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What up doe ? 

No one knows the full story, but the streets remember.
The whispers in the alleys, the murmurs in the barbershops, the low voices over late-night dice games—these are where the real legends live. 
Stories of those who vanished without a trace, those who went out in a blaze, and those who set off feuds that never died.

Some say it was just bad luck. 

Others swear it was something darker, something that lurks just beyond what we can see. 

Some call it karma. Some call it the cost of life.

But let’s be clear—none of this is fact. It’s all hearsay. Names changed, details blurred, just stories.

Stories that might send a chill up your spine. So let’s get started...    
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​Chapter one: Give my right arm.
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What up doe, fam? What it be like?

We’re back with another one—Detroit Urban Legends, Volume 2. 

This right here  is a story about what happens when you’re too much—when you take more than your share, when you cross too many lines, when you think you’re untouchable.

But the streets? They got a way of humbling you down or dead !!!!!

Let’s take it back to the projects where I grew up.  Let’s talk about a name everybody used to whisper with either fear or respect. Let’s talk about Brick Boy.[image: image]

​The Man Everybody Feared

Brick Boy wasn’t just another street cat trying to come up. He had a presence. 

The kind of dude that when he walked in a room, everybody took notice. Women wanted him. Men envied him. 

And those who knew better? They feared him.

See, Brick Boy wasn’t a regular stick-up kid. He was calculated, cold, and moved like he was invincible.

Light-skinned, good-looking, always dressed fresh—dude could’ve passed for a model. But don’t let that fool you. 

He had a rep for robbing, pressing, and flipping money in a way that had people watching their backs.

He had a habit of pressing the boosters—the people in the hood who made their living stealing designer clothes, electronics, and anything else they could flip. 

Whenever he saw them eating good, he took a cut. And if they didn’t want to break him off? He took it anyway.

Nobody dared challenge him. But there was one problem with how Brick Boy moved.

He was from Jefferson. And the Brewster nigga. They weren’t having it.

See, in Detroit, your block matters. Where you from can mean the difference between getting money and getting got. 

And Brick Boy, being a Jefferson dude, had no business shaking down people from Brewster.

That was his mistake? And the Brewster boys? They were just waiting for the right moment to make him pay.

​The Setup

It all started at a motorcycle club on the east side. 

One of them dimly lit spots where the air is thick with cigarette smoke, the music bumps just enough to shake the walls, and the liquor flows like water.
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She was bad.

The kind of bad that made even the most cautious man drop his guard.

Long legs, caramel skin, thick in all the right places. She knew how to work a room, and that night? 

She had her eyes on Brick Boy.

He took the bait without a second thought.

She played the role perfectly. Flirted, laughed at his jokes, stroked his ego. She let him buy her drinks, letting him feel like he was winning. 

Then, when the night was almost over, she leaned in close and whispered, “You coming home with me or what?”

Of course, he said yes.

The Last Night He Was Whole. Her spot was nice—too nice for a regular hood chick. But Brick Boy wasn’t thinking about that.

They went inside, and she did exactly what she was supposed to do. Made him feel comfortable. Fed him, poured him another drink, then took him to bed.

And once she had him exactly where she needed him—asleep, defenseless, trapped—she made the call.

Her voice was soft, almost sweet, as she whispered into the phone,

“Come get him.”

Minutes later, the front door eased open. Quiet footsteps crept through the dark. Shadows moved against the walls.

They were inside. Brick Boy never saw it coming.

​The Disappearance

When people started asking around about Brick Boy, nobody had an answer. He was just gone. No calls. No texts. No sightings.  Weeks passed, and the streets started whispering.

Some people said he skipped town. Others thought he got caught up in some other drama. But the real ones knew better.

Brick Boy wasn’t the type to run.

Then, one day, somebody found him. But he wasn’t the same.  The body was barely recognizable.

His right eye was missing—just a hollow space where it used to be.  His right arm? Gone.

They say they cut it off because of the tattoo—"Jefferson Projects"—inked right there on his skin.

A reminder of where he was from, a sign of the territory he claimed.  They didn’t just want to kill him. They wanted to erase him.

But it was more than just cutting him up.

They tortured him. Burns. Deep cuts. Signs of suffering.  Whoever did it didn’t want a quick death.  They wanted him to feel every second of it.

Some say it was revenge. Some say it was a message.

Either way, Brick Boy learned too late—you can take, and take, and take... but one day, the streets take back. And when they do?  There ain’t no coming back
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Chapter two: Love you to death.

What up doe, y'all? How y'all doing?

The old saying goes, “There’s a thin line between love and hate.”  And sometimes? That line gets crossed—literally.

Let me tell you about Jack and Jill.

​The Perfect Couple?

Jack and Jill were one of those couples that looked solid from the outside. 

Hood love. 

They had been together for years, always side by side.  If you saw Jack, you saw Jill.

They stayed in that old apartment building in Palestine.  Y’all know the one—I ain’t gotta say the address.
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Jack was a good dude. Every day, he got up, went to work, and handled his business. 

He wasn’t in the streets like that. He was just trying to provide for his woman, keep food on the table, and make something out of nothing.

But Jill?

