
Prologue

April 2009

"Don't forget extra creamer in my coffee, please. Y'all forgot it yesterday," the young woman said to the employees in the back of the Dunkin' Donuts near the campus of Temple University. "They'll get it right, sis," the young man said as he came from behind the counter with his apron in his hand. He stopped as he looked at the woman; she was the most beautiful woman he had ever laid eyes on. She was about five-foot-seven, with long black hair, greenish-grey eyes, and a honey complexion kissed by the sun. She was a 

student at the college and came in every day to get her coffee.

Rasul peeped her movements, her style, and her actions. She didn't come off as stuck up, but you could tell she came from money; the manicured nails, simple diamond necklace, and earrings she wore— and the shoes he noticed were different every day: Gucci, Prada, Pucci, Jimmy Choo. Her clothes were simple, but Rasul knew designer when he saw it. He never thought he would be the dude taking orders, making coffee and muffins for $10 an hour—a reality that wouldn't have been true ten years ago. Before he caught a five-to-ten-year bid for a shooting, parole was strict, and he knew he wasn't trying to go back to jail again. He did seven years and was not trying to do a day more in a cell. So, he came home, and as much as he was tempted to be out in the streets and the trap, plus he didn't want a handout from nobody, he had a game plan: stack his paychecks, max out his parole, then take over the city.

His boys, Deniro and his brother, Rich, were doing their thing getting money and told him he could come work for them, but he told them ain't nothing changed about him. He never hustled for anyone before he went to jail and wouldn't start now. But he would come to the table with them when he was off parole and the money was there. That was three years ago, and as of two months prior, he was off parole, still kept his job, and was slowly grinding his money. To come to the table, he was pushing four-and-a-half ounces of crack, after starting from 14 grams. Looking at this beauty in front of him, he knew he had to get right in order for him to bag her. "Why don't you take my number, so that I can take you out one day? I'm not rich, but I'm real, I'm sincere, and I'm honest," he said to the woman. "Sorry, but I'm not interested, and besides, I'm engaged," she said, flashing her ring and not really paying him any mind.

"My bad, B. No disrespect. You have a blessed day, sis," he said as he grabbed the trash bags and took them out of the store. As he was finishing tossing the trash in the dumpster, he went to open the door, and the female was coming out.

"Have a good day," he said. "Thank you, same to you," the woman said. Rasul watched as she walked away, shaking his head. "Damn, I'm the invisible man now," he said to himself and chuckled.

 

After the Shift.

 

After his shift was over, Rasul walked to the subway stop on Broad and Cecil B. Moore, then waited for his train. He pulled his necklace out of his shirt and his watch out of his bookbag; he still had his jewels from before he got locked up. As the train pulled up, a flood of people got off. As the new crowd of passengers got on, he stood up, holding the bar. As the train began to move, he was in deep thought about the woman from his job. He saw her as more motivation to get his bag back up, put his plan in motion, which was his own magazine and media company.

But he knew that nobody was going to fund it for him, so he had to go back to the streets to stack his bag and flip that bag. He just had to be smarter than he was before. Even though he did time for a shooting, he knew that the cops still had a hard-on for him since his boy, Savy had been indicted on RICO charges, as well as 27 others. Rasul was spared due to the fact he was already serving time, and he always played his hand close, never flashing money or driving expensive cars and never taking pictures on the block, in the clubs, with money, with guns— none of that. Unlike nowadays, everybody is on IG flashing or fronting. When the train pulled into the Erie station, Rasul got up, went up the steps, and up the escalator to Erie Ave right across from Maxos Cheesesteaks and the Eagle Bar. There was a mural of Kevin Hart on the side of the bar. "Hey Rah, you holding?" a dark-skinned female asked.

"What you need?" he asked as he kept walking. "I got $25," she said.

"Aight, but y'all always want a deal; gotta come straight sometime," he said. He dug in his bookbag, pulled out three baggies, small but packed with crack, and then a pack of Newports. He took a cigarette out of the pack and lit it, then handed one to the female with his lighter. He dropped the baggies in her hand with the lighter as he grabbed the $25 she had folded up in her other palm.

"Thank you, baby," she said, handing him his lighter and walking away.

 

Current Day: March 2025

My lawyer says I have one more month and I should be touching down. Damn, I can’t believe I’m back to eating this, soups and tuna with instant rice and jalapeño cheese puffs, aka "chi-chi." Oh, my bad, I’m in Cobb County Jail in Georgia. They call them "pockets" or "blow-up"

down here. I’ve been out of the game and out of the jails for years; I changed my life and went in a legal, positive direction, only to get caught up on some bullshit.

I sit and listen to guys lie and talk about how much money they were getting, the cars they drive. All the "kingpins" and "killers," these "ghetto Pablo Escobars," are in jail, man. The shit is funny as fuck. The same guys who were so-called getting all the money in ATL—Bankhead, West End, East Side, Decatur, Fulton County—are the same guys in here trying to press people for their commissary or extort the weak.

I never had that problem. For one, I’m not from here; I rep my city, Philly, till the death of me. And I’m Muslim; I fear nothing but Allah. The way you carry yourself lets people know you have no softness, no fear, no weakness. The eyes tell a man all he needs to know, and my eyes say, "Please, try me." But on the flip side, I’m one of the most humble, kind-hearted, laid-back guys around. Maybe because I’ve been there, done it: sold drugs, shot people, been shot, stabbed, been rich, been poor, did a stretch in the penitentiary, and beat a federal indictment. Now, I just try to live my life peacefully, respectfully, legally, and drama-free. Now, I’m sitting back in this damn cell block because I was too loyal and too determined to make someone into something they were not meant to be. I look back now and see that I should have gotten away from the situation, especially since the woman who got me in this position is not my wife. My brothers have been telling me to leave her alone; she wasn’t worth the time and effort, she wasn’t meant to be a boss. But y'all know how we get. Shawty has some good pussy and gives good head, you have a little time in, you’ve been through some shit together, and you feel obligated to stay and help like real men do. But you’re not noticing she doesn’t appreciate the help or is just there to drain your energy and block your progress until it's too late.

