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Chapter 1: How Many Divisions Does God Have?
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“Newbie feature initializing...”

It was mid-June 1990 in San Diego. The air shimmered from the heat. Jun Philip sat wearily on a bench, his cheap suit stained and wrinkled.

He had just been robbed.

Even the insurance pamphlets he carried had been snatched.

All that remained was the stench of the mugger, a big guy nicknamed Black Dog, lingering in the air.

Call the police?

What a joke.

The cops were too busy chasing hookers.

And somehow—out of nowhere—a system interface had popped into his head?

It was stuck loading.

As if he’d bought a “Newbie Package” that came with a complimentary African-American bonus item from the 19th-century bestsellers list.

“Fuck!” Jun Philip groaned, rubbing his temples. “Everything’s going wrong. If I don’t bring in a new client today, that pig-faced white lady supervisor is going to kick me out.”

He pulled out a cheap cigarette, stuck it between his lips, and pushed himself off the bench. He walked down Gaslamp Avenue, past passed-out vagrants and drugged-out black men talking to themselves.

Mexico was just 20 kilometers away.

He didn’t need a genius to know what business thrived best around here.

He stopped in front of a two-story shop. The sign read: “Levelland Gun Store.” He pushed open the door.

“Welcome,” chirped the automatic greeter.

“Hey there! Anything I can help you with?” a cheery voice called from the back.

Out walked a white guy in a camo-print T-shirt, polishing a Barkeep.22 revolver. His eyes lit up when he saw Jun Philip.

“Hey! Gao!”

“Long time no see, Paul,” Jun Philip greeted him with a smile.

Paul was his best friend back in school. He had joined the military in sophomore year, spent a few years in a Special Tactics Team (STT), and now ran the family gun shop after being discharged.

Whenever Jun Philip got exhausted selling insurance, he came here to chill.

“You don’t look so hot,” Paul said, eyeing him up and down.

Jun Philip collapsed into a rocking chair and gave a bitter smile, recounting the robbery by that black thug. Paul slammed his fist on the counter. “Those damned bastards! I’ll help you find him.”

Jun Philip waved it off. With so many black guys in San Diego, the odds were slim. He appreciated the comfort, though. Paul poured him a glass of water, and just then, a father and son walked into the store.

The father was a burly middle-aged man, the son young and obviously thrilled.

“Buying my boy his first handgun,” the father said, familiar with Paul.

“Hey, Dad, I’m an adult now—I want a rifle!” the son protested.

The father glared. “You want another hole in your ass, Owen?”

Paul had seen this kind of thing plenty.

There were 89 guns for every 100 Americans. A bad mood was often enough to send someone to meet God.

Under dad’s iron fist, Owen backed down reluctantly.

Paul pulled out a classic M1911 WWI Reproduction Pistol from the case and said, “How about this one? Nine hundred bucks.”

Jun Philip glanced over curiously.

“Newbie feature unlocked...”

Model: M1911
Caliber: 11.43 mm
Capacity: 7+1
Manufacturer: Colt
Production Cost: $278
Wholesale Price: $558
Suggested Retail: $870
Market Prices: Tijuana – $1178, San Francisco – $978, Reno – $976
Profit Margin: 150%
Note: Based on genuine models, real-time pricing updates enabled.
A flood of data filled his mind.

But what stunned Jun Philip was the profit margin.

“Holy shit,” he muttered under his breath.

He was killing himself selling insurance in this heat—no hazard pay, no respect. The Chinese Exclusion Act had been repealed back in 1943, but in America’s hierarchy of prejudice, it went:

Northern whites > Southern whites > Black people > Chinese

Why?

Because Black people would shoot you out of “love,” while Chinese people kept their heads down and avoided trouble.

That made them easy targets.

Jun Philip had been mugged at least eight times while studying abroad. His family had supported him generously at first, but after the financial crisis in the ‘80s, their fortunes changed. He had to fend for himself.

Meanwhile, Paul just sold a Smith & Wesson M&P9 for $615. It was a 1989 model—new, but less powerful than the M1911. Owen wasn’t happy. Real men liked it big, loud, and fast.

After verifying paperwork and police approvals, Paul handed over the gun. Owen reached for the trigger—and got slapped on the back of the head by his dad.

“Idiot! Don’t stick your finger in the hole!”

Owen left sulking, dragged away because Paul didn’t have a firing range.

“Sorry about that, buddy,” Paul said, returning.

“No worries...” Jun Philip said, sipping his water. “Is that M1911 your most expensive gun?”

Paul laughed. “Of course not. My shop’s small, sure. I’m no Cabela’s or Bass Pro. But I’ve got my treasures.”

“Follow me.”

Jun Philip was hooked. He followed Paul to the back room. Inside, a dark green locker stood in the corner. Paul typed in a code to unlock it.

Inside lay... a sniper rifle?

“Barrett. Price: $12,000,” Paul said proudly. “This baby’s my mistress. More thrilling than any girlfriend.”

As soon as Jun Philip touched it, his brain flashed with analysis. Price fluctuations ranged from $6,000 to $12,000. Paul had marked it right at the top.

“Is the arms business... really this profitable?” he blurted out.

It sounded ridiculous, but Paul just chuckled and leaned in.

“Who’s the world’s biggest arms dealer?”

Jun Philip hesitated. “Lockheed?”

“Nope. The President of the United States.”

“Only those who start wars reap the profits. Guys like me—we just stay fed.”

Damn it.

If Paul sold four or five guns a day, he’d earn more than Jun Philip did chasing broke clients for insurance policies.

In that moment...

Jun Philip felt something stir deep inside.

Paul leaned closer. “Violence is human nature. The oldest skeletons we’ve found have spearheads lodged in their rib cages.”

“What did it feel like selling your first gun?” Jun Philip asked.

Paul frowned, thinking. “Honestly? It felt like losing my virginity. No idea what I was doing. Super intense. Over way too fast.”

He grinned. “Then I spent my first paycheck on a hooker. Don’t tell Kathleen.”

Jun Philip nodded solemnly, suppressing envy.

“Can I... join the business?” he finally asked.

That was his real question. His eyes lit with hope. Who could stay calm in the face of such overwhelming profit?

Even God demanded worship.

Paul smirked. “What about your insurance job? Didn’t a fellow Chinese guy hook you up with that?”

That made Jun Philip go quiet.

The insurance gig was brutal, but it paid benefits. Just six more months, and he’d be eligible for a green card.

If he quit...

Would he have stable income?

Would he become a jobless vagrant?

Paul’s tiny shop definitely didn’t provide insurance.

And what would he tell his family?

“Mom, I’m selling guns now. Gotta go clean my AK.”
His dad would kick him out of the family tree.
Paul clapped him on the shoulder. “Think it through, buddy. If you decide, come find me.”

He handed him a Glock.

Jun Philip glanced at the data:

Suggested Retail: $310

“Oh no, this is way too much,” he said quickly.

