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Chapter 1


Debit Card
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I was 21 years old and had dropped out of college about a year prior. Plus, I’d just been fired from my dead-end job at a tool supply company. And that was fine because I wasn’t making much and the job was depressing. I had to save two or three checks just to buy myself a decent winter coat. Therefore, collecting the unemployment benefits was better.

Unemployment wasn’t paying as much as working, but I didn’t care. I was buying and selling cars from the auction. Also, I was playing blackjack at the casino in Windsor, Ontario (Canada). I actually made money every time I went, even with the currency exchange rates. The only times I would lose was when I took my girlfriend Tiff with me.

She wasn’t a gambler and went with me just to get out of the house. Tiff felt like we were going out for a night on the town. She’d dress up in her Sunday’s best and spray some fragrance on her dark chocolate skin. Then, she’d put on some high heel shoes to give her short and thick frame extra height.

One Friday night I had just sold a car and went to the casino with all of the money on me. My cousin Dion went with me because he was tired of arguing with his wife. He always stopped by when he and his wife got into it. But that night I lost everything. The blackjack dealer was kicking my ass right from the start.

Afterwards, we stood in the parking lot along the Detroit River and leaned on the fence. Dion was standing next to me and shaking his head at me in pity. As I stared into the river. I had the worse feeling I had ever felt in my gambling career. My stomach was hurting and I felt nauseous. Thirty minutes later, Dion took me to Tiff’s house.

I went inside and went straight to bed. Two hours later, Dion had the audacity to call me complaining. 

“My wife and I are upset with you because it was late when I got home.” I couldn’t believe he had the nerve to say some shit like that. 

“Are you fucking crazy? You saw me just lose all that money! Now you’re calling me with this shit? Fuck you and your wife, don’t call me no more!”

Two weeks later, I bought an auction car with my unemployment check. Then it turned out to be a lemon. It had all kinds of electrical problems that were too costly for me to repair at the time. Therefore, I was in a financial bind. 

One day, I was outside of my mother’s house looking at the lemon car as if I could fix it. That’s when Lester and Eric walked up. Lester and Eric lived down the block and we all grew up together. We talked about what was wrong with the car as Eric stood there towering over me and Lester, while holding two bags of new clothes. He was wearing new clothes and looked like he had just pulled the tags off of them. I even noticed he was even wearing some new Gucci frames instead of his old black no-name frames.

For Eric to be this fresh with no explanation was unusual. And the next day, I was sitting on the porch when Eric came walking down the block towards his house. He was fresh again. All new shit. Plus, he was carrying more bags. I figured he must have won some money gambling or something. Then on the next day, he did it again. Now I knew there was something more to it.

I was talking with Lester when a cab pulled up with Eric in the back seat. He reached into his pocket and pulled out a big wad of cash to pay the driver. When he got out, he was carrying more bags of new clothes. 

“What are you doing every day?” I asked him. 

“I’m fucking with this nigga on the eastside who got the hook-up at the bank,” he nonchalantly answered. Now I wanted to know everything. Just in case I could get the hook-up to. 

“How did you meet this nigga?” 

“My cousin Craig turned me on to him. I’ve been getting money every day and shopping for free.” I asked him to tell me more about it and he did. “The nigga from the eastside had me open a checking account at First Federal Bank. When the debit card came in the mail, I gave it to him, along with the rest of my account information. Then, it was on the next day. We split one thousand every day and shopped on the debit card for another thousand... everyday!”

“I want to do it.” I told him with no hesitation. 

In order to open my checking account, I needed $50 for the initial deposit. So, I asked Eric to loan me the fifty until I got on. 

“Okay, But I want you to know when you do this, I’m going to tax you.” 

“Tax me for what?” 

“Because when I did it, I got taxed. So you’re getting taxed to. When you get the money, you’ll have to give me a little cut. And when you shop, I need to shop with you.” The deal was cool with me. He gave me the $50 and I proceeded to walk to the First Federal Bank that was right around the corner from us. 

I opened a checking account and the bank rep gave me a small blue cooler as a free gift to new customers. The first step in a plot that would change the rest of my life was taken. I even called my cousin Zeek (who they say looks just like me except darker) and told him about it. Zeek was always interested in making some money. Plus, I could tax him and make me a little bit also.

As I was waiting for my debit card to come, Lester and Eric came across a money order hustle. Lester asked me if he could use my address and have some merchandise shipped. He already had too many orders coming to his house.

“I’ll help you, but tell me where you’re getting the money orders from?” 

“I met this new dude name Tommy at Basketball City. The dude is smart as hell. He’s like a fucking genius. Tommy prints out the money orders and he got about two hundred thousand worth right now.” 

I instantly joined the team. It went good for about two weeks. We spread fake money orders all over the place. We had people cash them at stores and banks, plus sold them to people for half price. We didn’t make too much money because the money orders were printed out for small amounts. Only $300 to $500. But we did manage to accumulate a lot of merchandise out of the deal, like TVs and radios. Eric even tried to place a down payment on a conversion van with some money orders. Later, the salesman told him if he came back, the police would be waiting for him. That was hilarious to us.

But it all came to an end when Tommy and Lester went to the airport to buy some airline tickets with money orders. They planned on returning the tickets the next day for a cash refund. Lester was caught by airport security and taken to jail. Tommy got away. Then later that night, Lester surprised us when he all of a sudden came home. Not even five minutes after he was home, Eric and I were at his side door.

“How did you get out of jail?” we both asked. 

“Man... Don’t tell nobody, but I told on Tommy.”

“What?” Eric and I both shouted. 

“They made me show them where he lived. They kicked his door in and took everything he had in his house. Tommy wasn’t there. But they got all of his computers, printers, and money orders.” 

“Why did you tell?” I asked. 

“Because I was scared. They were going to charge me with everything.”

Before we left, we explain how he could end up getting killed behind what he did. The next morning, Tommy was at my door looking nervous as hell. 