Now, look at my too-loyal ass up on 4 South 2 in Cobb County Jail, eating a "pocket" and listening to my bunkmate tell me he was plugged in with the Coalition, not knowing who he was talking to. I just let him talk, but I’ve been zoned out and started writing this little story of my life. I’ve got a few brothers in here I fuck with: Kevi, aka Mateo; Dennis, aka Qadir; and Marley, aka Subur; Yahyah; Ray; Pope; Jacob; Joe; Saleem. My Muslim brothers—they all real, no frauding with them. But man, I’m sick just thinking about everything I did for shawty. I gave her my car when her shit got repossessed, I let her stay at my place after she lost her house, and I helped launch her clothing brand and put it in Stonecrest Mall. It’s been up and down with her, trying to see if she was really what I needed, but now I know she is not. She never gave a damn about me, only about what I could do for her. And when I got to the point where I was tired of her mouth and the disrespect, I was out of there. But before I could bounce, she did the one thing that almost made me body her ass: she threatened to have a guy come where I’m paying bills. See, she’s from Michigan and doesn’t know the real me. She only knows the businessman, the laid-back Muslim, the one who doesn’t hit women. So, I just told her, "When they get here, they leaving in body bags!" It was to let her know it ain't sweet. I took her and her son to Philly a few times, and they saw the respect I get all over the city. No matter where or what time of day or night, even on the subway, I was respected. They heard bits and pieces of my past, but I never told her what I really did, who I ran with, or what my true status was. And that made her comfortable enough to not only disrespect me, but call the police. Now here I am. This is my story.
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Chapter 1: Life’s a Gamble
Philadelphia, March 2013

I’m going to tell y'all how all of this came about and how I ended up in this situation. Back in Spring 2013 North Philly, in a red brick two-story home, DMX's ATF played in the background. Rasul sat at the table with 4 1/2 ounces of crack in front of him, while to his left, a gorgeous Spanish woman with mocha skin stood in baggy shorts and a top, counting the money that Cam, the other guy in the room, had placed on the table. The room had a dim light and black shades drawn; a TV on the wall showed video surveillance from the front, side, rear, and hallways of the building. Cam cleared his throat. "Come on, Rah, front me another four and a half, the block poppin' and I ain't trying to run out," he pleaded. Rasul looked at the woman and she gave a slight shake of her head. Rasul looked at Cam, "You still owe from the last re-up… plus I’m still trying to figure out how you get knocked with a ratchet, work, and money, sit for 48 hours, then come straight to see me." Rasul said this so calm that Cam started sweating and looking around nervously. "Uh, uh, uh," Rasul cut him off, "Chill, I’m about to fuck this bad mami before they run in here, but just so you know we got a date in the future." He leaned back as the Spanish woman points her Glock 17 at Cam, who grabs the drugs and runs down the steps and out the front door. The woman unsnaps her bra and steps out of her baggy shorts, then gets on her knees in the chair. Rasul walks behind her, drops his sweatpants, and penetrates her from behind, pulling her hair and pounding her big, round ass, watching the monitors the whole time. Ten minutes later, he watches as the Philadelphia Police Department kicks the door in and floods the house, just as they both are about to come together. "Mi amore, Papi," the woman whispers as the cops flood the room yelling, "Philadelphia PD, freeze, freeze!" Rasul puts his hand on top of his head, smirking as he strokes two more times before being thrown to the ground and handcuffed. A female officer wrapped a blanket around the woman, who acted hysterical, yelling, "Mi no hablo English!" The police escort Rasul out the house in handcuffs. They let the woman go after getting her clothes and searching the house; no drugs were found, just the Glock 17 that was registered to the woman and $5,400 in cash.

As the cops pulled off with Rasul in the car, the woman walked down the block and got into the passenger side of a BMW x5. A short brown skinned man sat behind the wheel. "So, Ma, that nigga Cam eat cheese?" Zo said. The woman nodded her head, then spoke, "We couldn't get rid of the marked bills, but that calbron got re-rock, so Rah won't get a drug charge." She said, and zo nodded. "Soon as he gets a bail I’m sending Madi to go pay that, but real talk, he might gotta do some time," he said, shaking his head. She nodded, "I know, but I got him no matter what...nuestra  Familia es lo primero" She said and exited the car. Zo chuckled, "Cam better pray she don't find his ass," he laughed and pulled off.

The 25th Police District was where they took Rasul. He was wearing a lightweight Puma tracksuit, black and red Puma sneakers, and his jewelry: a diamond tennis chain with a pendant that said "Loyalty makes you Family," and a bad face Rolex with a diamond bezel and a pinky ring. They told him to strip; they took his phone, jewelry, and wallet. "I got $2,200 cash in my wallet, all my shit better be there, broke bitches," he said sarcastically as they put him through processing. He was put in a cell with four other men; they all looked at him. He surveyed the group, turned his back, and went to sit down. "Here we go," he exhaled, shaking his head.

"Yo, bruh," a tall, slim guy said. Rasul just looked up. "Dog, it don't matter what I’m here for, I don't care what none of you niggas here for, so ain't nothing to talk about, feel me?" The guy nodded his head but still approached, causing Rasul to stand up on feet going right to a 45-degree angle. "Nah, nah, bruh, it’s me, Sean, you Ms. Bex’s son, right?" the man said. Rasul thought for a second, then it dawned on him. "Damn, Shiz! It’s been like 15 years, I thought y'all moved to the ATL." Rasul replied, and they shook hands. "Yeah, we did, and that shit is a gold mine, bruh, on the legal and illegal; they definitely support Black-owned business. Me and my girl just opened our 2nd store. Bruh, shit is good down in the Dirty," Shiz said, sounding country as hell. Rasul cocked his head to the side, "Yeah, so why the fuck you in a cell with me?" He asked. Shiz shook his head, "We gotta bust it up, one on one; you always was a smart hustling ass nigga, even in elementary school you had the snacks hustle on lock, so I knew you can eat like a king down there, bro." Shiz said sincerely.






