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Disclaimer
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This book is not financial advice. It’s a collection of wild personal stories, lessons learned, and unapologetic truths about hustling your way through chaos and somehow winning. You do you. I’m just here to tell you what worked   or didn’t.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Author’s Note
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If you’re here, you’re probably tired of the same old “grind” clichés and generic “follow your passion” garbage. Same. I wrote this book because I started hustling in the messiest way possible   with zero plan, zero clue, and zero chill.

This isn’t a textbook. It’s a saga of accidental wins, dumb mistakes, and somehow turning a side hustle into something bigger than I ever imagined   a god-level glow-up, if you will.

Expect chaos. Expect laughs. Expect brutal honesty and a few moments that might make you say, “Wait, I’m not alone.”

Ready to see how accidental legends are made? Let’s go.
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How to Read This Book
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Each chapter is a standalone hustle story, but together they tell the journey from broke chaos to accidental godmode.

Read straight through for the full glow-up arc, or jump around for some savage tips and laughs.

Either way, don’t expect sugarcoating. Expect real talk.
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1. I Was So Broke I Tried to Monetize My Sleep

Rock bottom. Selling anything. Hustling in dreams. Literally.



2. Posted One Thing. Got Roasted. Got Paid Anyway.

First accidental money from content, clout, and chaos.



3. DM for Rates (Even Though I Had No Rates)

Faking it ‘til PayPal hit. Confidence as capital.



4. Made ₹500 from a Skill I Googled

First actual “business.” Still winging it. Still winning.



5. Selling Socks, Losing Friends, Gaining Followers

Tiny brand. Petty drama. Micro clout. Real sales.



6. Accidentally Freelanced Myself Into a Career

From side gig to real income. And no weekends.



7. I Was a PDF Dealer with Passive Income Dreams

Digital products, low effort, high delusion   but it worked.



8. Got Canceled, Monetized the Apology

Viral backlash = new audience = new drop = sold out.



9. Turned My Meme Page Into a Cult (With Merch)

Content became community. Followers became loyalists.



10. My Ex Went Viral. I Went Global.

Used the drama to launch a drop. Petty profit is still profit.



11. Started a Dropshipping Store, Accidentally Entered a Lawsuit

Money, greed, copyright   welcome to the big leagues.



12. Sold a Service I Didn't Know How to Do (Then Learned It Overnight)

Chaos entrepreneurship. Stress. Success. Skill unlocked.

13. Made My First Lakh. Immediately Had an Identity Crisis.

Wealth hits. You question everything. Upgrade or implode?



14. Realized I Don’t Need to Work. Worked Anyway.

Power. Boredom. Obsession. You become the machine.



15. Accidentally Became a God. Now Everyone Wants the Blueprint.

You made it. Sort of. Now you’re the blueprint   but also the glitch in the matrix.
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Welcome to the Hustle   The Blueprint Starts Here












[image: ]




The Moment Before the Leap

If you’re holding this book, you’re probably somewhere between desperation and determination. Maybe you’re broke, stuck, hungry for change but unsure how to get there. Maybe you’re grinding day after day, wondering if the hustle is worth it. Maybe you’ve seen others “make it” and want to know the real story behind those headlines and Instagram posts.

This is that story.

It’s raw, messy, and unfiltered. It’s about trying things that seem crazy, failing hard, getting back up, and inching closer to what some call “success”   but really, it’s just survival and self-discovery on steroids.

I didn’t plan to become a blueprint. I didn’t even plan to write this book. But somewhere in the chaos of sleepless nights, bad bets, and wild risks, I realized that the story of my hustle might be exactly what someone else needs.

––––––––
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Why This Book Exists

The internet is full of shiny success stories and polished advice. But that’s just the highlight reel   the flashy Instagram posts and TED Talk moments. What’s missing is the grit behind the glory. The late nights when you doubt everything. The failed launches. The awkward DMs. The sleepless panic.

This book is about those moments. The parts nobody talks about but everyone experiences.

It’s about the grind beneath the glamour.

It’s for anyone who’s tired of “overnight success” myths and wants to understand the messy reality of building something from nothing.

The Blueprint You Won’t Find Anywhere Else

Most “how to” guides promise quick fixes, step-by-step formulas, and magic hacks. This isn’t one of those books.

This is a blueprint   but a living, breathing one. It’s not a rigid plan but a story of hustle that’s constantly evolving. It’s filled with wins, losses, lessons, and the kind of growth that can’t be measured by bank accounts alone.