I had never seen Tommy face to face because Lester and Eric dealt with him directly. Also, I thought Tommy didn’t know where I lived. I didn’t ask him anything. Instead, I just waited for him to start talking.​

“Have you seen Lester?” he asked. 

“Nope, Last I heard he was in jail.” 

“They bust my door down and took all my stuff. I haven’t heard from Lester yet. If you see him, tell him to call me.” 

Tommy walked up the street. There was no car parked in front of the house. So, I stood in the doorway and waited to see what car he was going to get in. But he kept walking until he was out of sight. I wondered what was going to happen next. Then I looked at the mailbox. There was four pieces of mail poking out of it. I flipped through the mail and my debit card had arrived.
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Chapter 2


Mack 
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I walked my debit card down to Eric’ house. He called the, “Eastside nigga” and told him I was ready. But I had forgotten all about the damn pin number. Now I had to wait a couple more days before I could start. But the next day, the pin number came. Eric told me he was going to give my card and pin to the guy and we should be ready to start that next morning.

The next morning, I was ready. We planned to meet on 8 Mile Road in the parking lot of the plaza. This was right around the corner from us. I drove my father’s old car. While waiting, the “Eastside nigga” called Eric. He needed to speak to me. He asked if I remembered my pin number because he had misplaced it. Luckily, I did. After I gave him the pin, I thought I recognized his voice. He slurred his words and sounded like he had a mouth full of saliva that needed to be swallowed. With a voice like that, it could only be one person. 

“I think I know this nigga,” I told Eric after. “What’s his name?” 

“His name is Mack.”

“That’s my motherfucking cousin!” To make sure, I asked, “He’s about my height, real dark, big ass stomach and a big ass nose, right?” 

“Right.” 

“What kind of car do Mack drive?” 

“I really don’t know? He’s always driving something different. You know how niggas with money do it.”

“Hell naw, that’s my cousin Mack. Call him back.” He called back.

“Hello, is this Mack?”

“Yeah, what up?” 

“This is your cousin E. Williams.” 

“What up dawg!” Mack shouted. “I didn’t know this was your account! I’ll be there in a minute!”

While we waited, I was thought to myself, how come none of my other cousins didn’t tell me Mack was doing this? This changes everything. Eric knew it changed everything also. Mack pulled next us, we both started laughing.

“We’re going to the branch where you opened your account at,” he instructed. “Go in and withdraw eighteen hundred.”

Inside of the bank, I filled out a withdrawal slip and stood in line. There were only two other customers inside. The bank teller yelled out, “Next in line.” I walked over and handed her the withdrawal slip and my ID. Then she started typing in my account number.

“How would you like it?” she asked after typing. 

“All hundreds please.” I answered with a smile. She counted the money then placed them in an envelope. 

“Have a nice day,” she told me. I went straight to Mack’s car and got in.   

“Let me get that,” he said with his hand out. After I gave him the money, he counted out $800 and handed it to me. Now I was a little confused.

“I thought we were splitting this down the middle?” I mentioned. 

“Naw, I have to pay somebody else who works with me a little something. I usually pay people five hundred for doing this. I’m only paying you more because you’re my cousin.” 

The whole money exchange didn’t go down the way I was told it would. But at that time, I didn’t care. 

“Alright. What’s next?” I asked. 

“We’re going shopping. What mall do you want to go to?” 

“Let’s go to Northland Mall.” I went to my car and paid Eric $300.

At the mall, Mack handed me my debit card and told us not to take a long time in the stores. “Just grab your size and pay for it.” The first store we went into was Foot Locker. We walked up to the shoe display on the wall. The salesman came over and asked Mack if he needed any help? 

“Give me a pair of these, these, and a pair of those in a size eleven.” 

“Let me get a pair of these white Adidas,” Eric shouted with the shoe in his hand. “And those blue ones in a size twelve.” I was still trying to decide what I wanted when Eric blurted out, “Just get something, we’ll be in here all day.” When the salesman returned, I picked whatever was nearest. 

“I want a pair of white Air Force Ones and those tan Adidas in a size eleven.” They also had the tan warm-up suit and T-shirt to match the shoes. I grabbed a set in my size and headed to the purchase counter. Mack and Eric also grabbed some T-shirts to match their shoes then came over to the counter as well.

The total was somewhere around $600. When the cashier swiped the card, there was total silence. The silence was broken when the machine started printing out the receipt. It was like music to our ears.

The next store was Van Dyke’s men’s store. The two girls who worked there both yelled out, “What up Mack!” I said to myself, this dude shop so much until they know him by name in here. Our total was $1,100. After the purchase went through, we got our clothes in separate bags and left.

We were reaching our spending limit. Before calling it quits for the day, we went to Champs shoe store so Mack could get some shoes for his kids. He picked out five pairs of children sneakers, Eric and I got more sports gear.  

While leaving, we started calculating how much we spent. It was a little over $1,800, confirming it was time to quit. I handed Mack the debit card so he could prepare things for the next day.

“Alright,” Mack said as we tossed our bags in the trunks. “I’ll holler at you in the morning.” Once Eric and I left from the mall’s parking lot, I asked him did he want to stop at the strip bar. 

“Hell yeah,” he answered. “I could get some lunch while we’re in there.” 

We went to All Stars topless bar not too far from Northland Mall. We sat at a booth that was at the end of the stage, next to some stairs that led up to the DJ’s booth. There was a $20 charge for the booth. Shortly after we sat down, someone came to collect it.

Our waitress was around 5’4 and was dark chocolate. Her uniform was a white button up sleeveless shirt with the top three buttons unbuttoned. She had on some black booty shorts with black stockings and black high heels. She was sexy. Sexier than the two dancers that were on the stage and the additional ten dancers scattered throughout the bar.

“What would you like to drink?” she asked. Eric’ ordered his favorite drink, Remy Martin and Bailey’s on the rocks. I ordered one to. We looked through the menu and ordered some food. She went to get our drinks and we both watched her all the way to the bar and back. After she brought our drinks, a dancer sat down next to me.