Chapter 2
Two weeks later, Rasul was being released from CFCF County Jail on State Road in Philadelphia. His girl, Nyazia, was there waiting for him. She saw him walk out and ran full speed at him, jumping in his arms, wrapping her legs and locking her small feet around his waist. "Damn, luv, it’s only been two weeks!" he said between her kisses, smacking her ass. "She pouted playfully, "Papi, that’s too long," she said seriously as she got down. A five-foot 36-26-39 frame looking delicious in an all-baby-blue linen fitted dress with white and blue gladiator strap open-toed sandals with matching French manicure and pedicure, her long dark hair pulled to one side, hanging to her waistline. She is half-Filipino, half-Dominican, and 100% loyal to Rasul. Rasul opened the car door for her; he kept it simple— a 2013 Trailblazer—so he didn't draw attention. After helping her into the truck, he walked around to the driver side and got in. "Bae, did you check out that situation I told you about?" he asked. She folded her arms and looked at him out the corner of her eye, "No, you didn't look." "Uhm, since when don't I hold you down?" she snapped. Rasul playfully put his hands up, "My bad, babe, I don't want no smoke... but I do want what’s under that dress." He knew she didn't like underwear with her sundresses. He leaned the seat back, "69, fuck CFCF" he said as she positioned herself over him. Good thing the sun was down and his truck was bombed out.

 

Back at The Police Headquarters, 8th and Race, known in Philly as the Roundhouse. "How the fuck we miss on this one?" Detective Brandon said to his partner, Detective Turner. "I don't know, partner, it’s like this fucker knew we were coming; no drugs, the gun was registered to the girl, the shit we got from the C.I. was comeback, re-rock bullshit, so all we got is the marked bills." Turner said, getting frustrated. Brandon kept pacing the floor, "Keep an eye on that house, he gonna slip up; I want him gone for good, not a year or two, and follow up on the girl; she has to know something or be into more than we think." He concluded, and the two detectives walked out of the room.






Chapter 3
The next afternoon, business was business. Rasul just pulled up to the corner of 13th and Butler in North Philly, parked his truck, and walked over to Shiz, who was leaning on the hood of his 2013 S550 Mercedes with its Georgia tags. The two men shook hands and wordlessly began to walk down the street. "You think about making that play, or you still need time?" Shiz asked, breaking the silence. "Yeah, I been kicking a few ideas around, clothing line, music, a food spot; you know, just gotta come with the right one." Rasul said. Shiz nodded in agreement, "Yeah, true, take your time, folk; it’ll be there when you ready, but until then, you gonna fuck with ya boi on that snow?" Rasul stopped walking, pulled out a pack of Newports, tapped one out of the pack, lit it, and inhaled the smoke. "I can do 900, but you have a min of 9 plus 9 on top of that, you paying back 1,200 each to cover my loss." "So your 9 gets you 18, get a half bird, get a full bird, pay the difference on the back end; this is only your price, nobody else, no calls, or text, when you go in the papi store ask for the special, the receipt will have a CashApp, zelle and a PayPal account; split the payments between the accounts over two days, by the time the last transfer is sent your order will be on the way." Rasul said and walked away after giving shizz dap.

 

The way that Rasul and his team operated was smooth, low-key, and efficient. They never did deals in the same spot with the same customer. If you wanted 4 1/2 ounces or more, you had to put your order in two days in advance with a runner, who would then put the order in with a case worker, who would then send it to the stash house. The order would be put together, then taken to one of the pick-up spots monitored by the captains, who would then send the location to the customer 5 minutes before pick-up; the actual location will be sent via text message with instructions to walk to the pick-up spot. There is never any drugs, but the order in the spot, so if there’s a raid, that is all that will be found. And now, after the situation with Cam, Rasul suggested they use CashApp, PayPal, and Zelle to make the deals, routing the money to different accounts, in no larger than $6,000 deposits, and the accounts would be business accounts. Rasul just started Status Apparel, got his EIN, and trademarked his logo, so it was cool for him to open a business account with Wells Fargo Bank and a credit union account. Shiz, Rich, Deniro, zo, and Kelz all did the same under different business names.

Now it was time to put the new plan into action and get some of that Atlanta money. Rasul had about 300 Tshirts pressed up with the Status logo, which was a man running with a money bag that said "BAG Getter" underneath the image. The streets were feeling the shirts, and they were selling like crack rocks at $15 each; he made $4,500 in the first week and a half just selling the shirts out of the trunk of his truck. Zo was helping him, as well as Nyazia getting the female sales. His cousin Larry, who was older, taught him how to do silk screening; he purchased two screens with his logo and two with new logos, one for females. He taught Nyazia and his youngin Zo how to press and dry the shirts. He also purchased hoodies and joggers as well as a digital transfer machine and a Cricut vinyl cutter to make the jogger sets. They were in the basement printing shirts when Rasul’s phone rang. He tapped the screen and let his earpiece connect. "Yo, bro, how’s the A?" he asked Shiz soon as the call connected. "It’s hot as hell but lovely, feel me, folk? They love that new brand already; I sent the demographics like an hour ago." Shiz replied. Rasul checked his CashApp, saw a $4,000 deposit, as well as a $5,000 PayPal deposit. "Let me finish pressing these shirts, yours on the way, bro." He said and disconnected the call. "Bae, get rich to get right for Shiz, it’s gonna be a whole block!" He said and smacks her on the butt as he walks towards the steps. "You better stop playing before you get me started, papi," she teased as she bounced her phat ass in the tight yoga pants she had on, then ran up the steps as Rasul dropped the squeegee and lunged towards her, laughing, "They had a connection nobody could understand but them; the way it began was almost a tragedy."