Paul chuckled. “It’s second-hand. A gift from me.”

Jun Philip hesitated but was tempted. “But I don’t have a gun license.”

Paul burst out laughing. “Gao, you’re hilarious. In San Diego, unlicensed gun owners are as common as HIV patients. Cops don’t give a damn. Just don’t go waving it around in public.”

He patted Jun Philip again. “When the world turns filthy, even the janitors give up cleaning.”

That calmed Jun Philip.

He tucked the gun away.

Paul handed him a few rounds of ammo.

The moment Jun Philip touched the industrial pinnacle of humanity’s killing machines, a shiver of excitement ran through him.

Even if God stood before him...

“How many divisions do you have, huh?”

If I had a nuke, you’d be kneeling before my god—‘Nuclear Deity.’

No nuke yet?

Starting today, that changes.
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Chapter 2: The Suffering of the World
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Jun Philip spent hours talking with Paul.

By the time he left Levelland Gun Store, it was already past 5 PM.

“Shit!”

He rushed back to the office—Ulysses Abbott Insurance.
A no-name, third-rate insurance company.
Before he even had a chance to wipe the sweat off his face, a shrill voice roared through the room.
“Idiots! Bottom of the performance list again! Is your brain made of Chinatown dog shit?!”
Jun Philip flinched. He turned instinctively to leave, but the pig-faced supervisor spotted him at the door.

“Gao!”

“Miss Martha...” Jun Philip forced a weak smile.

Martha marched over with her hands on her hips. The floor creaked under her weight. A few coworkers who had been her previous targets let out sighs of relief and gave Jun Philip sympathetic glances—like he was some kind of sacrificial lamb.

Predictably, she fired off a barrage of questions.

“How many clients did you visit today?”

“How many flyers did you hand out?”

“How many leads?”

Jun Philip braced himself. “Miss Martha, I... I was mugged earlier...”

“Mugged?! Oh my God!” she gasped dramatically. Then her tone turned icy. “What, did they mug all your clients too? Don’t give me excuses! You Chinese people are hopeless—filthy and clueless, running around like fools!”

Jun Philip hung his head and stayed silent.

That’s how it was for Chinese immigrants—you’d get cursed out, but it wouldn’t kill you. Just wait it out. Eventually, they’d run out of breath.

“You Asians have no brains. Just dogs!” she spat.

Panting from the effort of yelling, Martha gave him one last glare. “If you don’t bring in a single sale tomorrow, don’t bother coming back.”

Then she strutted back into her office with the pride of a war general. No one dared meet her gaze.

Jun Philip exhaled deeply and slumped into his seat.

His coworkers looked at him with pity. As the only Chinese employee, he was an easy target.

Still, Jun Philip usually didn’t mind.

It was hard enough just to have a stable job.

About half an hour later, Martha left the office with a dramatic flip of her handbag, tossing more insults at Jun Philip on her way out—“trash,” “useless,” “embarrassment.”

Feeling stifled and humiliated, Jun Philip dragged himself downstairs.

Under the setting sun, his elongated shadow stretched across the pavement—like a beaten, mangy dog.

Just as he neared home, a wave of deafening cheers caught his attention. It came from a nearby bar.

Something pulled him inside.

Heavy metal blared through the space, mingled with the raw stink of sweat and smoke. Jun Philip, a mild-mannered guy, was completely out of place.

“Hey buddy, what’ll it be?” asked a white bartender in a shirt and tie.

“I’ll have a—” Jun Philip looked up at the menu on the wall, but before he could decide, a group of drunk Black men passed by.

“George, give him a juice!” one of them laughed.

“Hahaha!” The others roared with laughter.

The bartender frowned and tapped the counter. “Don’t start anything, Bob.”

The leader—big, broad-shouldered—seemed to hold back only because of George. He grinned and slapped Jun Philip’s shoulder.

“Buy us a round?” he asked, almost mockingly.

Jun Philip stiffened. The smell of the man made his stomach turn. But more importantly—he knew this guy.

“Head Hunter” Bob Chris.
A Namibian thug infamous for terrorizing Asian immigrants. Jun Philip had once seen him stab a Chinese guy over twenty dollars.
So he quickly nodded, forcing a smile. “Sure, man. Of course.”

Bob was pleased by his obedience. He patted Jun Philip’s face and led his crew off to dance.

“One beer, please.”

“Coming right up,” George said.

Jun Philip sat like a nervous bird, glancing around the room. He didn’t belong. Even after years overseas, he was still the same cautious boy raised during China’s reform era.

“Your beer.”

“Thanks.”

He sipped and winced—flat and bitter. Still, he took another gulp.

Beer numbed the soul. It was good for forgetting.

“Refill.”

“Another.”

After four drinks, the music and alcohol began to cloud his mind. He was never a drinker. Low-tier insurance agents didn’t get invited to business dinners.

Tipsy and woozy, he finally asked, “How much?”

“Sixty dollars,” George said, pointing to Bob and his crew. “That includes their whiskey.”

Jun Philip froze, lips parting in protest, but he bowed his head and paid anyway. A few extra bills slipped from his wallet—Ben Franklin’s smug face grinning under the dim bar lights.

As he bent down to retrieve them, he didn’t see Bob and his crew whispering, watching him.

And then following.

George saw it all—but said nothing.

Outside wasn’t his domain.

As Jun Philip walked home, a breeze made his skin crawl. The stink of garbage made him gag. He ducked into a nearby alley to vomit.

“Need a hand, buddy?” a taunting voice echoed.

Shadows shifted.

He looked up—Bob and two lackeys stood blocking the way, arms crossed and grinning.

His heart dropped. He waved them off. “Thanks, I’m good...”

He tried to walk past—but one of the lackeys stepped in front of him.

“We’re a little short on cash,” Bob said, smiling. “Lend us some?”

“I... I don’t have any,” Jun Philip stammered.

“Not cooperating? Allen, search him.”

The lackey lunged, grabbing Jun Philip’s collar and yanking away his briefcase.

“That’s my work stuff!”

Jun Philip lunged to get it back, but Allen slapped him hard. Jun Philip hit the pavement with a grunt.

Bob rifled through the bag, tossing papers everywhere. A family photo fluttered down—Jun Philip, flanked by his parents, looking innocent and hopeful.

A note was scribbled at the bottom:
“May your path be safe—Father, Gao Yishan.”
“Where’s the damn money?!” Bob growled, finding only a few coins. Furious, he hurled them at the ground.

He grabbed Jun Philip by the collar, roaring, “Where’s the money?! Huh?!”

And then his foot landed on the family photo.

He tightened his grip—one hand on Jun Philip’s neck, the other rummaging through his pockets.

That’s when Jun Philip’s hand brushed something cold—the Glock Paul had given him.

As soon as his fingers touched it, his mind exploded with emotions:

Fight back. Draw the gun. Kill him.

