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Dedication

The dedication is to all the people who lived a crazy life and wish they had written a book and did not got a chance to write it. This is to all of You!


Prologue


Everyone says truth is stranger than fiction. But not in my world. In my world Truth’s just another hustle, and I’ve become the messenger of time.


I’ve sold a stick off the ground for ten cents, and I’ve sold a dream wrapped in stilettos and smoke rings for a whole lot more. My name is Mattie Malone, and this isn’t some typical rags-to-riches fairy tale. It’s a story engraved in gold, glossed in tequila, and sealed with a kiss. You’ll remember the story even after the lipstick fades.

I’ve made men millionaires and lost more money in a weekend than some people make in a lifetime. I’ve out talked cops, outlived drug lords, and out danced heartbreak, and sometimes all in one night. But don’t mistake me for wild. Everything I’ve done, I’ve done with a smile on my face and a plan in my back pocket. You see, I wasn’t just chasing money. I was chasing survival, power, and the thrill of knowing that the world couldn't keep up.

There were five husbands. Maybe six. There were love stories that burned hotter than the Texas sun and deals that went colder than the FBI’s case files. I’ve owned restaurants, dodged rats the size of raccoons, hustled with rock stars, and turned fishing trips into criminal close calls. You couldn’t make this up if you tried, and Lord knows, I don’t have to.

This book is not a confession. It’s a celebration.

It is a celebration of wit, of grit, of getting up every time the world tried to knock me down.

So, if you’re here for a polished tale with perfect morals, turn back now. But if you’re ready to ride shotgun with a woman who lived out loud, laughed in the face of danger, and turned every “no” into a new opportunity. You are more than welcome to my world.

Just remember: In Mattie Malone’s world, the truth is optional.

But the hustle? That’s always real!
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P.S. The heels get higher, the stakes get hotter, and Mattie’s not done talking yet.
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Readers Note


Introduction


Let me begin by saying I would not be here today without my higher power. I believe God has an alternative reason for my existence in this chaotic world. He has taken me down so many dark paths that I have seen the light at the end of the tunnel.



My mother had a few sayings in life that I was told, which have shaped me into what I am today. She has gone to heaven now; these little sayings are my roots, my ground wire to sanity. The first one, which is oh-so-important, is that “you are only as pretty as you feel”.



I've always thought of myself as a positive person. A couple of men in my life have thought the exact opposite—more on that later. I learned early on that the attractiveness of those you meet or are drawn to is reflected in how good you feel about yourself. In other words, wear a smile and keep that smile going, regardless of what occurs, what others say, or what God has in store for you today. Whatever you must do, that smile is how you get through it.



You might not feel like smiling because someone has taken advantage of you, put you in a situation you don't want to be in, or lied about you. That smile is what keeps you grounded. It is your mask. But if you can keep it planted during all your encounters, you will end up on top of your game.



Every morning, I looked in the mirror, and some days, I didn’t wear makeup. I just ran my fingers through my hair, shook my head, and just went for it. But I looked in the mirror every single day, smiled at myself, and said, “This is it, world! take it or leave it.” That smile was all I had to offer this cruel world that day.



My smile has won hearts. It has gotten me out of many dangerous situations and doors where I should have never entered. That smile has made me someone who attracts people. I'm like a magnet. People just want to be near me, not to share me; they know they want my energy, and my positive thoughts because positive thoughts bring me luck.



And it's a job—trying to help one feel better, be loved, feel good about oneself, and believe in oneself. To believe it's okay to be as pretty as you feel. Feel good comments, and you look good; even when you don't feel good, smile and fake it. You'll have a better day, and those around you will have a better one too.


OEBPS/nav.xhtml




Table of Contents





		

Content