Each chapter is a snapshot of a moment in time   where I was mentally, what I did to hustle, and who I became after.

You’ll see how failure and success intertwine. How identity shifts as money flows or dries up. How culture and context shape opportunity. And how every move, no matter how small or wild, pushed the story forward.

From Broke to “God Mode”: The Unseen Journey

This isn’t just a story about money. It’s about mindset.

From being so broke I tried to monetize my sleep, to accidentally becoming a “god” in my niche, this journey is packed with moments of desperation, brilliance, regret, and glory.

You’ll meet the insecure, reckless version of me who made dumb bets but learned from them. The crafty hustler who found loopholes in the system. The cautious but hungry entrepreneur learning to play the long game.

This book is about the evolution of a hustler   from surviving to thriving to becoming the blueprint others follow (or envy).

Why You Need to Read This Book Now

The world is changing faster than ever. Traditional paths to success are crumbling. The internet has flattened opportunities and risks alike. Everyone’s hustling   but few are thriving on their own terms.

If you want to break out of the noise and build something real, you need more than motivation. You need a map through the chaos. A story that reminds you that struggle is normal, setbacks are essential, and success is never linear.

This book is your companion for that journey.

It’s here to remind you that:


	It’s okay to start broke and confused.

	Failure is part of the process.

	Growth happens in the messy middle.

	
Your hustle is unique   own it.


	Power and influence come with their own challenges.

	Authenticity beats perfection every time.



––––––––
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This Is More Than a Book   It’s a Call to Action

Reading won’t change your life by itself. This book isn’t a silver bullet or a magic spell. It’s a mirror and a map.

It’s here to inspire you to lean into your own hustle, to embrace the chaos, and to build your unique story.

The blueprint is not fixed. It’s yours to write, edit, and evolve.

Are you ready to start?

The Hustle Begins Now

Welcome to the real story behind the dream.

Welcome to the grind that never stops.

Welcome to the blueprint that’s messy, raw, and real.

Welcome to your hustle.
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CHAPTER 1

I Was So Broke

I Tried to Monetize My Sleep
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Where I Was  

I wasn’t just broke   I was in that advanced level of broke where even your thoughts start costing you money. Every plan I made came with a price tag I couldn’t afford. Even thinking felt expensive. That’s a dangerous headspace   when your mind becomes a ledger and your future starts getting itemized like a grocery receipt you can’t pay off.

At that point, I had roughly two dollars in quarters, a half-used punch card for a coffee shop I couldn’t justify visiting, and a debit card I was afraid to check. I’d stopped looking at my bank app unless it was an emergency. But in my case, every day was an emergency, so I just stopped looking altogether. Out of sight, out of overdraft.

I was in a weird city   the kind of place people move to for opportunity, but mostly just end up bleeding rent and collecting stories. It was expensive, loud, and full of people pretending to have it figured out. I was trying to look the part: cheap haircut that almost worked, three good Instagram outfits on rotation, and a LinkedIn profile that sounded ten times more successful than I actually was.

The pressure to "make it" wasn’t coming from outside. It was internal. Self-inflicted. I had friends who were getting their first promotions, traveling for work, upgrading to apartments with dishwashers   while I was meal-prepping white rice and calling it "Buddha bowls" just to keep my pride alive.

Let’s be clear: I wasn’t dumb. I wasn’t lazy. I was just tired of performing competence for people who weren’t cutting me checks. My resume said I was “strategic and solutions-oriented,” but in real life, I was waking up at 11am, opening my Notes app, and typing things like:


	“Can you sell a kidney in Canada?”

	“Apps that pay you to do nothing”

	“Freelance jobs for desperate geniuses”



I was joking. Mostly.

My mental state? Chaotic neutral. Sometimes I was weirdly inspired, like I was one Google search away from cracking the code and turning everything around. Other times, I was scrolling through job listings I was either overqualified for or completely unfit to do   assistant underwater welder? Senior VP of brand transformation? Dishwasher at a startup-themed cafe?

None of it made sense. And I didn’t have the emotional gas left in the tank to keep pretending it did.

I started thinking about money like a scavenger thinks about food. Where’s the low-hanging fruit? What’s still edible? What can I flip? What can I fake? If I can get something, I can maybe stretch it for three more days. Maybe even a week.

And you get weird in that mindset.

Like, real weird.

I once stood in a Dollar Tree aisle for 25 minutes trying to calculate how many bowls of instant oatmeal I could survive on before I started losing bone density. I had a legit 10-minute debate with myself about whether buying a $1.25 pack of pens to do paid surveys was a "long-term investment." I skipped meals to make my food stamps stretch, but still somehow paid $7.99 for a Canva Pro trial because I thought I’d launch a side hustle on Fiverr.