She had other plans. While Jack was punching the clock,  Jill was creeping—right upstairs.

See, there was another man who lived on the floor above them.  And every time Jack left for work, Jill was running up the hill—  sneaking upstairs to be with him.

They thought they were slick. They thought Jack would never find out.  But one thing about secrets? They don’t stay hidden forever.

​The Day Everything Changed

One day, Jack came home early. He wasn’t supposed to.

Maybe he got off work early. Maybe something told him to come back.  Maybe it was just fate.

But when he stepped inside his apartment?

Something felt off. The air was different. He walked toward the bedroom, his heart pounding in his chest.

And when he opened that door? There she was. Jill.  In their bed. With him.[image: image]A Scene Straight Out of Hell

They say Jack saw red. Something inside him snapped.

Neighbors heard the screams, the shouts, the sounds of furniture crashing. But by the time anybody got there?

It was too late. The crime scene was something straight out of hell.

They say there was blood everywhere. Jack didn’t just catch them—  he made sure they paid for it. When the cops came? 

They couldn’t even believe what they saw.[image: image]The Thin Line Between Love & Hate

Some say Jack lost his mind that day.  Some say he was too good of a man for that to happen to him.  Others say he was too weak to walk away.

But one thing’s for sure—Jack and Jill ran up the hill,  but they never came back down the same.

Because in the hood? There’s a thin line between love and hate.  And sometimes? Love doesn't win.
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​Chapter three: Mirror, mirror
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What up doe, y’all?

This chapter of Detroit Urban Legends is about inner demons.

Yeah, I’m talking about those demons—the ones that live inside real people.

Sometimes they come in the form of addiction.
Sometimes they come as mental illness.
And sometimes? A person is just born evil.
This is the story of Alexis.

She had the looks, the hustle, and the power to make any man weak.

But none of that mattered in the end.

Because when the demons whisper loud enough—even the baddest can fall.

​The Hustler & The Leech

Alexis was gorgeous, and she knew it.

But unlike most pretty girls who just sat back and let men spend money on them, she was the one making moves.

She was a booster.

Hitting malls, scamming credit cards, writing bad checks—she had game.

The kind of woman who could walk into a store with nothing and walk out with bags full of designer.

She stayed fly, stayed paid, and never let a man control her pockets.

But her boyfriend? He wasn’t shit.

A bum, living off her shine, riding her wave, soaking up everything she built—while doing nothing for himself.

And the worst part? He knew it. And a man who knows he ain’t shit?  He’s the most dangerous kind.

​The Sucker Stroke[image: image]

Jealousy is a hell of a drug. And for a weak man, it’s a sickness.  Alexis had to move fast in her world.  She had clients, she had buyers, she had connects.

And one of them? Was a man with money.

He was always calling her, always meeting up with her,  always buying from her.That’s all it was—business.

But her man? He let that shit fester.

He started seeing things that weren’t there.  Started imagining things that never happened.

Every time she left the house, he thought she was with him.  Every time she dressed up, he thought she was dressing for him.  Every time her phone rang, he thought it was him.

Until his jealousy turned into madness.  Until he started believing that the only way to stop it...

Was to stop her.

​The Breaking Point

The night it happened, everything seemed normal.

Alexis came home late—same as always.

She was tired, worn out from hustling all day.  She set her bags down, kicked off her heels, and sighed.  She didn’t notice how quiet the room was.

Didn’t notice the way he was sitting, motionless, staring.  Didn’t notice the look in his eyes—because if she had?

She might’ve ran. But instead, she just walked right past him, heading for the bathroom.

Then she heard him say, “You think I’m stupid?”

She stopped. Turned around. Saw him standing now,  his face twisted with something ugly.

“What?” she said. “You really think I’m stupid, huh?” he repeated, his voice low.

She sighed, already annoyed.“Not this shit again,” she muttered, rubbing her temples. “Ain’t nobody thinking about you like that.”

But that was the wrong thing to say.

Because the last thing a weak man wants to hear— Doesn't matter.
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​The Unthinkable

Nobody knows exactly how it happened.  Maybe she laughed at him, made him feel small.  Maybe she tried to leave, and he snapped.  Or maybe the demons finally won.

Either way—by the time the neighbors heard the screams?  It was too late.

Blood everywhere.The walls. The floor. Her clothes.  Her bag is still sitting by the door, untouched.

All that hustling. All that grinding. All that beauty. Gone in an instant.

Because a man who couldn’t handle her light—chose to put it out.

​The Mirror Never Lies

They say after he did it, he just stood there. Looking at himself in the mirror.

Watching his hands shake. Watching the blood on his skin.

And in that moment—he knew. He knew he didn’t kill her.  He killed himself. Because now, without Alexis?

He was nothing. He was nobody.Just another weak man who let jealousy turn into murder.

Because in the end? He wasn’t mad at her.He was mad at himself. 

For being a nobody. For having nothing.  For knowing that even if she was loyal,  he still wasn’t enough.

But that’s the thing about demons. Once they get inside your head?  They don’t leave. And the mirror? It never lies.

Some say his demons won that night.  Some say he was the demon all along.  Either way? Alexis never got to find out.  

Because she bet on
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