Blade in hand, rage ignites.
Fueled by alcohol, Jun Philip gripped the pistol tight, yanked it free, and shoved it against Bob’s left eye.
Teeth clenched, he growled:
“Why?! Why do you always pick on me?! Why push me this far?!”
Bob froze. Eyes wide. Breath shallow.

He had a gun.

Click.

The sound of the safety disengaging rang loud in the alley.

“No, wait!” Bob screamed.

Bang!

The bullet tore through his shoulder. He dropped, howling in pain. The two goons bolted in terror.

But Jun Philip wasn’t done.

Drunk on adrenaline, he fired three more shots. Two hit their mark.

With a gun in hand, even nomads could sing and dance.

Jun Philip stood up, panting. He pointed the Glock back at Bob.

One more shot, and it would all be over.

But his last shred of reason kicked in.

If someone died, it would be different. The police would have to investigate. But injured, and in this chaotic neighborhood—with no cameras—it would blow over.

But there would be retaliation.

Then he saw it—a fire axe by the dumpster.

He picked it up. Walked back toward Bob.

“Don’t—please—I’m sorry! I’m sorry!” Bob pleaded.

Jun Philip’s face was swollen, twisted with fury. He raised the blunt side of the axe and swung.

CRACK.

Bob’s knee bent at a sickening angle.

He shrieked in agony.

Then Jun Philip shattered the other leg.

Crippled. He won’t be causing trouble again.

Turning to Allen, Jun Philip whispered, “My face really hurts.”

Then smashed his hand—bones splintered, skin shredded.

“Why did you hit me?! Why?!”

His voice trembled with pain and rage.

Allen didn’t answer. He’d passed out cold.

The third thug got the same treatment.

Then Jun Philip dropped the axe, grabbed his things, and ran.

He didn’t stop until he got home. Slamming the door shut, he collapsed against it, panting, limp with exhaustion.

He pulled out the Glock.

If it weren’t for this thing, he’d be in a hospital—or worse.

He looked at it lovingly.

Even Black men had different hobbies.

As the adrenaline faded, pain set in. He staggered into the bathroom, turned on the heat lamp, and stepped into the shower.

Filth ran down the drain.

Hands braced against the wall.

Then he started laughing.

Quiet at first... then louder... until it echoed off the tiles.

“HAHAHAHAHA!”

Water streamed down his face.

He finally understood.

Lose your humanity, and you lose a lot.
Lose your ferocity—and you lose everything.
This world eats people alive.

Why me? Why always me? What did I do wrong? Do I deserve this?

No!

It’s not me.
It’s the world.
It’s the weak who are wrong.
“To hell with stability. Life or death—let fate decide!”

Jun Philip growled, voice low but heavy with rage.

His shadow on the wall...

Looked like it had grown horns.
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Chapter 3: Equality Under the Shotgun
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The next morning.

A misty haze hung over the sky.

The wind from Tijuana carried with it a certain... meaty aroma.
The broke street dogs of San Diego might’ve found it addictive if they sniffed hard enough.
Jun Philip walked into the office, clean-shaven and dressed in a crisp suit.
As always, he was the first to arrive.
He sat at his desk, gripping the photo that Bob had stomped on the day before. He’d tried to clean it, but the stains clung like a curse.

Still...

If Bob ever wanted to walk again, God would have to be Black.

Thump, thump, thump—

A commotion broke out at the entrance as four or five coworkers rushed in, faces pale, like they were being chased by a monster.

Jun Philip calmly pulled a mini voice recorder from his briefcase—palm-sized—and slipped it into his pocket.

He knew that only something truly dangerous could spook the herd like this.

And sure enough...

Martha stormed in right behind them.

The scent of her cheap perfume hit the office like tear gas.

She was on her daily hunt—her favorite hobby was making an example of someone.
And Jun Philip was always her easiest target.
Her piggy eyes scanned the room. No one dared meet her gaze—except for him.

“Gao.”

Everyone else sighed in relief and gave him pitying glances.

“Something I can help you with, Miss Martha?” Jun Philip asked casually, glancing up.

This indifference caught the office off guard. He sounded different—no longer meek, no longer afraid.

Martha seemed offended by the change.

She stomped over and barked, “Stand up!”
She even kicked his chair.
“You Chinese scum, open your slanted eyes and listen! You should go back to your filthy country—you useless yellow monkey! You should thank me for giving you this job! You’re no better than a savage—completely untrainable!”

“I’m telling you—if you don’t land a client today, you’re out! Crawl out of here like the dog you are—”

SLAM.

Jun Philip had had enough.
He grabbed her by the hair and slammed her head against the desk.
Office supplies went flying.
Everyone froze.
Jun Philip picked up a box cutter and pressed it to her neck.
His eyes burned.
“I’ve had enough of you, you fat pig. I swear, I’d kill you right now if I didn’t have to deal with the consequences.”

He leaned in close and whispered into her ear,
“Even the Black thugs outside wouldn’t touch you. You make me sick.”
“Hey, hey, Gao—don’t do this, man, calm down,” a male coworker said.

Jun Philip hated that fake corporate concern.
He yanked Martha’s hair. She trembled in shock, wide-eyed, lips quivering.
“No. I quit!”

He tore off his employee badge and slapped it against her face.

Then pulled the recorder from his pocket.

“I expect my paycheck by the end of the month. If I don’t get it, this recording of your racial slurs is going straight to The New York Times. Understood, Miss Martha?”

Then he shoved her hard—she crashed to the ground.

Jun Philip straightened his collar, put on a polite smile.

“Apologies, gentlemen. Sorry to interrupt your morning. Goodbye—and may God bless you.”

He picked up his bag and walked out.

The moment he was gone, Martha finally snapped out of her daze and screamed.

She had never expected Jun Philip—the “weakest,” most “easily bullied” Chinese guy—to explode like that.

She screamed about calling the police. Said she'd have him deported.

But she made no moves.

Because in the U.S., racial discrimination is a federal offense.
Like that white rookie firefighter in Detroit who gave watermelons to Black colleagues... and got fired.
Perception mattered more than intent.

Before you become a bitch in America, you first have to learn how to fake it—human rights on the left, world peace on the right.
Congress loved that shtick.



“Damn, that felt good.”

Jun Philip stood outside, head tilted back.
A stubborn beam of sunlight pierced the fog above.
He’d wanted to punch her for so long.

Just because she was a woman didn’t mean she was immune.

In high spirits, he walked toward Levelland Gun Store.
The door was still locked. Paul clearly wasn’t a morning person.
Jun Philip sat on a concrete post near the entrance and glanced across the street.
The convenience store was already open.
He walked in and bought a pack of Camels.

Five bucks.
He usually wouldn’t splurge.
He lit one at the doorway, striking the match with flair and casually flicking it out.

Just then, he spotted an elderly man outside the gun store.

Hunched over, in a black baseball cap and navy jacket, the man shuffled anxiously with tiny steps, holding a long, cloth-wrapped item.

Jun Philip’s eyes narrowed.