“Hey, what’s your name?” she asked. 

“My name is E.” 

“Hey E, I’m Angela. And what’s your boy’s name?” 

“My name is E,” he told her. She looked at us for a second then smiled. 

“Okay, E and E.” Then another dancer sat next to Eric.

We had a few more rounds. We hurried through our food with the help of the two dancers. Then we ordered more drinks. Shortly after, we were getting drunken lap dances. All during the dances, I couldn’t keep my hands off the dancer’s body. I was grabbing, squeezing, and rubbing all that I could. At the end of what I thought was the fifth song, I paid her off. I looked over at Eric who was wrapped up his dances. Shortly after the dances, we decided to go back home. 

As I walked in the side door, my mother was sitting at the kitchen table watching television. I thought she was going to ask me where I got all the clothes from. But we didn’t say anything to each other. I went upstairs and fell into a deep sleep. When I opened my eyes, it was dark outside. 

The next morning, we were to meet Mack at the same time and location. At the plaza, we sat in front of a furniture store. As we waited, a white Cadillac slowly pulled next to us. I was figuring it was Mack. Then I was shocked to see it was Bishop Duren, the head of our church. He looked at me in recognition. I waved my hand at him and he waved back.

“That’s the Bishop from my church,” I told Eric. 

“For real,” he replied as we rolled our windows down. 

“Praise the Lord Bishop.”

“Praise the Lord,” he said, then there was five seconds of silence. 

“How are you?” I asked.  

“I’m fine. Do you know what time this furniture store opens?” 

“I think ten o’clock.” 

“Do you work here?” he asked after he stared at me for a moment. 

“No, I don’t,” He stared more like he wanted to ask, then why are you just sitting there? 

“I need some new chairs and I thought this store would be open by now. Well, I’ll see you later.” 

“Okay, see you later.” He backed up and pulled off.

Just as Bishop Duren was leaving, Mack pulled up.

“What up?” Mack asked. 

“You know that was Bishop Duren who just pulled off?” Our family grew up in the same church.

“It was? Hell naw... Go over there and withdraw three thousand.” 

“Damn,” Eric told me. “I never got that much out at one time.” 

Most church people may have thought twice after one of their religious leaders pull up just before they were about to commit a sin. And actually, I did give it a thought. But that thought was overpowered by my greed.

Inside the bank, the male bank teller happily gave me the money and told me to have a nice day. Then Mack counted out $800 and he handed it to me.

“How am I getting paid the same amount as yesterday when I withdrew almost double the amount?”

“Because, I have to pay somebody else with this money. I’m already paying you too much. I usually only pay people five hundred.” He gave me another $200 then yelled, “I don’t be paying people this much! I have to pay my mans who help me with this. I’m only doing this because you’re my cousin!” I had a feeling he was lying to me. But I was satisfied with $1,000. 

“What mall are we going to today?” I asked. 

“Let’s go to Eastland,” he answered. I got in the car with Eric, paid him my $300 taxes. Then, we were off the mall.

At the mall, we went straight into Foot Locker. It was the same scenario. But this time at the register, the moment of silence was a little longer than usual. It took about an extra 30 seconds, then the cashier looked at me. “I’m sorry but your card was denied.” In embarrassment, we walked out of the store. 

Mack said they wasn’t going to let us shop that day. “But let’s try one more store for a small purchase and see what happen.” We went into a different store where I attempted to buy a hat. Denied again. Disappointedly, we got into our cars and left.

Because we couldn’t shop, Eric and I decided to go back to All Stars and drown our sorrows. Plus, have a little celebration for the money we just made. And just as expected, the same people were in the bar as the day before. We sat at the same booth, then came the same sexy waitress. We ordered the same drinks and food as before. This time, when the waitress returned with our drinks, she sat down next to me. 

We had a brief conversation about nothing. Then she was signaled by a dude at another booth. We ended up drinking with the same two dancers from the day before. Once we were just about drunk, we asked our waitress for some singles. She brought us two stacks of singles with the white paper band wrapped around it. 

As we were getting our last dance, I looked over at Eric. He had given almost all of his singles to that one dancer. He was holding about $12 in his hand and the rest were placed anywhere he could find a spot on her body. I tapped him on the arm to get his attention. 

“Eric, that’s enough. Don’t give her all the damn singles. Let’s get ready to go.” I paid for my dances. Eric paid for his dances (again). Shortly after that, we were gone. 

While at home, I called Zeek to let him know what was going on.

“What’s up Zeek?” I asked.  

“What’s going on?” 

“All kinds of shit. I started doing that thing and it’s going good. You need to get your account open so you can get started.”

“I’ll open it tomorrow. It’s a checking account, right?”  

“Right. Let me know when you open it. Then, I’ll put the word in to dude. After that, it’s on. I’ll talk to you later.”

Before I knew it, it was morning again. It was my third and final day at the bank. I was hoping everything went smooth. But Eric wasn’t answering his phone. I tried four times and got nothing. I even walked down to his house and knocked on the door. Still, no answer. It was 9:30 am and the bank had just opened. I decided to call Mack to see if he was at our usual spot waiting. But Mack didn’t answer either. I called the bank to check my balance. If some money was there, then I was going by myself to get it. 

When I called the 1-800 number, it said, “Your available balance is thirty-three hundred dollars and zero cents.” Instantly, I hung up and walked to the bank around the corner. 

I couldn’t believe how crowded it was. But it was Friday, so what should I have expected. I withdrew $3,000. I left $200 in the account like before. When I walked out of the bank, Mack was sitting in his car directly in front of the bank.

“What up?” he asked after I got in the car with him. 

“What’s up with you? Why didn’t you answer the phone this morning?”  

“I got fucked up last night. It was hard to get up. Did you get the money?”  

“Yeah. I took out three thousand.” 

