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Episode 1 – “El Comienzo” 

(The Beginning)

It all started with a lawn.

Not the kind in some fancy gated community, not the kind with HOA letters stacked in the mailbox if a weed had the nerve to grow taller than a toe. Nah. This was the front patch of Miss Rosa’s duplex on 87th and Hidalgo. A rough square of crabgrass, beer tabs, and sunburned dirt — the type of lawn that said, "I survived five ex-boyfriends and three repo notices, mijo."

Lalo stood over it, sweat dripping from his jawline, forearms pulsing with the rhythm of the electric hedge trimmer. The morning heat clung to his shirt like gossip, and already his boots were soaked. Still, he moved like a machine—precise, silent, unstoppable.

"¡Mira nomás!" Rosa shouted from her front steps, fanning herself with a cracked copy of TV y Novelas. "You cut like you're mad at the grass."

Lalo didn’t reply. He was focused, lost in his zone.

From the sidewalk, a slim figure sipped a Gatorade, watching with raised brows. Nico, Lalo’s cousin, leaned against the van with the door wide open. It was white, unmarked, and three decades old—but the interior was rigged like a weapons vault: mowers, trimmers, leaf blowers, and a red metal cash box duct-taped shut.

“Bro,” Nico muttered under his breath, eyes wide. “You makin’ love to the lawn or killin’ it?”

Lalo didn’t answer until he clipped the last blade, brushed the trimmer off on his jeans, and walked over, face stone-calm.

“Both,” he said. “Depends who’s watching.”

Casa Verde was born that day, but it didn’t have a name yet. Not until Lucía scribbled it on a manila folder with a Sharpie that bled through the paper.

She was Lalo’s younger sister, sharp as glass and twice as reflective. She didn’t work the lawns, but she worked the books, the calls, the receipts, the hustle. Her phone never stopped buzzing. She had spreadsheets for cash tips and color-coded folders for every customer from Boyle Heights to Glassell Park.

“Casa Verde,” she said, biting the cap off a pen. “It’s simple. Classy. And low-key sounds like a front.”

Plaga laughed. The loudmouth of the crew, he ran their socials and leaned hard into the fake-hood aesthetic. His job was to make the group look hot online—even if the work they did was just sweating behind hedgers. He made TikToks with drone shots, edited promos with trap beats, and filmed Lalo moving in slo-mo like he was mowing down demons.

Then there was Niebla. Quiet. Ghostly. Connected.

Niebla didn’t say much about where the mowers came from or why he always had cash for new fuel tanks, but he was the one who said things like, “We should keep our operation clean, so no one looks too close.” Which was ironic, considering he’d later be the one to pull everyone closer to the flame.

The first month, it was just three lawns. Then five. Then ten.

They showed up fast, worked faster, and left without a trace. People started talking.

"That big guy with the sleeves? He cut my whole yard in twelve minutes flat."

"His name’s Lalo. Swear to God, he don’t even blink."

Soon the clients weren’t just old abuelitas and tired renters. Realtors started calling. Then party planners. Then a local rapper who paid them in Bitcoin and weed.

Lalo stayed quiet through it all, driving the van with one hand, sipping horchata with the other. He was starting to like the rhythm of it—honest work, clean pay, no trouble.

Until the day Niebla got back from a three-day trip to Tijuana and handed him a duffel bag that clinked when it hit the ground.

“We got a new client,” he said.

“What kind?” Lalo asked, already knowing.

Niebla didn’t answer. Just grinned.

That night, Lucía caught Lalo in the kitchen, wiping grass clippings off his arms. The house smelled like Fabuloso and fried eggs. She looked at him like she already knew.

“¿Qué es eso que traes encima, Lalo?”

He didn’t answer.

She frowned. “We’re building something real. Don’t dirty it.”

Lalo nodded once. But his hand rested on the duffel behind him.

And outside, the Casa Verde van sat under a flickering streetlight, ready for the morning.

Episode 2 – "Green Light Hustle"

It’s only been a week since Casa Verde’s video went viral. Calls haven’t stopped. Lalo’s been up since five every morning, shoving the truck into gear like it’s part of his own body, eyebrows tight as his fingers drum the steering wheel. He’s not the kind of man who wastes breath on complaints—but this success feels like a trap he didn't see coming.