He walked over with a smile. “Morning, sir. Need any help?”

“No, thank you,” the old man replied politely.

“I know Paul pretty well. If you’re waiting for him, you might be here a while. The guy’s sun doesn’t rise until noon, if you know what I mean.”

The old man didn’t laugh.

In fact, his frown deepened.

“You can talk to me. I’d be happy to help,” Jun Philip offered again—not out of kindness, but because a gut feeling told him... there was profit to be made.

After hesitating, the old man finally unwrapped the bundle.

A shotgun.

And Jun Philip recognized it instantly.

Model: Remington M870 Shotgun (1968 Civilian Model)
Caliber: 12-gauge
Capacity: 7 rounds
Manufacturer: Remington Arms
Production Cost: $56
Wholesale Price: $134
Suggested Retail: $433
Market Prices:

Tijuana: $511
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Ecatepec: $478

––––––––
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Guadalajara: $476
Used Gun Estimate: $117
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[image: ]


Minor damage: 2 visible cracks on lower receiver
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[image: ]


Recommendation: Buy

A shotgun!

Not just any shotgun—the Remington.

One of the most powerful, most widely-used shotguns in military and civilian sectors alike.

“I wanted to sell this to Paul,” the old man said, gently caressing the weapon. “My granddaughter’s birthday is coming up... I don’t have any money...”

His eyes misted up.

“I’ve had this gun for over 20 years. It’s hard to let go—but I love my granddaughter more.”

Jun Philip patted him on the shoulder, offering sympathy... but his mind was racing.

The system said this thing was worth $117. Could he buy low and flip it?

“Well, Paul’s not going to be around for a while...”

“I’ll take it,” Jun Philip offered. “Paul and I are friends. It doesn’t matter who buys it, right?”

The old man studied him. “How much will you give me?”

Jun Philip held up five fingers. “Fifty bucks.”

What, he was supposed to offer the full $117 just because the system said so?
The sob story wasn’t fooling him.
Birthday? Even if your wife was giving birth to Jesus, I’m not paying full price.

Jun Philip could tell ten times sadder stories.
Hell, he could spin a tale about a neighbor’s Indian dog being abused, and how he needed to sell insurance to pay for its surgery.
Let’s be real—

The truest form of honesty between people is assuming each other are idiots.

The old man nearly choked.

“Fifty bucks?”

Before he could argue, Jun Philip casually added,
“Do you have paperwork for this gun? The transfer needs to go through the police.”
The old man’s expression stiffened. That was all Jun Philip needed.

He sighed, frowned, and said solemnly,
“This really puts me in a tough spot...”
“But... I had a grandfather like you. Treated me well. I see his reflection in you. So I’ll give you 55. Final offer.”

Jun Philip pulled out a $50 bill—good ol’ Ulysses S. Grant, looking like a fool—and fished out five more in coins from his briefcase.

The old man was stunned.
Were all Chinese people this cheap?
He clutched the shotgun tight and shook his head. “No. Can’t do it. Minimum $200.”

Jun Philip spread his hands. “Sorry, that’s out of my range. But I wish you luck. He should be here soon.”

The old man was clearly anxious.

“$180.”

“$55,” Jun Philip replied with a smile.

“$170.”

“Still 55.”

...

They haggled for ten solid minutes, Jun Philip refusing to budge.

Remington 870s had been mass-produced for over 20 years—more than 4 million units.
They were everywhere.
Even with a system valuation of $117, he’d be an idiot to pay more than half.

Finally, the old man gave up. “Fine. Take it.”

Jun Philip grinned, handed over the money, and took the gun.
“Wish your granddaughter a happy birthday from me.”
The old man looked less than thrilled.

But Jun Philip felt great.

His first arms deal.

Honestly, it felt just like selling insurance. Or bartering at a wet market.

The process was thrilling, but the payoff... oddly dull.

Still...

He kind of liked it.

The gun was a steal.

The cracked lower could be fixed for cheap. The only issue was shot dispersion—bullets might veer off or tumble mid-flight.

But hey, that just made it a "fate-based targeting system."

And with a shotgun?

Who cared about accuracy.

When a Remington sprays—
you die, or you don’t.
Either way, you’re not walking away.
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Chapter 4: Everyone Has a First Time
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Paul yawned behind the wheel.

Out the windshield, he spotted a familiar figure standing in front of the gun store.

What was he doing?

Looked like... sticking his finger into the barrel?

Paul pulled over, shut off the engine, and stepped out.

“Hey, man! You putting on a show?” he called out with a grin.

Jun Philip chuckled, caught in the act. “Uh... I thought you could feel the rifling wear this way?”

“You need actual tools for that. If your finger gets stuck, I’m sure the ER staff would love the story.” Paul raised an eyebrow and lowered his voice. “Heard some Black guy in San Francisco tried shoving himself into a barrel once. Gun misfired.”

“My god. Was he okay?”

“Next life, maybe.”

Jun Philip glanced down at the barrel and measured with his hand. “Barrels are really that big?”

“He had it custom-made. In America, with enough cash, you can turn a howitzer into an anime mascot.” Paul laughed and pushed up the rolling shutter with a grunt. Jun Philip helped.

Once inside, Paul opened the windows for fresh air before turning to him.
Chin lifted slightly.
“Where’d this gun come from?”

Jun Philip handed it over. “Some old guy was waiting out front, seemed desperate. I figured I’d buy it for you.”

“Must’ve been Old Chilsen,” Paul said, instantly recognizing the shotgun. “Did he tell you a sob story?”

“You knew about that?”

“Of course. He’s been here dozens of times with a new tale every visit. I’ve seen that gun before. He tried to sell it to me once, but it looked too beat up, so I passed. How much did you pay?”

“Fifty-five bucks!”

Paul blinked. Finally, he looked genuinely surprised. “That cheap?”

“He wanted $200, but this thing’s beat-up—barrel and underframe damage. If I hadn’t bought it, he’d have walked away with it rotting in his hands.”

“You’re a genius.” Paul laughed. “You scored a bargain. Fix it up a little, and it’ll easily sell for over $100. That’s a good flip.”

100% profit.

Jun Philip couldn’t hide his grin. “Wanna buy it off me?”

Paul shook his head. “It’s unregistered and missing serials. I can’t sell that through the store.”

Before disappointment could sink in, he added, “But there are other ways.”

“We can offload it to one of the groups.”

“They love unregistered weapons. Bigger profits, less paperwork. If you’re up for it, I’ll set it up.”

Gray channels?

Made sense.

Legit business was the least profitable.

Of course Jun Philip wouldn’t say no. He wasn’t some naïve idealist.
Selling to a gang? So what?
As long as the cash was real.

Paul placed the Remington back in the gun rack, made a quick call, then returned with a glass of water.

“You’re off work today?”

Jun Philip told him the whole story about quitting and slapping the fat witch’s face with his employee badge.

“I want to sell guns,” he added seriously.