Chapter 4 Flashback: 2010
Rasul walked into the Papi store on the corner of 13th and Butler. The sun was going down on a hot 

summer day. He went to the coolers and grabbed two Snapple Apple drinks and headed for the counter, almost knocking down a short, honey-toned woman carrying a sandwich and chips. "Damn, excuse me mami," he said as he reached out and caught her elbow to steady her from falling. "It’s okay, stupido," she said and snatched her elbow away, rolling her eyes with an attitude. Rasul was hypnotized; she was five-foot, long hair to her waist with greyish-green eyes and a well-toned body. She had on a skirt, sandals, and the legs were golden, well-defined, and she wore about a 5 ½ in women's open-toed Pucci sandals. Her scent was like cinnamon and baby’s breath. Rasul was so busy studying her that he bumped into a guy coming in the store. "Damn, watch it, pussy!" the man spat as he walked past, causing Rasul to snap out of his trance. "What you say, bro?" he said calmly as he placed his drinks on the counter. The woman was grabbing her bags to exit. Rasul threw a $5.00 bill on the counter. "Keep the change, papi," he said, grabbing the drinks and hurrying up to catch the woman. As she stepped out the door and turned the corner, he yelled, "Con permiso, pero tu eres bellísima?" He said, making her pause and look back as he walked up to her. "You speak Spanish, papi?" she asked, smiling. "A little bit. But how you doing, my name is Rasul, and you are?" He replied as he leaned down, grabbing her small hand and kissing it, making her laugh. "Oh wow, a true gentleman, isn't that nice, but you can call me Ny," she said, blushing. Rasul smiled, “ I remember…” then saw her eyes go wide and the smile fade. His street instinct kicked in; he pulled Nyazia down and spun around. The bullet struck him in the shoulder, making him fall on top of Nyazia and squeezing the trigger of his .357 Bulldog to back the shooter up. He heard more shots and noticed Nyazia squeezing shots from a small 9-millimeter German Luger. "Marry me," he joked right before he passed out.

Rasul was taken to Temple Hospital where he stayed for two weeks. Nyazia had a carry permit for her gun so she was cleared. Everyday she visited Rasul in the hospital, knowing that he saved her life; she vowed to never leave his side from that day forward, no matter if he liked it or not, she was in his life to stay. The day he was released from the hospital, NyNy picked him up in her 2014 Nissan Altima. She took him straight to her house in the northeast section of Philly, pulled into the garage, cut the car off, and entered the house, motioning for Rasul to follow. "Take your shoes off, baby," she said as she slid her sandals off and stepped onto the plush white carpet. The house was well-layed: white carpet, a light blue leather sectional accented with pink and blue pillows, a light blue framed mirror, and a 70-inch mounted TV on the wall. A picture wall with photos of Nyazia and her family; Rasul saw she had a sister and two brothers. "I'm the babygirl, make yourself comfortable, I'll be right back," she said and walked up the steps.

Rasul grabbed the TV remote and turned on the TV, tuning it to the news channel ABC 6; he was watching a story about a body that was found in an abandoned house in the Hunting Park sections of the city. When Nyazia came back down the steps, wearing a long Allen Iverson jersey that stopped mid-thigh, her hair was up in a bun with loose strands curling at the sides. Even with no makeup, her beauty was breathtaking. She looked like something that could only be imagined by a master artist. Her skin so smooth and flawless with its natural honey golden glow, the perfect full lips, the slanted eyes, jet black hair, the long natural eyelashes, the small hands and feet (a size 3 in boys, a 5 in women's), the toned legs from her dance and gymnastic years, the flat stomach, 36C breast, and the size 39 hips and ass. She was perfection in the flesh. She sat three Macy’s bags in front of Rasul, then sat across from him in her egg chair, Indian style. "I hope you like them," she said, placing her hands under her chin and looking at him. "You didn't have to buy me nothin', Ma," he stated, looking at her, leaning forward and locking eyes with her. She smiled and uncrossed her legs, showing her shaved pussy, before crossing them. "I didn't have to, but I did it because if I see anything I think my man looks good in or would want, I am going to get it. Period," she said, matter-of-factly. He laughed at her cockiness. "So I'm your man? I have no say so? I see you doing good driving next years model already, place laid out he replied, shaking his head as he pulled items out of the bag: Armani Exchange shirts and shorts, Ralph Lauren Polo Golf shirts, Timberland boots, and an iPhone. He looked at the phone: "I got a phone luv, besides I'm a Galaxy user," he said, setting the phone on the table.

She put her hand on top of his. "Well, this phone is strictly for me and you; if I want to talk dirty, FaceTime you to play with myself, or just see your face and hear your voice, you know it's only me calling, and vice versa. On my phone I don't even need a code, yours is the only number in it. Call them other bitches from that other phone now here," she said as she walked over, sat on his lap, and took a selfie. Rasul could only stare at her, turned on by her sexiness and confidence. He stood up, pushed her down on the sofa, and spread her legs, lifting the jersey over her hips. He looked at her toned body, then into her hypnotic eyes as he flicked his tongue on her clit, making her shiver. "Umm, ss-shit," she moaned as he began to expertly run his tongue in circles, up and down her clitoris; occasionally he would insert his tongue inside of her tight box and twirl it around. He flipped her over on her stomach, put a pillow under her to arch her back and round ass in the air, then continued eating her from behind until she came so hard she shook uncontrollably. Rasul satisfied the job he did, got up, "I'm a take a shower, then make a run," he said and walked out of the room. Nyazia just lay there dazed, watching Rasul as he exited the room. "W-what the hell you do to me? I can't move," she whined. Rasul yelled down the steps, "Just a sample of what a real man do".






Chapter 5
Over the next four months, they became best friends. If you saw one, the other wasn't too far away, unless NyNy was at work. She was a paralegal studying for her bar exam. She told Rasul about the reason she was single; her fiancé was killed 18 months ago in a home invasion that she found out was set up by one of his workers who was upset that his corner was taken from him and given to a female case worker. Also, she introduced him to her family; her father, Juanito, was Dominican and connected, but he let his sons, Lucero and Tovar, run the street operations of the family business while he and his wife, Miko, who was Filipino and Black, focused on the bodegas and Asian restaurants; they owned five in total. Rasul was building a strong bond with the family and earning their trust; Juanito liked how he carried himself and how he treated his daughter. Nyazia was happy, yet she was also frustrated in the four months that they have been together; besides the day he went down on her, Rasul has refused to have sex with her nor allow her to please him, but he would give her oral sex until she came. Then he would go to sleep or make a run to handle business; this was driving her crazy and they spent every night together, either at his home or hers, basically living together.







