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    For the ones who made it out,the ones still trying,and the ones the streets refuse to let go.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "The loudest ones get clapped first.But ghosts?They move in silence… and stay undefeated."— Unknown
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​Chapter 1: Hood Rich Dreams
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Tyce leaned against the chipped brick wall outside Kenny’s Cuts, one foot up, hood on, eyes low.

The air smelled like clippers, Newport smoke, and fresh lies—hood regular.

He had a handful of nickel bags stuffed in his North Face pocket and a cheap burner buzzing with missed calls. The clientele came slow, but steady—construction workers, baby daddies, tired old heads pretending they didn’t still blow on the low.


“Three for ten, unc,” Tyce said to a man in a work vest.

“Keep the change, lil homie,” the man mumbled, sliding a crumpled twenty into Tyce’s palm like it burned.


Tyce nodded and passed him the goods.

It wasn’t real money. Not yet.

But it stacked.

Slow.

Like anger. Like hunger.
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Inside the shop, Kenny was mid-taper, arguing over Nas vs. Hov like it still mattered. The TV played muted SportsCenter, and the floor was littered with hair, lottery slips, and grease-stained receipts.

But Tyce wasn’t listening.

His eyes were across the street.

On the lime green Lambo that pulled up to Bella’s, the strip club turned juice bar turned stash spot. And behind the wheel?

A girl who didn’t belong to the block—or the struggle.

She stepped out in skin-tight jeans and heels that screamed Dubai, not Detroit.


Skin dark like cocoa butter.
Body shaped like a violation.
Hair long, lashes longer, attitude the longest.

Tyce licked his lips. Didn’t even blink.


“Damn...” he muttered.


He didn’t know her name.
Didn’t know if she was single.
Didn’t know if the car was hers or some trick’s she was riding dirty with.
But he knew one thing:


“One day, I’m gon’ have both. A foreign and a foreign baddie.”


[image: image]

He looked down at his busted sneakers.
Back up at her glossy heels.
Then across the block at the Lambo’s purring engine.
That was it.

That was the moment.

The one every kingpin has—where the hunger gets loud, and the dream gets teeth.


“All I gotta do is double up,” Tyce whispered to himself.
“Flip once. Then flip again. Then fuck the game raw.”
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A car rolled by slow. Windows down. Faces watching.

Tyce tucked his pack and straightened up.


“Game time.”
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​Chapter 2: The Plug’s Nephew
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Tyce had just finished his last hand-to-hand of the night when Bam pulled up in the ugliest Lexus he’d ever seen—matte black with chrome rims that looked like they belonged on a time machine.


“Get in, lil bro,” Bam said, grinning like trouble with a gold tooth.


Tyce hesitated. Bam wasn’t just the neighborhood clown—he was loud, flashy, always talkin’ too much, but he had something Tyce didn’t.

Access.

And when you broke, access is currency.
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Inside the whip, the bass thumped something sinister. Bam smelled like Dior and smoke, and there were three phones sitting in the cupholder—all unlocked, all buzzing.


“Where we headed?” Tyce asked.

“Opportunity, my nigga,” Bam said. “You ever heard of Rico?”


Tyce blinked.


“Rico who?”


Bam laughed.


“Rico don’t got no last name. He got connections. Quiet money. Colombian pipeline. Moves weight without movin’ loud. And he’s my mama’s nephew.”

“That makes him your cousin, dumbass.”

“Shut up and just play the part,” Bam grinned. “I told him about you. He wanna see if you built for something bigger than nickel sacks and barbershop runs.”


[image: image]

They pulled up to a corner liquor store with a neon sign that flickered like it owed somebody rent.

Out back was a gated alley with a camera above it and a dude with a bulge under his hoodie nodding once before letting them through.

Inside?

Concrete walls. Stash bins. A white couch. Dim light.

And Rico.

Mid-30s. Beard trimmed. Gold pinky ring. Eyes like math.

He barely looked up from counting when they walked in.


“This him?” he asked Bam.

“Yeah. Lil Tyce. He move clean. Smart. Don’t post, don’t pop, don’t fuck up.”


Rico looked at Tyce like a mechanic inspects an engine—silent and thorough.


“What you tryna be, Tyce?”

“Paid.”

“Everybody say that.”

“I ain’t everybody.”


Rico smirked. Waved him closer.


“You ready to carry weight?”

“I carry pressure every day,” Tyce said without flinching. “This ain’t new.”


Rico nodded once.


“Bam gone drop you a half next week. You flip it clean, no heat, I bring you in.”


Then, just like that, it was over.

No handshake. No blood oath. Just a look that said:


“I see you. Don’t fuck it up.”
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Back in the Lexus, Bam lit a blunt and passed it over.


“Told you, nigga,” he said, blowing smoke. “We on now.”


Tyce took a hit, eyes locked on the city outside the window.


“We better be.”


Because the next flip could change his life—or end it.

And in this game?

There ain't no receipts.
Only respect.
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​Chapter 3: Fast Money, Faster Enemies
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A week after the Rico drop, Tyce wasn’t the same dude outside the barbershop anymore.

His pockets got heavier.
His phones rang more.
And his name started sliding through conversations he wasn’t even in.

“Who that lil nigga runnin’ with Bam now?”
“That’s Tyce. Heard he movin’ heavy.”
“Movin’ fast, too fast. That shit gon’ catch up.”

It always does.
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He flipped the half in three days.
Came back to Rico with everything clean—no cuts, no skims, no drama.
Rico didn’t say much. Just nodded, tossed Tyce another bag—double the weight—and added a line that changed everything:


“Keep movin’ like that, I’ll make you family.”


That was hood code for “You on now.”

And Tyce moved like he knew it.

New clothes.
New Glock.
New whip—well, a rented Charger, but still.
It purred like a panther and screamed just enough to get heads turning.
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But money moves fast.
And jealousy moves faster.
Down on Langston Ave, a crew called the 33rd Boys started watching Tyce too close. Word was they used to run Bam’s side before Rico cut them off for being sloppy. Now Tyce’s name was replacing theirs—and they ain’t like that.

Especially Lil Tone.

Short, tatted, loud-mouthed, and always three seconds from shooting or snitching.

He caught Tyce posted outside the corner store, sipping lean, flexin’ his new chain.


“You Rico’s new bitch?” Tone said, loud enough for bystanders to hear.


Tyce smiled, slow.
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