Paul’s eyes lit up. “I could use the help. You Chinese guys are good at math. I hired a Black guy last month, he lost me over a hundred bucks. Damn near made me wanna blow his head off!”

He clapped Jun Philip on the back and pulled him in for a hug.

“I’ll pay you $600 a month. Six hours a day, not much going on most of the time. You’ll help introduce the weapons to customers. I’ll even give you a commission cut. Sound good?”

Jun Philip nodded. He had no complaints.

He didn’t know a lot about selling weapons yet—but he knew money. And Paul would teach him the ropes.

This path needed a guide.

Jump blindly into a new trade, and all you’ll find are creative ways to fail.

Paul handed him three thick catalogs.
“Colt, Remington, and Smith & Wesson. We mostly deal in these. Read up. Ask if you’ve got questions.”
Of course, Jun Philip didn’t need them.

The system already told him everything the moment he glanced at a gun.

But he had to play dumb.

Even when God showed miracles, people still thought He was a freak.
If Jun Philip started reciting specs from memory, it would raise eyebrows.
The morning passed quietly as he read through the brochures.

But that changed in the afternoon when a Black man with dreadlocks burst through the door—nose ring swinging.

“Welcome to—”

“Tolmanbee sent me. I’m here for the Remington M870. Paul not around?”

“He stepped out, but he told me to handle it. One second.”

Jun Philip grabbed the shotgun from the rack and laid it on the counter.

“This one.”

The guy nodded. As he reached for cash, a small bag of white powder fell out of his pocket.

He bent to pick it up, saw Jun Philip watching, and grinned.

“Wanna try it? Tijuana’s latest. Top shelf. Only sixteen bucks.”

Damn, Jun Philip thought. That’s not even a full gram.

He waved it off. No way he’d touch that stuff.

“Paul said $150. Here’s the cash. Also, tell him we want six TEC-9s by tomorrow. Big clips—50 rounds. Don’t let Tolmanbee down.”

The man leaned on the counter and gave the order like he was at a fast-food joint.

Jun Philip froze.

TEC-9s?

He had a near-photographic memory. The shop didn’t stock those.

And weren’t they banned?

After the Cleveland shooting, TEC-9s were blacklisted across the U.S.

But their simplicity, power, and compact design made them gang favorites.
Infamous. Ubiquitous.
If the guy was asking, then clearly—Paul was selling.
And their partnership was stable.
After he left, Jun Philip stared at the stack of bills on the counter.

His first sale.

Just like Paul had said. Over before it began.

Damn it.
Weren’t under-the-table deals supposed to be intense and cinematic?
When Paul came back, Jun Philip waved.

“Hey. The guy picked it up.”

“Oh yeah?” Paul raised an eyebrow.

“Sold it for $150.”

“Nice.” Jun Philip handed him $50.

Paul didn’t take it.

Instead, he smiled. “Buddy, you’ve got to understand—weapon prices are never fixed. You could’ve asked $200. Maybe they would’ve paid.”

“Gangs love unregistered pieces. You know how many rounds are fired in San Diego every night?”

“12,000. Every day is a war zone. Twenty clicks south, in Tijuana, it’s over 50,000.”

“If you find the right buyers, you could sell a Glock for $500. Seriously. Because for them? One gun means control. Power. Territory.”

“And they don’t care about the extra $50. With the right weapon, they’ll make way more in return.”

Jun Philip got it instantly.

Buyers and sellers were a game of leverage.
If one buyer won’t pay your price, another will.
Weapons were hard currency.
The profit they generated far outweighed their base value.
Insurance? That’s for poor people.

But with a Katyusha in one hand and a PPSh in the other, while sipping vodka—

New York would be your backyard.

“Oh, right. He also said to have six TEC-9s ready by tomorrow.”

Paul shot him an OK sign and headed to the bathroom.

Then paused in the doorway.

“You free tonight?”

Jun Philip nodded. “Yeah, why?”

Paul grinned. “I’m gonna show you the real San Diego.”

“You’ll love it.”

Jun Philip had no idea what that meant...
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Chapter 5: Sir, He Drank Too Much in the Restroom
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A warm June evening.

San Diego's night breeze carried a hint of salt from the ocean—and something else.

Streetwalkers in revealing clothes leaned against lampposts, beckoning passersby with sultry whispers.

A few Black men across the street looked about ready to drop their pants right there.

Maybe they’d just arrived from Africa, still unaccustomed to the so-called "civilized world"—maybe they thought it was fine to mate in public like stray dogs.

Jun Philip glanced over instinctively.

Paul nudged him, half-jokingly.

“If you’re looking to blow off steam, don’t go for them.”

He nodded toward the prostitutes and muttered under his breath, “Unless you’re really into collecting HIV.”

Jun Philip chuckled. “I have... hygiene standards.”

That in itself was a joke.

“When you’ve got money, you can have Hollywood stars,” Paul said casually. “They’re the most ‘efficient’ stress relief you can buy. And if you’ve got more exotic tastes, I can hook you up.”

“No thanks. I don’t want to be plumbing the sewers—especially when they’re full of shit.”

Paul laughed and pointed at a nearby bar.
“We’re here.”
“Dog of God?” Jun Philip looked up at the neon sign. “Weird name.”

“Italian-owned. Just remember—don’t act surprised by what you see inside.”

...Did he think Jun Philip was some backwoods hick?

They walked in. Thunderous music hit like a brick wall.

The first thing Jun Philip saw—white women dancing on stage, hips twisting with hypnotic rhythm.

His eyes nearly popped.

“Holy hell... what a pair of—”

Below the strip stage, men roared like animals. Their eyes were red, their hands twitching—but anyone who got too handsy was quickly dealt with by security.

Even as they moved toward the bar, Jun Philip couldn't help but steal one more glance.

Three-quarters of a show for free? Totally worth it.

Paul tapped the bar with his knuckles. “Is Mr. Edward in?”

The bartender, wiping a glass, pointed to a corner booth.

“Thanks. Two whiskeys. On the rocks.”

Paul leaned toward Jun Philip and whispered, “Edward runs a smuggling route from San Diego to Tijuana. He’s got access to goods we need. Don’t piss him off.”

“He’s our supplier?” Jun Philip’s tone sharpened.

“He runs most of San Diego’s underground market. He’s tied to a cartel across the border.”

Jun Philip frowned. “Then why don’t guys like Tolmanbee buy directly from him?”

“Different pricing models. I’m a long-term partner. Edward doesn’t like one-off deals.”

Jun Philip nodded, half-understanding.

They approached the booth.

Inside, a sharply dressed man in a navy suit lounged with one leg crossed. His hair slicked back, wrist flashing a Jaeger-LeCoultre watch. He swirled red wine with an effortless smile.

The man could’ve been mistaken for a movie star.
But in reality? He was San Diego’s underworld kingpin.
“Mr. Edward,” Paul greeted respectfully, stopping two meters away.