Chapter 6 turn up
The dry heat of Las Vegas didn’t just sit on you; it baked the secrets right out of your skin. Rasul leaned against the balcony rail of the penthouse, watching the Strip flicker like a dying motherboard. Inside, the rhythmic clack-clack-clack of Nyazia's laptop was the only sound.

"You’re thinking too loud," Nyazia said, not looking up from the spreadsheets.

"I'm thinking about the front," Rasul replied, turning back into the room. He gestured to the luxury shopping bags piled on the sofa. "We spend fifty grand on jewelry and silk, but the workers in Philly is still reporting losses. It looks sloppy, Ma" Nyazia finally looked up, her eyes sharp. "The block is about to be the past, Rasul. We’re moving into logistics now. Import-export. We need a shell that can swallow millions without a hiccup. I’ve 

already drafted the articles of incorporation for 'Status multi media'."

Rasul walked over, placing a hand on her shoulder. The tension between them was a mix of professional respect and something far more dangerous. "And the family? Your people are starting to ask why a guy like me is suddenly sitting at the head of the table."

"My family knows you’re with me," she said, her voice dropping to a low, steady hum. "And they know my 'plug' has never steered us wrong. But stay sharp. The head of the family doesn't like surprises."

"Who is he? This 'head' everyone




whispers about?"

Nyazia offered a cryptic, razor-thin smile. "Who said it was a 'he'?"

 

Four months later, the Vegas heat had been replaced by the biting, damp chill of the East Coast. Rasul had spent the autumn embedding himself into Nyazia's world, becoming a fixture at Sunday dinners and late-night strategy sessions.

They sat in the back of a dimly lit bistro, the remains of a heavy Italian dinner between them. Rasul felt the weight of the last few months—the planned transition of their funds into the new legal fronts, and the 

growing complexity of his connection to Nyazia’s kin. "I did some digging," Rasul whispered, leaning across the table. "My main supplier—the guy I’ve been buying from for three years—he’s connected to your uncle’s side of the operation. We’ve been swimming in the same pool this whole time and didn't even know it."

Nyazia didn’t look surprised. She sipped her red wine, her gaze steady. "In this business, Rasul, there are no coincidences. Only connections you haven't mapped out yet."

"He told me something else," Rasul continued, his voice barely audible.




"He’s never met the boss. None of the street-level guys have. He said he only deals with one person, and that person reports directly to a woman. A 'Matriarch' in the shadows."

Nyazia set her glass down with a soft clink. The atmosphere shifted; the playful warmth of the evening evaporated, replaced by the cold reality of their hierarchy.

"You’ve learned a lot in four months," Nyazia said. "But be careful with that curiosity. Knowing the face of the woman at the top is a privilege that usually comes with a permanent price."

Rasul looked at her, seeing the steel




behind her eyes. He realized then that he wasn't just building a reltionship but also business with Nyazia— he was being auditioned for a dynasty. "I'm not afraid of the price," Rasul said. "Good," Nyazia replied, reaching out to take his hand. Her grip was firm, a silent pact. " We have a flighy to catch luv Rich party tommorow so lets get up outta here" he said holding her hand as she stood from the table.






Chapter 7 Door blows
At 5:57 AM, she stirred from her




sleep, rolled over, and saw that he was still sleeping, but the rise under the sheets told her part of him was awake. She slowly slid the bed sheet down to his waist and began to stroke his manhood, which grew even more from her touch as she moved her mouth closer. She licked her lips and felt the wetness between her thighs begin to drip down her lower lips. She took the head in her mouth and began to finger her pussy; she took him deeper in her mouth, flicking her tongue in circles around the shaft as she went "mmm." Rasul moaned as he grabbed her head and pulled her hair and ace him. "So you just gonna 

take the dick?" he said as she struggled to keep her head back down. "Bae, it taste so good and it's been 4 months, I want to suck and fuck you until you can't fuck no more; this shit is driving me crazy," she yelled as she stomped around the bedroom in her thong and put on a tank top. Rasul just sat there shirtless, leaning on the headboard, smiling at her. "Luv, you don't think it's hard for me not to fuck you? Every time I look at you, I want you, shit when I think at you I want you. But I have to show discipline, and it's for a reason, but it is worth it, and I will explain everything to you soon, and I promise you will get 

everything you want and more. Just hope you can handle it".

He pulled her on his lap and kissed her on the forehead, then smacked her on the butt. "Now can you make breakfast? I gotta meet your dad and brothers for lunch, their pedicures are at 2:30 right?" he said. "Yes, babe, and Rich party is at 9:00 PM. I have to pick up Madi, and our cousin Amina, so I will meet you there. Pancakes, eggs, and turkey bacon?"

"Yes, thanks Luv," he replied as she sashayed her thick 5-foot frame out of the room, knowing he was watching. She couldn't help but wonder how a guy from North Philadelphia, street smart, ruthless, 

educated, ambitious, yet humble, and so good-looking, could not be the typical arrogant playboy type and just want to sex every beautiful woman that threw themselves at him; she witnessed it on numerous occasions that they were out and about, how women stared, flirted, even a few times some were bold enough to ask if they had an open relationship, which threw Nyazia off at first. But the more she got to know Rasul to observe him, she too realized there was a certain aura that drew people to him. He didn't try to impress others, or flash wealth, even his hustle was low key and well organized. He was born to 

lead, to be a boss, a star, but he didn't want the spotlight, or the attention, and he also told her that the streets were his training and college that taught him life lessons that no classroom or piece of paper could validate and that was how to survive in a cutthroat world, legal or illegal, because you had to learn how to beat the odds. "Bae, you either gonna hit your number or crap out… life's a gamble," he told her on many occasions, so much so that she also began looking at things from that perspective and saw the logic behind it; gambling is a risk, a chance, just like anything else in life, be it starting a business, selling 

drugs, going for a degree, or a new relationship, a marriage; everything is a risk, a roll of the dice; sometimes we win, sometimes we lose but as long as we breathe we can always try again until we get it right.