Nico rides shotgun, his mouth moving a mile a minute as usual. “You think that lady was serious about her mansion lawn in Coral Ridge? We’re gonna need two crews if this keeps up.”

“Dios mío...” Lalo mutters, eyes locked on the road. He doesn’t answer. He’s already thinking about Plaga’s latest message—another guy from back home needing help, but not with grass. Something about a stash house getting hot. Lalo’s trying not to think about it. He’s got mulch, schedules, and neighbors in mind.

In the backseat, Lucia cradles her tablet. She’s building out a digital flyer: emerald green background, bold white font, a stylized leaf that she insists gives them a clean, modern edge. She’s the sister who should’ve gone to college. She chose family instead. Now she’s the one balancing books and brand strategy, while the boys run sweat into the soil.

Today’s first job is a duplex in North Miami—single mother, three kids, jungle of a backyard. The moment they pull up, she’s already waving from the steps, a bruise dark under one eye like a flower blooming wrong.

Lucia catches it. She always does.

Inside, the kids are glued to a cracked TV, volume low, bodies curled like they’ve learned to disappear. Lucia gets off the truck and grabs a bag from the back—grocery staples she keeps in reserve. “I’ll trim the hedges,” she says, already handing the woman a quiet smile and a bag of rice.

Nico eyes her. “We’re running a lawn biz, not a soup kitchen.”

“¡Ay, por favor!” Lucia snaps back. “We’re running a family business. Y la familia ayuda, cuando nadie más lo hace.”

Niebla shows up two hours late, sliding in like a gust of smoke. He always smells like weed and trouble. “Oye, you guys know that old warehouse on Biscayne?” he asks, barely tossing a glance toward the mower in Lalo’s grip. “Word is it’s about to flip. New boys from outta town are pushing through. They got supply, they got buyers, but they need reach. Someone with street roots. Someone like us.”

“Coño...” Lalo mutters, but keeps mowing.

Plaga doesn’t even show up to the job site. He’s busy editing a video of Lalo tearing through a lawn like it owes him money. “Hashtag: CasaVerdeBeasts,” he texts. “We’re blowing up.”

That night, Lalo can’t sleep. He sits on the porch with a warm beer, watching headlights crawl across the horizon. He’s made enough to pay off Lucia’s car and help Nico with his legal fees. But every dollar feels heavier than the last. The more the business grows, the more the streets start whispering.

When Plaga pulls up at midnight, he doesn’t even get out of the car. He just rolls down the window and says one thing:

“Nos quieren para más que cortar el pasto, bro. Time to decide if this is just grass—or green lights.”

Lalo doesn’t respond.

He looks back at his house, lights off, his sister sleeping inside. Then down at his calloused hands.

“Maldita sea...” he murmurs.

Tomorrow’s booked solid.

And the roots? They’re already deep.
Episode 3 – “The Cost of Roots”

Lalo’s hands are filthy with soil and sweat before the sun even clears the rooftops. He yanks the last stubborn weed from a crusted flowerbed and exhales sharply.
“¡Carajo!” he mutters, shaking dirt from his gloves. “You’d think this yard fought in a war.”
Behind him, Nico whistles, adjusting the straps on the new branded Casa Verde work vest. “This is what we get for being famous, hermano. High-profile lawns, high-maintenance drama.”

Lucia is nearby, planting lilies like she’s stitching beauty into the world. “Stop talking and water the edge beds,” she snaps. “The lady said she’s got an HOA fine already.”

They’re working a corner property in a wealthier area now—house number stenciled in gold, a two-door garage they’d never afford. Every step deeper into these neighborhoods feels like progress, but Lalo can’t shake the voice in his head that keeps asking: Whose dream are we landscaping?

Plaga pulls up in his borrowed black Corolla, tinted windows low, music even lower—some new beat from a local trap kid he’s promoting online. He hops out, camera already rolling.

“Yo, I got footage of the before shots. Yard was basura. But now? Bro, the comments on our last video—'Lalo the Lawn God.’ Someone called you ‘Yardcules.’”

“¿Qué?” Lalo chuckles under his breath, but his eyes scan the street. “That ain’t funny, bro. That name’s gonna stick.”