He drove off headed for my house. When he turned onto my street, I saw Eric getting out of a cab at Lester’s house.  

“Stop down there where Eric is at.” Once he parked, I asked, “How much money am I getting today?”

“Man... I told you I was just doing that because you’re my cousin. I got somebody else to pay. Take out twelve hundred and give me the rest.” I took the money out of my pocket then started counting it.

“Mack, I need a little more today. I missed out on my shopping yesterday and it don’t look like you’re thinking about going shopping today either. I need to buy some stuff, plus fix my car with this little bit of money. And this not even enough. I need about thirteen today.” 

“Alright take thirteen out.” I counted out $1,400 then handed him the rest. Then I asked him what was up with going shopping.  

“You can try it, but I don’t think it’s going to work.” He handed me my debit card. Then he started to count the money I gave him. I opened the door and stepped out before I told him how much I took.  

“I got fourteen. I’ll holler at you in a minute. Alright?” 

“You took too much money man! You better be lucky! I’m only doing this shit because you’re my cousin!”

“Don’t worry you’ll make it back. Zeek is opening his account today. So that’s some more money for you. But I need you to throw me a cut.” Mack turned his head as if he really didn’t care.

“Holler at me in a minute!” he said then drove off. I walked up to Eric.

“How much did you get?” he asked me. 

“I got fourteen, and he acted like he didn’t want me to get it.”

“Damn! You got fourteen today! I never made that much in one day off this hook-up. Is we going shopping?” I told him Mack said we could try, but he didn’t think it was going to work. “Fuck it. I just came back to the block to see what was up with the money. Can I get that money?” I gave him his $300, then he told me he was about to leave. 

“I’ll talk to you later. But I’m still going to try to shop,” I explained. 

My mother was a gone and I had no car to drive myself to the mall in. I walk Foot Locker in the plaza and my debit card worked on a pair of shoes.

Walking home, I was thinking, how am I going to get to the mall? I didn’t want to call Lester because he would’ve been asking for too much stuff. I thought, I should call Mack. But I’ll get a whole lot more if I go by myself. Then, a guy who lived across the street from Lester was driving towards me. I flagged him down.

“What’s up Reggie? Drive me to the mall and I’ll buy you some shoes?” 

“Hell yeah!” Reggie yelled. “Get in!”

This time, I really did it up in the mall. I bought a $800 Pelle Pelle leather jacket with the matching T-shirts and jeans. I bought the matching loafers at the shoe store. Reggie got some Kenneth Cole shoes. Then I bought some new church clothes. After that, we left the mall and hit the jewelry store. I told Reggie I would be right back then dashed into the building. When I came back, I proudly showed him a gold watch, gold bracelet, a big gaudy gold ring and a gold chain with the medallion on it. All of this stuff was 10k gold. The ring had some of the worse diamond chips in it that you could ever imagine. But I couldn’t wait to get home and put it all on.

Back on the block, Eric and Lester outside. Then, Eric noticed the bags in the back seat. 

“Oh, how you gonna go without me?” Eric asked. 

“You didn’t want to go. What did you expect me to do?”  

“You told me your card might not work. You should’ve called me when you found out it was working. Or at least bought me something!” 

“I’ll get you something on the next one, alright?” 

I went home because I saw my mother pulling into the driveway. I put on some of the new clothes. Then I put on all of the jewelry. Dying to hit the streets, I borrowed my dad’s car from my mom and was gone.

I was headed to my cousins’ house to show them how successful my new venture had gone. They were all standing around Uncle Richard’s minivan when I pulled up. I walked over to my cousins Park and V and hopped in the van. I sat on the back row and said what up to my cousins Zeek, Darrell and Richard Jr. “What up E,” they all said as they stared at me while trying not to stare at me. I was fresh as hell. And the only one who knew why was Zeek. So, I explained what was going on so they wouldn’t keep wondering.

“Y’all know I’ve been doing this new hook-up.” 

“Yeah I see,” Zeek said. “You out here shining’ like a motherfucker.”  

“But guess what?” cutting Zeek off. “Remember I told you about the dude who put the money in your account? Guess who he is?” 

“Who?” 

“Mack!” 

“Our cousin Mack?”  

“Hell yeah, our motherfucking cousin Mack! And he’s the man. When we walked in Van Dykes and all the girls that worked there yelled, ‘What up Mack!’”

“It’s about to be on! You said our cousin Mack? I can’t believe this shit!”

“Y’all come over when my mother go to work. I’ll get a case of beer or something so we can celebrate.”

They all said they’ll be over (around a year or so later, V told me when I got out the of minivan, they all said, “Yep, he’ll be in jail in a minute”).
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Chapter 3


For Self   
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I flipped a car then bought a minivan. I was in love with that van. Right after buying it I had a new sound system installed. I pulled up to Eric’s house blasting the sounds. He was playing video games with Lester. “What’s up,” I said when I walked in. Not even looking up from the game, Eric shook his head in disappointment.

“Man... the bank is on me,” he explained.

“How are they on you?” I asked. 

“They be sending all kinds of letters to my house every day. And they be calling me like crazy. I’m thinking about bussing up out of town or something.” I bust out laughing at his facial expression. 

“What can they do to you?” I asked. 

“I don’t know. But they say I owe them like five thousand.”  

“What are you going to do?” 

“Bust up! I’m going out of town as soon as I get some more money.” 

“You can’t be out of money already?”

“I was real low when I was getting that money from you last week. Now I’m out! I’m out!”

I went home and spotted Percy. He was sitting in his car that was parked in his driveway. At that time, he was deep into his home invasion hustle.

“What up P?” I asked walking up to his car.  

“Damn! What you been up to?” he asked looking at my gold chain.

“I’ve been doing this new hustle at the bank. You need to holler at me about it.” I purposely positioned my body in an angle that reflected the sunlight off the mirror backing of my medallion, straight into his left eye. 