By the time NyNy was finished with breakfast, Rah was dressed; he entered the kitchen in a blue and white Polo jogger set with blue and white Jordans. He walked to the counter, poured two cups of coffee, added three sugars and hazelnut creamer to his, then one sugar and French Vanilla creamer to the other cup, then carried them to the table as Nyazia set their plates down. He 

pulled out her chair, waited for her to sit, then sat across from her turned the TV on to the news channel. He closed his eyes then said "Bismillah" to bless the food then began eating. Nyazia looked at him like a puzzle she couldn't solve. "Why you looking at me like that?" He asked she smiled " I know you're not gay, I know I turn you on, I know you want me, but I can't figure out, how you can sleep.next to me naked damn near every night and not fuck me? Is it another chick i don't know about?" She asked Rasul.laughed " Nah that aint it luv" he said "Now eat bae Allah doesn't like us to be wasteful"




[Chapter 8]

 

New parnters

P

They finished their meal in silence listening to the news on Tv. Rasul Rinsed their dishes and Placed them in the dish washer while Nyazia went to shower and get Dressed she returned 30 minutes later wearin YOGA tights the same color Blue as Rasuls Jogger set a white Polo sweater that came to her thighs and little white & blue Jordan 1’s sneakers on her size 3 feet her long hair in two Pig tails making her look like a School Girl A pair of clear 

gold framed Cartier glasses Completed the look Rasul shook his head as he opened the door for her “you always biting my swag” he joked and Smacked her on the butt as she walked out the door “No bae I Compliment your Swag” she replied over her shoulder, Rasul hit the alarm on his car and opened her door on hers “see you later bae" he Said kissing her forehead.

Juanito Sat in the office of his restaurant with his Two Sons, “I hear there is a problem on a few Blocks, that need to be solved mejo?” Juanito Said looking at Lucero his eldest son “Si Papa me and Tovar didn’t want to bring unwanted 

attention and Police to interfere with the operation” Lucero said Juanito Nodded his head in agreement “I like your sisters new Friend he’s smart and I think he will be a good fit for us in those areas get you two out of sight and let him manage it, what do you boys think?” He asked his sons “I say we test him, see if he has the heart and loyalty by having him and his people handle our problem” Tovar added “Just what I was thinking” Juanito said stroking his salt and Pepper Goatee There was A knock at the Door “come in” Janito Said The door Opened and Rasul walked in followed by a Bald Tall Dark skinned man and a short 

Brown skinned man “Hola” Rasul Said as They entered and shook hands with the two Sons and approached the desk to shake Juanitos hand “me Alverez this is Rich” he said pointing to the taller man “and his brother Deniro” He finished indicating the shorter man All men Greeted each other and shook hands then settled at the round table set off in the Corner of the office Juanito Got right down to business “I have 2 problems that need solving, if you can do this for me, I will put my faith and business behind you, The blocks that you already control will double maybe Triple in profit with our product as 

well as the blocks you will be taking over for us, The price is 25 a Kilo which is 8,000 cheaper then the current street price if you purchase 10 or more the Rate is 18,000 do we have a deal?” He finished and leaned back in his wing backed chair studying the three friends “Sounds good just make it 21.5 a ki, No dis respect but this problem you want solved could be a life sentence for the people involved, and also the better the price the more we buy, and we can compete for wholesale distribution and beat the prices which will increase revenue on both retail and wholesale Rasul said “more work, more money, and we 

not in the habit of sitting on work” Rich added his Deep voice and bald head Drew Juanito’s attention “I like That” he stated and Rose to shake hands with the men “Give Lucero your contacts, everything will be arranged and we will proceed from there” he added “Bet” was all That Rich, Rasul, and Deniro said as they exited the office.

I see great things from them” Juanito said to his sons “yeah will she approve” Tovar asked Nyazia was sitting in the driver’s seat as her older sister Madira but they called her Madi was going on about how she would not be able to go so long with out sex “So First you 

are single for over a year then you meet a fine ass man who is everything you want, and he is not giving up the Dick?” she said exasperated “Hope he will lick it, but not stick it, he wont even let me go down on him my pussy is on fire sis” she Whined “well at least you got a good man, I cant find one worth a damn out here!” Madi said as they pulled up to the nail Salon Nyany Parked and they exited the car Just as Rasul pulled up beside them and blew his horn rolling the window Down “we gonna park around the corner Ma” Rasul yelled to Nyany But Rich was hypnotized by Madi her 5’5 Mocha Tone, long hair and 

Curvagious Body her and Nyany could be twins only Madi is 3 years older and Thick with Smokey Gray eyes: “Damn sis Badd as hell Bruh” Rich Said as he and Madi locked eyes as Rasul pulled off to go and park the truck, They met up with the Ladies in front of the nail Salon Ny kissed Rasul Then introduced Rich to her sister “Hey Rich this is my big sis Madira” She smiled at the look on Rich’s face “You mean my future wife” Rich Said as he took madis hand “How are you doing Beautiful, Take my Phone Put in your number and Save it as the one” he said handing Madi his phone “How you just gonna demand my number?”




Madi replied playfully “A man who lacks in confidence can never obtain what he wants, for fear of going after it” Rich and Rasul quoted at the same time and dapped each other up. The sisters looked at each other and laughed as Madi handed Rich his phone back “I see you already Texted, your Phone, I gotta run but yo make sure yall bring my future wife to my Party Tonight… You got plans then Cancel them I’ll see you tonight” Rich Said kissing Madi’s finger tips then walking off leaving Madi staring after him causing Rasul and Nyazia to laugh “well sis looks like you just met your match” Nyazia Said grabbing her 

hand and following Rasul into the Salon. Madi was smiling like The cat that swallowed the Canary “I think So sis, He gave me Butterflies” Madi replied “they mailing Three Pedicures and manicures” Rasul Said to the Asian woman at the counter who escorted them To Three pedicure chairs They sat and got pampered.