“Paul! Always a pleasure,” Edward said warmly, gesturing for them to sit.

Just as they sat, the man next to Edward turned around.

Paul’s face instantly soured.

“Malik?”

A plump, bespectacled middle-aged man smiled condescendingly. “Paul, not even a ‘hello, Uncle Malik’?”

“You two know each other?” Edward raised a brow.

“I’m Paul’s father’s best friend. Isn’t that right?” Malik grinned smugly.

Jun Philip could almost see Paul’s fury rising.

“This guy—Asian? Your friend? Or just an employee? You’d better be careful. Don’t get played. Your parents wouldn’t forgive me.”

“He’s my friend,” Paul said, almost growling.

“An Asian... friend?” Malik snorted, shaking his head.

Edward gave Jun Philip a passing glance, then dismissed him completely. A mere underling wasn’t worth his attention.

He tapped his wine glass lightly. Malik instantly shut up.

“Paul, good timing,” Edward began. “Malik wants to open a weapons trade line here in San Diego. He’s asking for a share of the supply chain.”

“You give him 30%,” Edward said plainly, “and I’ll let others absorb the loss.”

Paul’s face twisted. “Sir, thirty percent?!”

Small gun shops like Paul’s barely scraped by. Most income came from gray-market sales. Losing 30% meant losing thousands of dollars per month.

Even with big orders, he’d still have to share the profits.

Edward calmly explained, “Your performance last month wasn’t great.”

“Paul, take 30% less, and you’ll feel less pressure. I’m doing you a favor,” Malik added, grinning like a smug dandelion.

“Sir, I swear this month I’ll order more,” Paul said desperately. “I’m here tonight to place one—I need six TEC-9s.”

Jun Philip noticed Malik smirking at the number, and Edward quietly shook his head.

“Excuse me. Restroom,” Malik said, standing up with a bloated waddle.

He didn’t want to laugh too early.

Edward’s business model was simple—downlines who moved more stock made him more money. Malik had clearly promised Edward higher volume, with a profit split.

Six TEC-9s?
Not even worth Edward’s time.
As Paul tried to salvage the conversation, Jun Philip quietly stood up and excused himself as well.

Inside the restroom, he found Malik still peeing, glancing at Jun Philip like trash.

Jun Philip waited, washed his hands.

Malik adjusted his greasy hair in the mirror. “How much is Paul paying you? Come work for me.”

Jun Philip looked at his bloated reflection in the mirror and replied, “Thanks, but no thanks.”

“Paul’s not cut out for business. Naive, just like his father.”

“Mr. Malik, honestly, if you and Paul go way back, can’t you take a step back for old times’ sake?”

“Step back?” Malik laughed arrogantly. “Levelland Gun Store is mine. I’m taking it back. You and that idiot are finished.”

Jun Philip narrowed his eyes.

“You’ve got a foul mouth,” he muttered, stepping back. “In Chinese, we have a saying—”

He paused. What was the English for 冤家宜解不宜结?

Damn. He couldn’t remember the idiom.

“You’re saying you won’t back off?” he asked instead.

“Hell no!” Malik snapped.

CRACK.

Malik’s head slammed against the mirror.

Cracks spread like spiderwebs. Blood flowed from his forehead.

Before he could scream, Jun Philip grabbed him by the collar and dragged him into a stall.

Malik wasn’t tall—barely 165 cm—while Jun Philip stood over 175.

Inside, Jun Philip slammed Malik’s head into the toilet bowl.

“Did I provoke you?! Why the hell are you messing with me?! I offer peace, and you want war?! Trying to ruin my future?!”

Malik struggled, but Jun Philip slammed his head against the wall—again and again—until blood spattered.

Then he kicked him, over and over, until Malik went limp.

Panting. Sweating.

But he felt great.

The guy had just tried to destroy his career.
What was he supposed to do? Starve?
Maybe Jun Philip hadn’t realized it yet...

But he was getting more and more violent.

Outside the restroom, a few women screamed upon seeing the blood on his hands and shirt.

He calmly washed it off under the tap.
The blood trickled down the drain like nothing had happened.
Wiping his hands with a napkin, he returned to the booth, suit straightened, smile flawless.

From a few meters away, he saw Edward looking impatient.

“I’ll prioritize your supply share moving forward,” Edward said to Paul.

Paul opened his mouth to speak, but Jun Philip cut in smoothly:

“Mr. Edward, I think it would make more sense to give Malik’s share to us. We can absorb it.”

Edward looked up. Jun Philip smiled calmly, standing tall.

“I saw Malik in the restroom. He... slipped. Pretty bad. Might not be able to work for a while.”

Edward’s face darkened. He signaled his bodyguard, who returned moments later and whispered in his ear.

Edward’s posture stiffened.

“You beat him.”

“No. He slipped,” Jun Philip replied with a bright grin. “Besides, anything he could offer, we can offer.”

“He promised $150,000 in monthly orders.”

Paul’s eyes widened.

“We’ll do $200,000,” Jun Philip said firmly. “And we want all of the share that would’ve gone to Malik.”

“Gao...” Paul hissed.

“Mr. Edward, we’re all businessmen. This is about profit, not loyalty. If we perform better—why not work with us?”

Edward stared at him, then leaned back in silence.

“If you lie to me, I’ll dump your bodies in the Atlantic.”

“Fair enough,” Jun Philip smiled.

“But you assaulted my guest. That puts me in a difficult position.”

“Sir, Malik slipped.” Jun Philip repeated firmly.

Edward stared long and hard.

Then waved his hand.

“Get out.”

As Jun Philip pulled Paul along, Edward watched his back carefully.

“Take Malik to the hospital,” he ordered.
“Don’t let him die in here.”
“Yes, sir.”
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Chapter 6: Bottom Line?
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As they stepped out of the bar, Paul was already yelling.

“Jesus, Gao! We’re gonna end up dumped in the Atlantic! Two hundred grand a month? Do you think we’re running all of San Diego’s black market?”

Jun Philip didn’t respond immediately. He simply handed Paul a cigarette.

Standing at the street corner, he lit a match with a flick of the wrist, tilted his head, and took a deep drag. Exhaled a slow smoke ring—like a man with the world in his palm.

“Paul, business is about pushing forward. Didn’t you notice? Edward almost replaced you.”

“Pushing forward? This is a death wish! Do you know how many Glocks that is?” Paul pulled a mini calculator from his pocket and punched in a few numbers. “At $400 a pop, that’s... 500 Glocks!”

Ding.
Wait—that wasn’t that many.
“We don’t have that many clients!” Paul angrily smashed the reset button in frustration.

“But if it’s Barretts, then we only need twenty.”

“There aren’t that many snipers in San Diego, Gao!”

Jun Philip pointed across the street. “Then we go to Mexico. There are more gun stores in San Diego than McDonald’s. We can’t just sit around waiting. Imagine Ronald McDonald with an AK lighting up the Colonel at KFC. We need to change the game.”