“Oh, ooh, don’t do me like that,” he said as I was blinding his eye. “Come on now.” I started laughing at him. Then I told him I’ll talk to him about it later. 

I went in and called Zeek to warn him about the consequences. He told he didn’t care because he needed the money. “Alright, holler at me when you get that card,” I told him before hanging up. I was all excited about it because this bank hook-up was now my full-time job.

That night around 11:00 pm, I picked up Eric and Lester and we all went to a topless bar in our area called 007. Just like All Stars, 007 had booths that were $20 to occupy. We ordered a bucket of Molson Ice, sat back in the booth and slowly looked at the surroundings.

Two dancers on the main stage which was right in front of us. Another dancer was on a smaller stage that was in the VIP section. We took it all in. Eric was still upset about the bank. So, he brought the situation up again.

“And you know Mack was taking $500 from me every day out the ATM.” 

“How do you know that?” I asked. 

“Because it was on the statements the bank sent me. I’m pissed off about this shit. I need to do something about this.” 

“Do you think he took the five hundred out of my account every day?”

“Hell yeah! You can’t stop him from doing it. Out of the three days, that’s an extra $1,500 he gets.”

I really didn’t care about the letters I was going to be getting, or the extra $1,500 Mack withdrew. All I cared about was my own money. And I felt somewhat satisfied with the money I received. I had the money I made with Mack, I had the money back that I spent on the bad car, and I also had my unemployment checks coming every two weeks. I was straight. But Eric wasn’t. He didn’t stop talking about it until we were on our third and final bucket of beer.

The bar had gotten really crowded by then. There were people standing all over the place. We watched as one particular group of guys ordered bottles of Moet champagne and ate steak dinners in their booths. I noticed only the people who sat in booths were drinking champagne, or eating steaks, or both. I also noticed there were girls in the bar who wasn’t strippers. They were just hanging out like the guys were. I liked 007 a lot more than All Stars. I didn’t know if Eric or Lester felt as strongly as I did. But in the end, they enjoyed themselves that night.

The next two days I spent gambling with Lester and some other dudes from our block. Lester had always been a diehard gambler. He gambled every single day of the week, mostly in his basement. Other games were across the street at Reggie’s house. Occasionally, Eric would stop by and gamble with us. Then he’d disappear back to wherever he had “Bussed up” to because of the bank situation. 

We gambled every day until Zeek’s card and pin came. Then I warned him about the $500 he’s not going to get.

“Mack will be getting five hundred out the ATM on you... and there’s not too much you could do about it either.” 

“Oh, hell naw! He can’t be getting me for five hundred every day.”  

“That’s just something extra he does. We can’t do nothing about it. I’m about to take your stuff over to him right now. Be ready in the morning.”

That next morning, Zeek and I sat on the couch waiting. Mack called and asked which block Zeek lived on because he had forgot.

“He on Manning. Right off Gratiot You’ll see my van in the front.” When Mack walked in the house, Zeek greeted him with a hand shake and a hug. Then Zeek’s mother walked out of her bedroom. 

“How you been doing Mack?” she asked. 

“I’ve been doing alright.”

“What are y’all about to do?”  

“Go to the mall,” we all answered.

At the bank, Zeek tried to withdraw $3,000. The teller put a five day hold on his account and he couldn’t get anything. “Damn!” Mack yelled. “We’re going to the other branch around the way.” At the other branch wouldn’t let him withdraw any money either. Mack drove straight to a gas station and swiped Zeek’s card at the pump. To our surprise the card worked.

“We can’t get no money today, but at least we can shop,” Mack said. He called and check Zeek’s balance. The money was still there. “Damn!” Zeek yelled. “Why these bitches had to hold my money? 

At the mall, we went crazy on Coogi sweater and shoes. We didn’t stop shopping until we went over the spending limit and was denied. So, we planned to try and get the money out the next morning. 

At Zeek’s house, his mother and sister mentioned how they had seen a picture of Mack posted in the super market. The market was offering a reward for information leading to the arrest and conviction of a man who had scammed them out of a lot of money. “They didn’t have his name, but it was his face,” they both explained. Zeek and I both bust out laughing about Mack having a picture posted in the market. Then we went into the basement and sat down on the couch. 

“Damn!” Zeek shouted. “I wish I could’ve got that money. I know you was feeling on top of the world when you got the money and went shopping.” 

“Yeah, it did. I’m about to get out of here. I’ll be over in the morning.”

The next morning, I was at Zeek’s house at 9:00 am. We were sitting in the living room when his phone rang. It was Lester. I told Lester the night before Zeek had went shopping. Now he was calling to ask if Zeek could get him something from the mall. He even had the nerves to ask Zeek to get him certain brands of shoes and shirts. The funny thing about it was, Lester had nothing to do with this at all. He only wanted some free stuff because we were getting it. “I’ll get you something if I can,” Zeek kept telling him. “But you have to pay me.” Then Zeek had another call on his line.

I didn’t know who it was on the other line, but he told Lester to hold on and talked to the other person for twenty-five minutes. When he finished, Lester was still holding. We broke out laughing so hard that Zeek threw the phone at me. He couldn’t even talk due to all the laughing. 

“Is y’all laughing at me because I’m still on the phone?” Lester asked. 

“Hell yeah we’re laughing at you!” I told him. 

“Fuck that! Is y’all gonna get me something or what?” 

“We might if we can? We’re about to go. Call you back.”

When Mack pulled up, he told Zeek he didn’t know if his account was good enough for us to shop on it. The money was on hold and there was zero balance. All we could do was try to get some gas and see if it worked. While heading to the gas station, we told Mack about the picture in the market. “I know about that shit,” he told us. “I tore they ass up a while back. Fuck ’em.” Then, at the gas station Zeek’s card was denied.

Zeek was frustrated and I saw it on his face. “We can try again after they take the hold off,” Mack told Zeek. But I knew that was some bullshit. The bottom line was, it was over for Zeek.