Chapter 9 sophisticated husler
Deniro was on 13th and Pike on the side of the Papi store Shooting Dice with Three of his Boys when his Phone Rang “Hold Dice” He said as he Pulled the Phone out “Yeah I’m 

on Pike on The side” He said into the phone and hung up he walked down to the alley way grabbed a Six Pack of Canned soda’s and Sat it on the back trunk of his Car a tall light skinned Guy Turned the Corner eating a Big Bag of BBQ Potato chips He Dapped the men at the dice game Deniro Grabbed the chips and ate a few the man walked over and picked up the six pack of sodas and opened one from the Pack and opened it A red Blue Audi Turned the Corner and Blew the horn “next pack on me” the man Said and Grabbed the rest of the six pack and walked to the audi the woman Driving yelled out the window “we straight 

Deniro?” “I’ll hit your line in a minute this not an air bag is it” he replied indicating the bag of chips “Boy dont Come for me… we dont do that” She replied and pulled off Deniro Returned back to the dice game “Whats the number?” he asked pulling out a wad of Cash. To the Average eye nothing out of the ordinary took place but the system Rasul put in place was designed that way, Inside of 3 of the Soda cans were 2 ounces of crack the other 3 cans held Soda to add weight and inside of the Potato chip bag was $10,000 in plastic wrapped 100 Dollar Bills at the Bottom of the Bag under the chips so 9 ounces of 

crack cocaine was just Sold and nobody knew a thing not even the cops who were watching the block due to a Tip they got a week ago but so far all they saw was minor Dice games and guys hanging out Bull shitting, smoking, Some working out on a pull up bar But not one Rock, one Pill, one Gram of weed has been sold as far as the Cops were concerned this was a waste of Time and money “I Don’t know bout you partner But I’m starving” Detective Brandon Said to his Partner Detective Turner “Yeah me too, hows bout A Steak from Maxxe’s?” Turner replied “Sounds Good to me” Brandon stated and Pulled off.




Deniro watched the unmarked car pull off and shook his head “Niggaz better catch up” he said as he walked to his car sat in the drivers seat and pulled the money out of the bag of Potato chips hit a few Buttons on the steering wheel to open his stash spot. Putting the Money up “Trina always straight not a gotta Count that later the nigga she got running be Tapping shit” he said out loud as he started the car heading to the mall to buy a new outfit for Rich’s party, Trina was 5’8 Thick, Mocha Toned with model looks, but a hustlers ambition, and No nonsense mentality she stood over Cam, her young worker, Jess, 

her right hand, and Mika her case worker as they Sat and Bagged The Crack That she and Cam just purchased from Deniro, Jess was holding one of the Soda cans staring That nigga RAW on some NEXT level shit wit this” she said as she pulled the top off of the can and removed the ounces of crack from inside.

Jess was 5’4 half Black and Puerto rican Butter Pecan skin long hair Quiet type But deadly, Mika was the Boujie one 5’6 chocolate Malyssa ford type Body with hands like a female mike tyson she would fight man or woman Being the only girl with 6 brothers she was the second 

to youngest and ready to pop off anytime but she also ans about her money and Ram Their block like clock work. Trina took a Puff of her Blunt exhaled Slowly then spoke “we need to step up to at least half a Bird Stop Playing with this money and go ALL in”

“I’m always Down for making more money we need to push this Bitch and Just throw all the profit in the Next Flip” Mika said Cam looked up “what? ain’t Nobody Working for Free” He Said, with attitude “Nigga you still gonna get paid we taking about on the Boss end,” Jess Snapped at him. “matter of Fact shouldn’t you be taking that to the Block” She Added and tossed 

a Brown Paper bag onto the Table infant of him “Yeah They Probably low as hell at There go ahead Cam” Trina Said cam grabbed the bag and mumbled as he walked out of the room “Oooh I can’t stand his simple ass” mika said looking at Trina “yeah Tee why you be having his lazy ass around? I know Kia was your girl but you dont owe her or her lil brother shit that nigga Cocky and sloppy how he move” Jess added “I know but until he fuck up for real I’m going to let him eat now how much he eat is on him ain’t nothing free so he earn what he get that’s if nothing more, nothing less, now let’s finish this shit and get ready for Rich’s 

party” Trina Said as she sat Down at the Table.






Chapter 10
After leaving the Salon Nyazia, and Madi went to go pick up their cousin Amina and do some shopping Rasul had to ride with them to Pick up his truck from Rich and while in The Car with the ladies his Phone Rang he looked at the caller display and Saw who it was and ignored the call Nyazia didn’t even look at him “when she call back Answer it” She Said never taking her eyes off the road they came to a red light at Broad and wyoming Rasul laughed 

“yo you funny, if I don’t feel like Talking why answer?” He said as the phone began to ring again he hit Answer then speaker “yo Jess what’s up?” He said when the call Connected “Nothing did you get them sneakers for Nesha? I didn’t get to the store and your mom just called and asked me”, Jess replied “Yeah I Grabbed her stuff earlier, I’m on my way to get my truck then Drop it off to her” He stated “OH Okay Thank you, and Trina want to Talk to you about our work out plan” She added the code for the amant of Work the want to buy “Say less See yall at the Party” He replied and hung up looking at Nyazia “Happy?”




He said she blew him a kiss and batted her eyelashes “Yup I get to talk to her tonight” she said Rasul walked into his mother’s house with 5 Bags in hand for his 14 year old daughter who was Sitting At the Dining room table Doing her homework “Hey Baby Girl” he said and kissed her on top of the head “Hey Daddy whats all that?” she asked sitting her Pencil Down and grabbing the bag he handed her “OOOH the New Jordans, and the Gucci Sneaks” thank you Daddy “She yelled exatedly and Hugged him Then she saw the Saks from Fifth avenue, and Macy’s and Neiman Marcus Bags “and clothes?