Paul blinked. Thought about it. He had to admit—it made sense.

“Then why not go to Lebanon? Or Africa? They need weapons even more.”

“You think you can get through customs with that? Or that Africans can afford a Barrett?” Jun Philip smirked.

Of course, the real reason was simple—his system showed Mexico had the best resale margins right now.

“Edward’s rule is 50% upfront for every purchase. Do you have $100,000?” Paul asked.

“I’m a proletariat, man. This is all you.”

“Fuck, where the hell would I get that kind of money?”

“You’re the boss. I’m sure you’ll think of something.”

Paul cursed under his breath.

“I’ll go to Mexico to find a buyer. You figure out the funding?” Jun Philip asked.

“I’m coming with you. I’ll tell Kathleen to use our wedding savings. Maybe even mortgage the house. You bastard, if we go broke, we’re diving into the ocean together!”

Jun Philip just laughed and waved it off. “If we get rich, you can take Kathleen on a honeymoon instead.”

Paul paused. That was a nice image. He chuckled.

Looking at Jun Philip, he shook his head in disbelief.

“Gao, you’ve changed a lot. Back in school, you were always the guy who avoided risk. The model student. Teachers loved you.”

“You used to say you had principles.”

Jun Philip raised his hand, drawing a floating line in the air.
“My bottom line is... flexible.”
“HA! Knew it. You Asians act like you’re all about honor, but deep down, you’re crazier than we are.”

Paul slapped his back, laughing.

Illegal?

Sure.

But only if you got caught.



Three Days Later

A gray intercity bus rolled down Interstate 5.

The seats were mostly empty.

Jun Philip and Paul sat in the back.

If you held a U.S. green card, you didn’t need a visa to enter Mexico—but you still had to be prepared.

“Here’s your new ID.” Paul handed over a passport.

Jun Philip opened it. His face stared back at him under a new name:

Nicholas Yuli.

“Don’t worry. The identity is real—exists in government databases. He’s Asian too.”

“Where’s the real guy?”

Paul shrugged. “Maybe got chopped up for organs in San Francisco. Who knows?”

Then he grumbled, “Damn thing still cost me $200. Jesus.”

In San Diego, you could find anyone.
Fake IDs? Please.
And who said they were fake?
“Ladies and gentlemen,” the driver shouted, “we’re approaching the border checkpoint. Please prepare your passports and green cards.”

There were no U.S. military posts at the border—only patrol agents. On the Mexican side, however, checkpoints were everywhere.

But who the hell sneaks into Tijuana?

As the bus slowed to a halt, Jun Philip spotted four armed Mexican border guards. One wore a captain’s insignia and boarded the bus, scanning the passengers.

His eyes landed on Jun Philip and Paul.

“You, check the others,” the captain said to his men. He approached the pair directly.

Paul stiffened. Their eyes met midair.

“Passport, sir.”

Jun Philip handed it over.

“What’s your purpose in Mexico?”

“Preaching the Word.”

The captain raised an eyebrow. “Preaching?”

“I had a dream last month. God spoke to me. Said many lost lambs in Mexico needed guidance. I’m a pastor.”

The captain opened the passport—inside was a neat stack of greenbacks.

A smile spread across his face. He pocketed the cash casually.

“Indeed, Pastor. Mexico does need more salvation. We must return to the arms of the Lord. Amen.”

“Emmanuel—God is with us.”

The captain nodded in satisfaction and stepped off the bus with his men.

Paul let out a long sigh. “How much did you give him?”

“Hundred bucks.”

“Then why’d I see a stack?”

“I gave him ten Hamiltons.”

Ten $10 bills looked a lot more convincing than a single $100.
More bills = more bribe.
And $100 was a lot. Sure, the 1980 U.S. average income was over $2,300, but those numbers were for liars. Plenty of folks were poor.

That’s why soldiers and border guards were so easy to buy.
Their pay sucked.
Once through the checkpoint—they were in Tijuana.

Unlike the quiet U.S. side, the Mexican side buzzed with life.
People, stalls, neon signs—it was alive and gritty.
They got off at a small bus stop.

Jun Philip carried a briefcase.

“Let’s hit the hotel first,” Paul said, wiping sweat from his brow. Tijuana was hotter—and heavier, like the air itself was tired.

Less freedom. Less color. More pressure.

Jun Philip agreed.

Their hotel was nearby—clean, decent-looking.

The receptionist smiled as they entered.

“Good evening, sirs. Do you have a reservation?”

Jun Philip handed over his passport.

The receptionist checked it. “Mr. Yuli?”

“Right this way.”

She stepped out from behind the counter and led them to the elevator.

Paul elbowed Jun Philip with a knowing smirk, glancing at the receptionist’s figure, making an obscene mouth gesture.

“You should ask if she offers... services,” Jun Philip whispered. The look on Paul’s face said he already wanted to.

To be fair, she was gorgeous.
Around 170 cm tall, hair up, shapely, and those legs...
She opened their room and bowed slightly. “Enjoy your stay.”

As she turned to leave—

“Excuse me, miss,” Paul called.

Jun Philip turned too. No way. Is he really—?

“Would you be interested in a moment of... spiritual intimacy?” Paul asked, putting on his most gentlemanly American tone.

She hesitated—until Paul pulled out a $50 bill.

Her smile changed instantly.

“Of course. I have ten minutes.”

“No, no! I’d like a longer conversation. Gao, you heading out for dinner?” Paul grinned back.

Fuck.

Standing outside the room, watching the door close, Jun Philip was speechless. His forehead veins bulged.

Dogs!

But deep down...

He was jealous.

That’s it? That easy?

Cursing under his breath, Jun Philip knew it wouldn’t stop Paul from enjoying himself.
He stomped off downstairs, determined to fill his stomach first.
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Chapter 7: Please Remain Silent
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Mejico Mejico Restaurant
About 300 meters from the hotel.
Jun Philip had been “evicted.”
Paul wasn’t about to let him sit in for the live performance, after all.
Frustrated and aimless, Jun Philip wandered into the nearest restaurant and chose a corner seat by the window—until he noticed something odd.

No one else was sitting near the windows.

Everyone else was huddled together inside, close to the walls. Didn’t they prefer a view?

“Good evening, sir. What can I get you?”
A short-haired waitress in a cleavage-baring top approached him, speaking fluent English. Her skin was a sun-kissed bronze.
Jun Philip couldn’t help stealing another glance.
His gaze wavered, and he awkwardly looked away.
“I’ll have the grilled spicy meat, tamales, and a juice. Thanks.”

“Of course. One moment.” She placed a number card on his table and walked off—swaying.

Jun Philip drank some water, sneaking another look.

Mexican girls were... spicy.
No other word for it.
A local newspaper sat on the table. Jun Philip found the English edition and started reading.

If you wanted clients, you had to understand where the power and money were.

The richest people weren’t always the most powerful,
But the most powerful? Always rich.
The front page featured a wild-eyed, pudgy man with messy hair.