After I got home, I had a letter from the bank sitting on the dining room table. The letter explained how my account was overdrawn by $3,000. The letter also listed all of the purchases I had made, including the three ATM withdrawals for $500 each. I calculated everything and considered myself lucky. With all my transactions, I calculated the total to be well over $10,000. And for me to owe them only $3,000, I couldn’t be mad at that.

Later, I walked over to Percy’s house to see if he was ready for the bank hook-up. I knocked on the door and his mother answered. 

“How are you? Is Percy home?”  

“No, you ain’t heard? Percy got locked up.”  

“For what?” 

“Breaking in somebody’s house...Yap, they got him the other day. I’ll let you know how things turn out.” Percy was later convicted of home invasion and spent the next five years in prison.

A couple of days later, I get a call from Gino. He’s a friend of my family who goes to the same church as us. My cousin V had told him what we were doing. It was only natural for him to want to make some money. He opened his account and got back with me as soon as he got his debit card and pin number. 

The funds were available the next day as usual. But that time, we drove all the way to the suburbs to withdraw the money. I asked Mack why the suburbs and he said, “Because it’s gravy out here. These my new spots.” 

Gino withdrew $3,000. Mack paid Gino $500 then nonchalantly slid me $500 for my cut. That day, I was dead tired of walking around the mall carrying all those heavy bags of clothes. Gino wasn’t tired at all. He was like me on my first day of shopping. But it seemed like we were shopping in malls all day every day. I was relieved when the card was finally declined.

The next day, it was the same scenario. Gino withdrew $3,000. We all got the same cuts and shopped at the mall again. On the third day, we did it all over again. Everything flowed nice and easy, like it was supposed to. And I could bet my life Gino would tell someone else who was going to want to do the same thing.

That day, I did some serious thinking. I figured I could be making a whole lot more money if I could get Mack to show me how to do what he was doing. He told me he worked with somebody else, but I knew he was lying. I believed he did everything himself and kept all the money to himself. 

I thought back to the second day of my three-day run at the bank. When we were leaving the mall, Mack mentioned that he had lost all the money he made the day before in a dice game. If that was true, what about paying his partner? It could’ve been believable, but he told us the amount of money he lost. In my opinion, if he lost that much, then his partner couldn’t have gotten paid. I never asked him about it. I agreed to my pay and was satisfied with it. But I just knew he was lying. 

Another reason why I felt the way I did was because I never heard anyone call and ask him what was up with their money. Nor, did he call anyone to say he was on his way to pay them. Or, ask someone did they want something from the mall. There was never an outside person he talked to on the phone, only his baby mama and his sisters. He just took the money from us, paid us, and talked about what he was doing later. It just never seemed like another person was involved.

I quickly grew tired of the small cuts I was getting. I wanted to make the same amount of money as Mack, if not more. And the easiest way to learn the game was to just simply ask Mack to teach me. Then I thought to myself, why would he do that? He might not ever do that because once he teaches me, he would never make another dime with me again. So, I decided to make a deal with him. I planned on telling him I would give him five accounts, if in return he showed me how to do what he was doing. If he said no, I would come up with another deal.

Later on, I went to see Mack. He got in my van and I laid it on him. 

“I want to learn how to do this thing. I’ll give you five people if you teach me.” He thought about it for a moment. And to my surprise, he accepted.


“Alright, I’ll teach you. When are you going to have your people ready?”  “Okay, next week.” We wrapped up our conversation and I was gone.


I went straight to Zeek to see if he had somebody I could use for my first five. He was in his basement, setting on the couch watching TV.

“What’s up?”

“Nothing,” he answered with a sad look on his face. He was shaking his head. I couldn’t help but notice the three bank letters sitting on the coffee table in front of him. They were the same letters I was getting. 

“You see I’m getting the letters,” he told me.

“Yeah I see. I’m getting them to. I came to see if you have somebody who wants to get down.” 

“Not right now. But I’ll ask around and let you know.” 

I told him about the deal I made with Mack, then wrapped up my visit. He was looking a little too depressed about the letters and how his account went. I was feeling good and all excited about my new solo project. Therefore, I had to get out of that negative environment. 

I went back to my block to see if Lester had somebody I could use. He told me he could get me a bunch of people. Then I went across the street to Reggie’s house to see if he wanted to participate? I knew he needed to make some money. But Reggie told me he’ll think about it and get back with me. Right after I left Reggie’s house, I drove to my cousins’ house. They all were broke at the time and needed to make some money. The perfect clients.

The first one I talked to was Trey. He acted a little nervous about it. But he said he wanted to do it. Then I asked Darrell and he wasn’t with it at all. That was something I just couldn’t understand. He was the poorest one in the family. But Darrell had a funny style. That’s the reason why we didn’t hang with each other as much as we used to. But funny style or not. If you don’t have nothing else going for you, how could you pass up this opportunity? I didn’t know. But it didn’t matter about Darrell because I had Trey. Plus, I was on my way around the corner to talk to my other cousin Richard Jr.

Richard Jr. was another funny style cousin. He was sitting on the porch when I pulled up. I sat next him and got straight to the point. Even he told me he was cool and didn’t want to do it. When I left, I said fuck it, I’ll start with whoever I can, then find the rest as I go.”

I found two girls in my neighborhood and opened their accounts myself. I also opened an account for a girl Lester knew named Doris. Trey told me he’ll open his account on his own and call me when he got his card. I knew finding the fifth person wouldn’t be a problem. Meantime, I had a little over a week before the action started. So, I went to the auction and treated myself to another vehicle.

When Sunday came, I pulled into the church parking lot in the new auction car. I saw Mack talking to V and his brother Rome. Rome lived in Ohio and visited on the weekends. When I got out of my car, they all walked over for a look.

“Check out y’all cousin,” Mack told them. “I took that nigga under my wing. Now he balling!” After Mack made the statement, he walked into the church.  

“You heard what that nigga said?” Rome asked me. “He said he took you under his wing.”