Ok Dad you doin it” she Said Hogging him he couldnt help the Smile and laughter that she caused, He couldn’t Deny her anything she was an honor roll student from 1st Grade all the way until now she would Two years ahead in school but Rasul, Jess and his mom Ms. Beverly decided 15 would be Too young for her to graduate high school but she will graduate at 16 with honors and start college that same year she finishes high school “I’m still staying with you while g mom in mexico?” she asked “Yeah I’m coming to get you tomorrow, Here you go” He said and gave her $200 Dollars her weekly allowance 

And walked up the stairs “Call your mom and thank her for your Jordans and the Macy’s bag” He said as he went up the stairs to use the bathroom, Then he went to his brothers room “Yo Bro” He Said knocking on the door “Its open” came the reply he pushed open the door his Brother Miz was laying down watching a movie “You Good?” Rasul asked “Yeah did a double so I’m trying to get Some sleep before the Party” Miz Said yawning Rasul Tossed a Roll of money on the bed “That’s $1800 give half to mom for her Trip and do whatever you need wit the other half. I’ll see you Tonight” He Said 

and gave his brother a Fist Bump and shut the door as he went back down stairs he could hear his Daughter on the phone, she was on Facetime with her mom “Girl your Dad been goin all out from the minute you was born he become a shopaholic” Jess Said and laughed causing Nesha to laugh also “Yeah yeah I Don’t recall you ever Complaining, or going without” He said as he came and hugged his daughter looking at Jess on the video Call “Love you Baby girl..” “Love you too dad” Nesha Said as Rasul walked out of the house he Made Sure the Front Door was locked as he went Down the steps 

and was approached by a woman “Hey Rah I got 40 can I get 5?” she asked he Just Nodded his head up and down “Papi Store” was All he said the woman kept walking up the street Rasul pulled a key ring from his pocket and hit ans Alarm Key Fob for a Buick Century parked 4 doors down he walked to the Car opened the door and started the Car he went into his hidden stash spot and counted out Five Dime Bags of crack turned the Car off and got back out then walked towards the store before reaching the corner he sat the 5 Bags of crack on the hood of a Car then went into the store the woman handed him Two Twenty 

Dollar Bills “on the 3rd car hood” was all he said 

[Chapter 11]

The Banquet hall was packed inside and all of the Major Players in Philadelphia Came out to celebrate Rich’s Birthday he and Deniro stood in the vip section Both Dressed in Black slacks Rich had a Gold Versace Shirt with Black and Gold Versace slip on shoes, Deniro had one a Gold and Black Striped Dior Shirt matching tie and Gold Shoes by Giusseppi, zo was also vetsace down ,they were Taking in the crowd and watching Rasul as he approached with Jess, by his side, 

he was in Black and Gold Louis Vuitton shoes Black slacks and a black and Gold Louis Vuitton sweater, Jess was in a form fitting Gold and Black Dress her Vony hair laying over her shoulder in a long single Braid They were in the middle of a Conversation when they arrived at the Table “I heard you Jess, but Tell Trina get at Deniro I’m Cool wit it But he her plug” Rasul Said Jess looked at him and sighed “I know that but I’m going in on this with her” she Said grabbing his arm as Deniro and Rich watched the scene with Amusement Rasul looked at her “you know I’m not going to co-sign that shit, but you Grown and 

Still stubborn as fuck So I ain’t gonna block it either” he said shaking his head and Sitting Down next to Rich “your Brother lined me up” he said leaning Forward looking at Deniro who Just smiled shrugged his shoulders and replied “Bro that’s your BM and I wasn’t going to budge until you said it’s a go, None of us want them trapping but they came up under us we Basically Groomed them to be QueenPins” Deniro said, Jess leaned down and kissed Rasul on the cheek “thanks Baby Daddy” she Said and walked back over towards Trina, and Mika. A Few of the other hustlers walked over to the VIP tables to wish Rich a happy 

Birthday The Photographer was taking Pictures Some music artists Came out to show luv, it was definitely a party that would be talked about “Damn who that?” one of the men Said Pointing towards the entrance where Nyazia, Madi, and Amina just walked in looking like Triplets in oriental style dresses That had the choker collars open breast mid thigh length with slits on each side only Nyazias hang Down to her Ankle on one side she had on Black with gold Roses through out the dress, Gold OPEN toed Gladiator heeled sandals with her hair in two Buns on the sides like Chung li from street fighter with A Gold Rose on 

one side, her lip gloss had Gold glitter, the black eye liner and gold eye shadow made her Greenish grey eyes stand out Madi was in a Black and gold matching dress But hers was a tiger striped Print, Amina was in Gold with Black Dragons embroidered through All eyes were on the Three women as they walked toward the Group of men who just stared, Across the room Trina, Jess, and Mika stared at the women as well “Who The fuck is These bitches” mika hissed.

Madi walked up to Rich “Happy Birthday” she said and kissed him on the cheek she opened her clutch and pulled out a Ring Box and 

Handed it to him “thanks ma” he said and pulled her in for a hug Nyazia walked up and sat on Rasuls lap and gave him a deep Passionate Kiss Jess choked on her Drink across the room Madi introduced Amina “This is our Cousin Amina… amina this is Rich, thats Rasul if Ny ever let him up for air, and you are?” she concluded looking at Deniro Rich finished the introductions “This is my Brother Deniro” he said Madi smiled “Oh I’m getting talked about already?” she joked “He just Said he met an Angel but I see it must run in the family, because looking at Amina I can only be in heaven” Deniro said as he grabbed Aminas 

hand and indicated the seat next to him “what yall drinking? we on that Tequila” Rich said. Signaling the server to come over “what can I get you Rich?” she asked “Another bottle of Patron and the ladies…” He paused and Madi finished “Hennessy Margarita’s” she Said and put a 100 dollar bill on her Tray “All Drinks are covered” The Server Said Madi smiled “I figured that… that’s your tips for this round sweetie” she said
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