To the right, a photo of a thickset woman with a face that screamed “not friendly.”

“Colombian Black Widow Griselda Blanco arrested. Pablo Escobar threatens to bomb 12 government buildings—including the Supreme Court and DEA headquarters—unless she is released.”
“Colombian Army Commander Lara tells the press: 'We’re considering his demands.’”
“Release not ruled out.”
Cowards.

Still, to force the government to the table?
Escobar wasn’t just a drug lord—he was a force of nature.
If only Jun Philip could one day sell him the very weapons used for those bombings...

Now that would be profit.

He smiled, eyes lingering on Escobar’s photo.
Just as he turned the page—
RUMMMMBLE.

The roar of an engine echoed outside.

Jun Philip looked out the window. A motorcycle tore down the street.

Two helmeted riders.
The one on the back raised a weapon—an Uzi submachine gun.
BRRRRT!

A burst of gunfire. The couple stepping out of the bridal store across the street collapsed in a spray of blood. Glass shattered behind them.

Screams erupted from pedestrians and diners.
But no one panicked.
Instead, they hit the ground, faces down, hands over heads.

Now Jun Philip understood—this was why no one sat by the window.

Any stray bullet could end your life.

He dove for the floor, scraping his knee on a chair. Crouched behind a wall, he peeked out and watched the assassins vanish down the street.

Only when they were gone did someone remember to call the police.
Others slowly approached the fallen couple, some dialing emergency services.
“This is probably the seventh this week, right?”
Two overweight men whispered nearby.
Jun Philip couldn’t help interrupting. “Sorry, did you say this month?”

“No, this week,” one replied.

Jun Philip checked his watch.

Tuesday.

It was only Tuesday.

His face twitched, caught between horror and laughter.

Seven shootings in two days?
The gangs here were busy.
Which was great news.
It meant bullets moved fast, and demand was high. A thriving black market.
Still, he suppressed a laugh.

He had to be respectful, right?
People had just died.
...Nah. He couldn’t hold it in.

He apologized to the waitress and paid quickly. She gave him a business card with a smile.

He glanced at it and stuffed it into his briefcase, then rushed back to the hotel.

At the front desk, the same waitress from Paul’s little “game” of poker smiled at him.

Just as he was about to walk past, she called him back and handed him a keycard.

She winked. “If you ever need company, sir, you can call me. My name’s Sofia.”

All men have addictions.
Smoking, drinking, gambling, sex—if a man had none, well... reincarnation might be his only shot.
Jun Philip was tempted.
But honestly, the restaurant waitress had a better vibe.
He rode the elevator up alone.

Quiet hallway. Just his footsteps.

Room card in, door open—
Paul was lying naked on the bed. The floor was a warzone of clothes and wrappers.
Jesus.
Black men were dogs. White men? Cows.
“This place looks like a warzone,” Jun Philip muttered. “Too bad I sell guns, not Viagra.”

Pfizer had already discovered sildenafil in the ’80s. It wasn’t FDA-approved until ’98, but underground? It had been around for years.

He tossed Paul’s pants at him.

Paul obediently got dressed.

Jun Philip eyed the bed, hesitated, then sat on the other one.

Excited, he said, “I just witnessed a shooting over dinner.”

Paul’s face turned pale. “A shooting?! Jesus! Are you okay?”

“I’m fine. But guess what—they were using Uzis. That’s gold. Active gangs are great clients.”

“They used Uzis?” Paul’s professional side kicked in.

“Exactly. That means we should push TEC-9s. You know the current market prices?”

Paul nodded. “Uzis go for about $200. TEC-9s... I sold them to Tolmanbee at $180.”

“Exactly. Cheaper and better. If they’re not stupid, they’ll switch.”

Paul frowned. “But you can’t move $200,000 worth of TEC-9s!”

“Of course not. Not yet. But did you think we’d land a $200K deal on our first trip? We need to make a name for ourselves first.”

Jun Philip might’ve been thrilled, but he was clear-headed.
They’d promised Edward monthly orders.
If they didn’t build up a credit line first, one delay could bankrupt them.

“You’re right,” Paul nodded. “No point rushing.”

“You have a way to contact the local gangs, right?” Jun Philip asked.

Paul grinned and got up. “Buddy, I’ve been charming people since I was a kid. Men, women—it doesn’t matter. No one can say no to me.”

“Conquer?” Jun Philip repeated the word.

“Yes.” Paul pulled open the curtains. From their floor, they could see most of the city.

Eyes squinting, he said, “Isn’t that why we came here? To conquer?”

“Fair enough. But if they want my DNA,” Jun Philip smirked, “they’d better pay up.”

“Preferably via Manhattan Bank. Low fees.”

“You’re the most money-obsessed Asian I’ve ever met.”

“No, Paul. There are only two kinds of tragedy in this world—poverty, and being poor while suffering.”

Paul looked at him, half joking, half serious.

“If the Devil offered you a fortune... would you betray God?”

“I would.” Jun Philip didn’t miss a beat. “When profit speaks, even God must be silent.”

Paul chuckled. “Money can’t buy everything.”

“No,” Jun Philip said, “first-class cabins and five-star hotels can’t solve all your problems—but they fix about 80%. The other 20%? Helicopters, yachts...”

“And women.”

Silence fell over the room.

For the first time, Paul’s ambition struck Jun Philip with force.
And deep inside... he resonated with it.
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Chapter 8: Hello, I’m a Peace-Loving... Arms Dealer!
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The flickering streetlights blinked weakly above.

Night had draped itself over Tijuana.

The streets were quiet, save for a few clueless tourists and shadowy figures belonging to the city’s more illicit professions.

The former might end up floating in the Tecate River by morning, their designer watches sold for a pittance, and the cops labeling the death a suicide with no hint of irony.

In Tijuana, death was as casual as breathing.

Jun Philip stood at the mouth of an alley, eyes sharp.
Paul, meanwhile, had just finished “negotiating” with a prostitute.
He handed her a $10 bill and gave her a casual grope before striding over, grinning.

“I’ve got it. I know where to find the cartel reps.”

“That’s your charm?” Jun Philip asked.

“Money is a man’s ultimate tool of persuasion. Love? That’s just a time sink.”

“And Kathleen? She’s what, a hobby?”

Paul jolted, feigning outrage. “Of course not! That’s real love. God is our witness.”

But under Jun Philip’s smirking gaze, his bravado crumbled.

“...Fine. The occasional fling keeps the soul alive.”

There you have it.
Trusting a man’s mouth guarantees misfortune for three lifetimes.
“She said there are three major groups operating here,” Paul continued. “The Tijuana Cartel, run by Benjamin and Ramon brothers; the LZT Organization, founded by Guatemalans; and a local crew of about 200 guys led by a former GAFE special forces captain.”

“Today’s drive-by? Most likely Tijuana Cartel shooters. The victims? Pitman Jr
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