Rome was looking at me like I should have been upset about what Mack said. But the comment wasn’t an insult to me. I was happy and grateful he took me under his wing. Rome should’ve wanted the same thing. I paid Rome’s comment no more attention and went inside the church. Then after church, I went home and had a wonderful evening. 

That following week I decided it was time for me to move into my own place. And my sister was thinking the same. My mother’s boyfriend Roosevelt had stayed over one night. That helped us make our decision. I was able to afford it a long time ago. But living at home, I didn’t have to pay any bills. When my father was living, he didn’t believe he should make his children pay him money to live in his house. After his death, my mother kept his tradition going. 

But looking back on it, my older sister payed my mother rent. I figured her age and the fact that she’s my mother’s stepdaughter was the reason why only she had to contribute to the household after my father’s death. But if dad was alive, it would have never happened.

While I was apartment searching, the debit cards started coming in. Mack and I took my two girls to the bank and they both withdrew $3,000 each. We did a whole lot of shopping that day. And that time, it was next to impossible to carry all the bags we had. We barely managed. The day after that went perfect. But on the last day, both of their accounts were placed on hold. Then right after that, we get another card came in from Lester’s girl Doris. We went two days strong, withdrawing money and shopping. I split my share with Lester because he found the girl for me. 

After that, it was time to do Trey’s account. When I asked Trey about the debit card, he told me it hadn’t come yet. Now this was strange. The first three girls had their cards and not him. Plus, all of them opened their accounts around the same time. I figured maybe he opened his account a lot later than he said he did. I waited on Trey to call me for another week. Then I came to the conclusion that he was playing around and never opened his account. 

But one day Trey’s younger brother TJ called. He asked me to come over because he had to ask me something. 

I met TJ at his house along with Ricard Jr.’s younger brother Bill. They both needed some money. But they decided only one of them was going to do it and they both would split the money. Bill paid for the account and TJ did the work. In the process, I ran into Trey who still didn’t have his card yet. Then he confessed. “I never opened the account. But I’ll do it tomorrow,” I didn’t understand why he lied to me for almost three weeks. But by now I didn’t care if he opened the account or not. I knew my fifth person would come to me just like TJ and Bill did. 

Later that week, there was an ad in the paper, One bedroom upper flat, 8 Mile and John R area. 

The next morning, I met the landlord. She walked me to the back of the house in order to go upstairs. I thought to myself, damn, I have to get in through the back? We walked up a flight of stairs and into the upper flat. As I looked around, the only things I really liked were the facts that the bedroom and living room both had big closets. Plus, the dining room/kitchen had hard wood flooring. I needed the closet space because I had a lot of clothes.

“Are there roaches here?” I asked.  

“The family downstairs has roaches. But if you keep it clean, you could get rid of them.” 

I knew for a fact if the downstairs has roaches, then the upstairs is going to have roaches also. But I didn’t see any roaches when I look in the cabinets and closets. So maybe the roach problem wasn’t too bad. 

“I’ll take it,” I told her.  

“Good!” she said with a smile. “Fill out the application and here is my card. You can get the keys in three days.” 

The day I was supposed to pick up the keys, was the same day TJ’s card and pin number was in. He called me the instant the pin number arrived. Right after TJ’s call, my other cousin V called me. V said he talked to Trey and Trey said he had his card. The strange part about it was, V told me Trey claimed he had the card for over three weeks. So, I called Trey. 

“V told me you got the card and had it for over three weeks.” 

“Yeah, I got it,” he explained. “I was a little nervous. But I’m ready now.”

I picked up Trey and TJ’s cards then immediately called Mack to let him know I had the last two people. Mack met me at my mother’s house. “They’ll be ready in the morning,” he told me after he took the two cards. When Mack left, I went and met the landlord so I could get my keys.

At my new place, I said, “What up,” to a guy and three kids who were standing on the front porch. I entered the upstairs flat and thought it looked ten times better than the first time. I left and went straight up the road and told my mother and sister I had just rented a flat. I told them the details then went to my room and started packing. 

The next morning Mack and I drove separate cars to pick up Trey and TJ. The plan was for Mack to take Trey and I take TJ. I requested that Mack take Trey because I had a feeling that he would blame me if something went wrong. Mack sent me to a bank in Dearborn, MI, and that’s where TJ withdrew $3,000.

On our way to the mall, I called Mack to see which mall they were going to. They were already headed to Fairlane. When we arrived, I told TJ the rules. “We’re not going to spend a whole lot of time in one store. You know what size you wear. You can just buy it. No trying it on.” 

While lugging our bags through the mall, we spotted Mac and Trey in a store standing at the cash register.

“What up?” TJ and I walked in and asked. 

“How did y’all do at the bank?” Mack asked.  

“We did good,” I answered. That’s when I noticed a pair of Versace sun glasses behind the counter.

“Let me see those right there,” I told the cashier. After she handed me the glasses I asked, “How much are these?” 

“Three hundred and twenty-five,” she answered. 

“I want these.” I placed the glasses on the counter along with Mack and Trey’s merchandise. 

“Naw, you got to shop on y’all card!” Mack blurted out. “Why you trying to spend all the money on our card?”  

“Don’t worry about it, you can get something on our card.” Then I looked at the cashier. “Put this on there too.” Right after that, I walked away and started looking at some shirts.

“Hell naw!” Mack yelled. “You can’t get nothing else!” I started laughing and told him I wasn’t getting nothing else. When I heard Mack ask the cashier to give them separate bags, I walked back over.

“You can give me the glasses,” I asked the cashier. Mack looked at me and shook his head. After that, TJ and I decided to go to a mall that had a larger variety of big man stores. He wore a size 50 in pants. So, we left and went where he could be accommodated. 

Later on, I took it upon myself to pay TJ a little extra than what Mack paid people. I didn’t want him to feel like he was cheated. The family was sensitive about money. They always felt like they’d been cheated.

