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    This one's for my uncle Cam—rest easy, big homie. Your spirit, your wisdom, your stories live on.

And to everyone rocking with The Ghetto Files, y'all the real ones. This is just the start. I got more coming. A whole bunch of ghetto stories sitting in this high mind, ready to spill onto these pages.

Hope you enjoy.
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Disclaimer

These images were created by AI because, honestly, I can't afford an illustrator—and I ain’t messing with Canva’s basic-ass covers. So this was the route I took.

But I had to include a couple of images so you can really see this story the way I see it in my head—to live out these scenes, feel the rawness, the energy, the chaos.

It’s a wild ride—but anyway, hope you enjoy.
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Kenny Cooks (Fate) – Poetry at JR Crickets

Ain’t nothing like the smell of lemon pepper wings, Hennessy, and weed.

That’s what JR Crickets feel like to me—a place where niggas from the westside and corporate white folks from downtown mix up under one roof, united by deep-fried grease and liquor. On the west wall, they got jerseys hanging—Michael Vick, Dominique Wilkins, some old Hawks shit. On the east wall, they got framed photos of local legends who done made it big or died trying.

I’m standing in the middle of it all, mic in my sweaty-ass hand, and my heart tapping the inside of my chest like it wanna jump out and run. This poetry shit ain’t for thug niggas.

But here I am.

I take a deep breath. I look over at the bartender—she cute, caramel skin, ass sitting right, gold bamboo earrings. She don’t even glance my way. Just keeps pouring drinks like my words don’t matter.

Fuck it. I start.



"Dream in Reverse" – by Kenny "Fate" Cooks

Fat blunt dopamine enters my bloodstream when i dream

Cause being alive aint what it seem

I got stress, debt, a couple bad checks

Gunning for my life till i’m short of breath

The culture is its own beast, a apex predator

Being different get you ate like the regulars

Or maybe i should drive to the crime side

A life of cream till they shoot you from yo blind side

Or find yourself getting fucked by the red and blue

I rather sleep, give me peace before I take it from you



Silence.

For a second, I think maybe I lost ‘em. I ain’t supposed to be here, anyway. This some out-of-body shit. A gangsta doing poetry? 

Then, it happens.

One dude in the back, probably some college cat, snaps his fingers. Then another. Then another. But before I can feel good about it, some nigga at the bar leans back in his seat, loud as hell—

“Man, what the fuck was that?”

Laughter..... I clutch on my 38 special.

A couple dudes in hoodies shaking their heads, sipping on Henny. I see a white dude in a suit frowning like he trying to solve a Rubik’s Cube.

I grip the mic tighter. I wanna say something slick, but I keep it G. I just nod, fake like I don’t give a fuck, and step down off the little stage.

Jack sitting at our usual table, grinning like a Cheshire Cat. He already got a pitcher of beer in front of him, his big-ass shoulders hunched forward, looking like he could tackle a damn truck if he wanted to. He a big ol’ country white boy, a good 6’4", built like a grizzly bear, But the way he sit, the way he dress, the way he talk?

Ain’t a white bone in his damn body....He was a nigga! He was my nigga!

"Bruh... you lost them," he says, shaking his head. "What kinda Twilight Zone shit was that?"

I snatch up my glass and down the rest of my drink. The burn in my chest feel better than the shame sitting in my stomach.

"Man, fuck you," I mumble.

Jack just laughs, leaning back in his chair, and Rod steps up next to me.

Rod don’t laugh. Ever.

He don’t smile much either. Rod is old-school Cook Street. Been running shit since before I even jumped off the porch. He got that militant way about him—always thinking ten steps ahead, like life is just one big war game. He don’t trust nobody outside the crew, especially not the government. The way he see it, cops ain't nothing but gangbangers with badges and politicians ain't nothing but glorified dope dealers selling lies instead of bricks.

Rod don’t like Jack. Never did. He tolerates him because Jack been down with me since day one, and Rod knows I don’t roll without him. But that don’t mean Rod trust him. Rod barely trust me—and I been under his wing since I was seventeen, fresh outta my mama house and straight into the streets.

Right now, he looking at me through his glasses, all wierd, like he trying to see inside my head.

"You slipping, Kenny," Rod says, voice low and steady. "You getting distracted with this... poet shit."

"Nah, I’m focused."

. "You better be. Because tomorrow, I got something serious for you. This gone put us ahead of them Flint River niggaz. No more distractions. You with me?" Rod says

I nod, but my gut already telling me something ain’t right.

Tomorrow? Something serious? That mean one of two things—either we making money... or somebody gotta get beat the fuck up.

And my gut telling me it’s the second one.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​CHAPTER 1 – THE COOK STREET WAY
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Jack’s trailer was a little busted—faded walls, old couch that sunk in the middle, beer cans on the counter—but it was comfortable. Smelled like weed, ciggaretts, and chinese food from two nights ago.

The back room, though? That was the money spot.

Eight Bubblegum autoflower plants stood under bright grow lights, their leaves reaching up like they was stretching after a long nap. The room had that deep, earthy, danky smell. This wasn’t no back-alley hustle—me and Jack put in real work to keep these plants healthy. Right pH, right nutrients, right light schedule.

I grabbed the watering can and gave them a slow soak while Jack kicked back on the couch, blunt between his fingers, his big-ass frame damn near taking up the whole seat. 

"Shit, they looking good," Jack said, exhaling smoke. "Couple more weeks, we gonna have some real fire."
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