets. “You want to eat, or you want to starve?” Big J had asked him one night, a question that still echoed in Jacob’s mind. 

He chose to eat. 

––––––––
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BUT EVERY CHOICE CAME with a cost. By the time Jacob realized what he had given up, it was too late. He had brothers and sisters to feed, a family to protect, and no way out of the game. Each day blurred into the next, each decision pulling him deeper into a life he wasn’t sure he wanted. 

Still, something inside him refused to give up hope. Maybe it was Leroy, his younger brother, who followed Jacob’s every move, eager to prove himself. Maybe it was Mary, the eldest sister, whose fierce determination to hold the family together reminded Jacob of their mother before the addiction. Or maybe it was the belief that, one day, he could rewrite their story, carve a new path that didn’t end with blood on the pavement. 

The streets never slept. They demanded everything—loyalty, strength, fear. But Jacob was no longer content to be a pawn in their game. He was ready to fight back, even if it meant risking everything. 

Because in the end, the streets didn’t own him. Not yet. 
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Chapter 1: No Fathers, Just the Streets 
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JACOB ALWAYS FELT THE absence of a father, but it was never something he could talk about. In the rough streets of Chicago, a missing father figure was just another piece of the puzzle. Most of the boys around him didn’t have fathers either, but they had the streets. They had the older heads who taught them how to move, how to hustle, how to survive. It was a cruel kind of apprenticeship. 

Jacob was the oldest of eight siblings, and even though his mother, Laura, loved them all fiercely, her battles with addiction left her powerless to be the rock they needed. Laura, a woman of beautiful smiles and broken promises, had once been the best mother anyone could ask for. Before the drugs took hold, she was everything to her kids. She made sure they had vacations every year, trips to places that felt like magic to them—beaches, amusement parks, family outings that gave them memories that lasted a lifetime. She was strong, loving, and dedicated to making sure her children had a better life than she had. But that all changed when Jacob was about twelve or thirteen. 

That’s when Laura fell into addiction. The drugs crept in slowly at first, but soon they overtook her. The mother who once made everything feel safe and right was now distant, unreliable, lost in the haze of her addiction. Jacob tried to shield his younger siblings from the worst of it, but it was impossible. The house was a wreck. Not just from the years of 

neglect but from the weight of too many broken dreams. Jacob did his best to hold the pieces together, stepping into the role of father figure long before he was ready for it. There were days when he wished he could run away, just disappear from the pressure of it all, but he never did. He couldn’t. 

His brothers and sisters were too young, too fragile to be left to fend for themselves. There was Mary, the oldest girl, who still tried to hold things together even when the chaos pushed her to the edge. Leroy, who was already showing signs of the streets pulling at him, his body and mind growing into a teenager who saw more of the world than any kid should. Then there was Anita, who seemed to cling to the hope that things would get better, despite knowing deep down that things never did. L.C., who was quiet and observant, always trying to find peace in the chaos. Julie, the wild one, who already had her eyes on the dangerous allure of the streets, despite her youth. Betty, who had learned how to smile through the pain, even if it never reached her eyes. Corey, a quiet one who followed Jacob’s every move, but never spoke much. And Andrew, the one who thought too much for his own good, who often said things that nobody understood but still seemed to be the smartest one of them all. 

Jacob tried to shield them from it all, but it was impossible. The hunger, the poverty, the cold nights when they’d huddle together in the same bed for warmth—these were the realities they grew up with. And yet, through it all, Jacob felt the weight of something darker pulling at him. He knew the game. He saw it every day in the alleyways, in the parked cars with 
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TINTED WINDOWS, IN the constant whisper of deals being made. It wasn’t just about survival anymore. It was about opportunity, or what passed 

for opportunity in a world where you had to take what you could, by any means necessary. 

It was that need for survival that led Jacob to his first taste of the streets. He was thirteen when he got his hands dirty, selling drugs for the older guys on the block. It wasn’t a choice at first; it was necessity. He’d seen his mother stumble out of the house one too many times, high as a kite, leaving him to take care of his siblings. They’d barely had enough to eat, but the temptation of money was too strong. It wasn’t long before he understood the unspoken rules. Never trust anyone. Never show weakness. Always keep your head on a swivel. 

One night, as he was walking through the alley near their building, a man named Big J approached him. Big J wasn’t a big man, but his reputation filled the room before he even stepped inside. He’d seen Jacob around, knew his family’s struggles, and had taken a liking to him. Jacob had seen the other guys in the neighborhood dealing, their lives running on adrenaline, and part of him had always wanted that life—the power, the respect, the quick money. Big J saw that hunger in Jacob’s eyes. 

––––––––
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“YO, SHORTY,” BIG J said, his voice low but firm. “You want to eat, or you want to starve? You want to be a boy, or you want to be a man?” 

––––––––
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THAT WAS THE MOMENT Jacob knew. The world would either swallow him whole or make him strong. He chose to fight back. He chose the streets. 

––––––––
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IT DIDN’T TAKE LONG before Jacob was fully entrenched. The deals, the late nights, the constant danger—it all became a part of who he was. A young man with the weight of the world on his shoulders, trying to survive in a city that never slept. But the money, the power—it came with a price. And Jacob wasn’t ready for the consequences. He had to grow up fast. 

At first, it was just about getting by. But as time went on, Jacob realized that the streets weren’t just a place to survive—they were a place where dreams died, where hope was a joke, and where loyalty was something that could be bought. He had no choice but to play the game. But somewhere deep inside, a part of him knew that if he didn’t find a way out, the streets would take him like they’d taken so many others. 

But for now, it was all he had. 

Chapter 2: The Price of Survival: 

The first time Jacob held a gun, it felt like his heart had stopped beating. It wasn’t the weight of the metal or the cold, steel barrel—it was the realization that he was crossing a line from which there would be no return. He wasn’t just a kid anymore. He was a player in a game where the stakes were as high as they came, and the odds were stacked against him. 

Big J had become a mentor of sorts, though Jacob hated that word. He didn’t need a mentor; he needed a way out. But Big J showed him how to protect himself, how to move in silence, how to never show fear, because fear was the one thing that could get you killed. 

“You keep your head on straight, kid,” Big J said one evening as they sat in the back of a run-down bar on the West Side. The dim light above them flickered as he passed Jacob a small black pistol. “This is your insurance. You ain’t got the luxury of being soft. Ain’t nobody here to hold your hand.” 

Jacob took the gun, but he didn’t feel the power that came with
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