Lucia laughs as she waters the hedge line. “It fits. You’re built like a toro and work like three men.”

But before anyone can enjoy the moment, Niebla’s rusted sedan pulls up like a ghost nobody invited.

He steps out, quiet today, serious. No smile, no smoke.

“Necesitamos hablar,” he says, nodding toward Lalo. “Real talk.”

They sit on the tailgate. Niebla’s voice stays low.

“There’s a guy named Rojo. Cuban connect. New in the city but backed by peso. He saw our video—your strength, the hustle, the brand. He wants to buy in.”

Lalo narrows his eyes. “We don’t sell lawn mowers, bro.”

“He’s not talkin’ about tools,” Niebla replies. “He’s talking routes. Trust. Trucks that move. Crews that show up everywhere. We could slip in and out without a shadow.”

Lalo leans forward, elbows on knees. “Coño... They want us as runners.”

“Más que eso,” Niebla confirms. “He wants partnership. A cut.”

Lalo closes his eyes. “I already got a cut—from every hedge we clip, every blade of grass I kill. You think we can juggle dirty stacks and still help the hood? Still help Lucia drop off groceries? Still sleep?”

Niebla doesn’t answer.

But that night, back home, Lalo can’t sleep again.

Lucia hums softly from the kitchen, packing food for another family they’ll see tomorrow—one with a disabled grandfather and a lawn crawling with thorns.

Meanwhile, Nico’s at the table counting the cash from this week. “We need another blower. And a third trimmer.”

“¿Y con qué dinero, güey?” Lalo grumbles. “We’re breaking even, maybe.”

“That’s why Rojo’s offer ain’t stupid,” Nico mutters.

Lalo slams a fist on the table. “¡No me jodas! We’re not drug dealers. Not yet.”

He steps outside and leans on the porch railing. The night is thick. Florida-sweet and silent.

Plaga sends him a video on his phone. It’s a mashup of Lalo working, a heartbeat-thumping beat under it, overlaid with:

“Casa Verde: We Don’t Cut Corners—We Slice Through.”

The video is dope. Too dope.

The likes are climbing. Brands are messaging. And somewhere in the dark, Rojo is watching.

Lalo shuts his eyes.

“Mierda...” he whispers. “This started with grass. But now I see the roots...”

Episode 4 – “White Lines, Green Lies”

Lalo

They always say cocaine starts with a whisper. A favor. A little bag for a party. Something quick. No drama. No trace. But where I’m from, even whispers echo.

“¡Puta madre!” I grunt, as the spool of trimmer line snaps in my hand.

We’re working a triple-lot today—rich folks going to Europe for the summer. They left us with their keys, their lawn, and their trust.

“Lalo,” Nico calls from the van. “We gotta stop by Niebla’s later. He got something new to show us.”

Lalo wipes his brow. “New blower?”

Nico smirks. “Nah, hermano. Blower of a different kind.”

My stomach tightens. “¿Coca?”

Nico nods, but shrugs like it’s nothing. “One delivery. Easy. In and out.”

I spit into the grass. “That’s how it always starts.”

Later, at Niebla’s garage, the lights are off but the back is humming. A single lamp dangles over a folding table. White powder sits on a black scale like it belongs.

Lucía’s not here. She’s working overtime with a family down the block—fixing broken steps, giving out diapers. She doesn’t know.

Plaga’s filming—but he’s not posting. Not this time.

“You boys move a couple zips out by La Quinta,” Niebla says, voice calm, cold. “Rojo gives us ten percent, cash. You leave the truck, pick up another job, boom—it’s like it never happened.”

I stare at the bags. The neat stacks of powder in vacuum-sealed brick pouches. This












































































































































Episode 7 – “El Nombre de la Calle” 

(The Name on the Street)




















































Episode 8 – “Las Raíces” 

(The Roots)





















































Episode 9 – “El Peso”

(The Weight)




















































Episode 10 – “Los Ojos en la Pared”

(Eyes on the Wall)
















































Episode 11 – “Presión” 

(Pressure)






















































Episode 12 – “El Plan del Santo”

(The Saint’s Plan)






































Episode 13 – “Fuego Cruzado” 

(Crossfire)











































Episode 14 – “El Delator” 

(The Informant)
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