Later, I called Mack to see what was up. He immediately asked me what was up with the money? I made him a proposition. 

“How about you keep the money you made with Trey and I keep the money I made with TJ... and we can call it even?”

“We can do that,” he told me.

I was shocked he agreed. He must have only paid Trey $500 and felt he was getting over anyway. 

“What’s up for tomorrow?” I asked. “You know it’s time for you to show me how to do this, right?”

“Go to the ATM machine and deposit a check into his account.” 

“Where am I supposed to get the check from?” 

“I got one. Come get it.” I met Mack at his house and he handed me a personal check. 

“Make it out to TJ, then deposit it in his account,” Mack instructed. 

“What machine do I go to?” 

“Go to the one on Gratiot by Zeek’s house before three o’clock.” I wrote $3,700 on the check then went straight to the ATM machine.

At the ATM, after I made the deposit the screen read, Do you want another transaction? I pressed Yes, then tried to withdraw $500. Two seconds later the screen read, your daily withdrawal limit has been reached. Mack had already withdrawn the $500 earlier that morning. But I didn’t care about the $500. Mack had just showed me the game and it was just that simple. Make an ATM deposit.

After the deposit, I finished moving stuff into my new home. When I turned off 8 Mile onto my new street Exeter, there were about thirty dudes running up to the car that was stopped in the middle of the street in front of me. The one who reached the car window first, stuck his hand inside and dropped a packet on the motorist lap (a middle age white man, most likely from the other side of 8 Mile). The motorist handed the guy some money then quickly drove off. Then they looked at me. Once they saw my face, they casually went back to what they were doing.

I drove past looking at everybody, recognizing most of them from high school. I nodded at a few familiar faces as I drove to the next block, where I now lived. I thought to myself, they wild as fuck over here.

When I pulled up at my new home, there were a bunch of kids playing around the front porch. I sat there looking and thinking, I don’t want to live here. It’s too many people over here.  I took my boxes inside. My intentions were to stay there all night. But when I realized I didn’t have any furniture I canceled that plan and went back to my mother’s house. 

The next morning, after we left the bank, I went straight to the furniture store and furnished my place with TJ’s debit card. Then we went to a jewelry store and bought new gold chains. I took TJ home and paid him $1,000. 

TJ had everything he needed, money, clothes and jewelry. Knowing that, I had a funny feeling he wouldn’t want to go back the next day. And unfortunately, I was right. He said he was straight. I didn’t even try to talk him into it. I was a little happy for him because just a short time ago he was doing really bad out there. But most importantly, I was happy for myself because Mack had just showed me the game. And now it was on. 
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Chapter 4


I Quit
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Zeek, V and Rome helped me take more of my boxes to my new house. While doing so, I called Trey to see how everything turned out with his account. 

“What up Trey, how did it go?” 

“I really didn’t get much because Mack was getting everything,” Trey complained. “He even got this big ass diamond ring. And besides the shopping, I didn’t get that much money either. Every store we went in, he got more stuff then me. He was even getting stuff for his kids.”

“You got a lot of stuff too, Trey!” his girlfriend yelled in the background. 

Trey was complaining a little too much for me. But that’s the kind of guy he is. I ended the conversation. That’s when V told me the new gossip. 

“Trey called me and said he did the scheme and y’all played him.” 

“He said that for real?” I asked, but all along should’ve expected. 

“Yeah. He told me he even got a pair of Jordan’s and when he got home the Jordan’s wasn’t in the shoe box. Mack stole ’em.” 

“Trey’s lying,” I shook my head from side to side. “I saw that nigga in the mall on the first day and he had all kind of shit... for himself. His girl even said he had a lot of shit. He need to stop trippin’.” 

Wow. I couldn’t believe his punk-ass was telling people that bullshit. After I found out he was lying about having his debit card, I should’ve left him alone right then.

It was late in the evening when I had bought drinks for everybody. Rome had a box full of movies. Therefore, we now had something to watch. But he needed to smoke. So I walked downstairs and knocked on my neighbor’s door in search of some weed for Rome. I saw my neighbor earlier that day, plus the day before. He just looked like he would have some weed. And it wasn’t a surprise to me when he sold me a $10 bag. I went back upstairs and V said, “E let me see your keys right quick. I have to go somewhere for a minute. I’ll be right back.” I gave him the keys then he left. 

Rome rolled up some weed and lit one of the joints. He slowly took a few puffs then passed it to Zeek. Zeek took a few puffs then passed it to me. I took a few puffs, coughed a little, then passed it back to Rome. I hadn’t smoked any weed in about four months. And every time I would hit the weed, I would start coughing uncontrollable. “The more you cough, the higher you get,” Zeek kept telling me. I wasn’t trying to get any higher because I was already gone. But I couldn’t stop coughing. Plus, I still continued to smoke.

Twenty minutes had passed then I noticed I couldn’t keep still. I was feeling uneasy and kept shifting around in my chair. That’s when I decided to lie on the floor for a moment to get myself together. While on the floor, my thoughts were racing uncontrollable through my mind. I briefly thought about an incident that happened to me four years prior.

One hot summer day four years prior, V and I took a trip to Ohio to visit his brothers. We rode there with his older sister. The trip was pleasant, until I started smoking some weed with V and his older brother J-Bo.

We were smoking joints and had just finished our last one. None of us had any money at time to buy anymore weed, and I still wanted to smoke. I was sitting in the front seat of J-Bo’s car, glancing at the open ashtray that contained about fifteen cocktails (small pieces of joints). After about thirty minutes I decided to break down all of the cocktails and roll up one joint. And that’s what I did. 

After I took a few puffs I passed it to J-Bo. After J-Bo puffed on it he tried to pass it to V. “Nah, I can’t smoke no more,” V said while shaking his head. I took the joint from J-Bo and we both took turns with it until it was gone. I didn’t notice but J-Bo had started driving while we were smoking. It seemed like I
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