Yeah, I was broke. But I was also delusionally ambitious.

You know that meme? “Broke but not broken.”

I was starting to feel both.

Socially, I was shrinking. You stop hanging out with people when you can't afford the $3 coffee just to sit in the shop. You skip birthdays, lie about being busy, start ghosting group chats. Not because you don’t care   because every plan costs money, and every “no” chips away at your dignity a little more.

Emotionally? I was getting a little petty, honestly. I started lowkey resenting people who looked happy online. Not in a full hater way   but more like, “Must be nice to have dental insurance, Karen.” I knew that wasn’t healthy. But my empathy was tired. She needed a nap.

That’s where I was.

Broke. Isolated. Tired of selling the idea of myself to people who didn’t even know I was struggling. I wanted a win. Just one. Something to shift the energy. Something I could point to and say, “See? I’m not crazy. I can actually pull this off.”

And then, like fate on crack, I saw a Reddit post.

It was some guy saying he got paid $600 to be in a sleep study. Just sleep. For three nights. With some wires and a hospital bed. And my broke brain did that click thing. Because I may not have had a degree in engineering or a following or a startup idea   but I had insomnia and nothing to lose.

I didn’t even think. I just Googled “sleep studies near me.”

And that’s where the hustle started.

It wasn’t glamorous. It wasn’t safe. It wasn’t smart.

But it was something.

What I Did  

The thing about broke hustling is you stop caring about how it sounds and start caring about what it pays. So when I saw that sleep study post, I wasn’t thinking, “Is this legit?” I was thinking, “Can I do this more than once?”

The website looked like it was built in 2007 by someone’s nephew, but I didn’t care. They had a form. I filled it out like it was a job application and I actually wanted the job. Gave them everything: height, weight, sleep schedule (a lie), drug use (a softer lie), medical history (creative writing), and hit submit.

Next morning   boom. Email.

“Thanks for your interest in our sleep study program. Let’s schedule a screening.”

Broke me was vibrating. I opened a Google Doc titled “Sleep Hustle Blueprint”, like I was building an empire off naps. I started researching the sleep study game like it was a whole industry. Turns out, it kind of is. Universities, hospitals, private labs   all running studies for sleep apnea, insomnia, REM cycles, you name it. And all of them need volunteers. Test subjects. Lab rats.

I could be a lab rat. Easily.

So I went to the screening at this sketchy building on the edge of town   the kind of place that looks abandoned from the outside but smells like lemon Lysol inside. Two nurses, a clipboard, and a waiting room playing a radio station stuck in 2009.

The screening was more intense than I thought:


	Blood pressure

	Urine test

	40-question sleep survey

	And a little machine that monitored how fast I blinked while staring at a light.



I didn’t even ask why. I was in grind mode.

At one point, they asked, “Do you smoke or drink?” I said, “Socially.” I didn’t tell them the last time I drank was two days ago with tap water and sadness. They nodded.

Then came the deal: If I passed everything, I’d be booked for 3 nights in a monitored sleep lab, wired up like a Christmas tree, no phone, no caffeine, no weed, no leaving the room. In return? $1,200. Half up front. Half after.

I almost hugged the nurse.

I didn’t. But I thought about it.

I got the call two days later: “You’ve been accepted for the study. Can you start Thursday?”

Can I start? I was already packed.

The sleep lab looked like a hotel designed by someone who hates fun. Grey walls. Beige bedding. Everything sterile. A TV from 2011 and a remote with the batteries taped in. A camera in the top corner blinking red 24/7. I had to sign this long consent form that basically said: “If you die, you probably won’t, but also... not our fault.”

They wired me up   scalp, chest, legs, face. It felt like I was wearing robot dreadlocks. Every time I turned my head, something beeped. And I had to call the nurse just to pee, like I was doing time.

The first night, I barely slept. The wires, the light hum of machines, the fact that I was getting paid to sleep   it was all too weird. But the second night? I crashed. Drooled. Dreamt about money falling from the ceiling and woke up feeling like I finally clocked in.

And weirdly, I started to feel... powerful?

Like, yeah   I was in a lab, strapped up like a science experiment   but I was getting paid for doing nothing. I wasn’t flipping burgers. I wasn’t answering customer service calls. I was laying down, and someone was cutting a check.

That flipped a switch.

I started asking questions:


	“How often can you do this?”

	“Do you refer people?”

	“Are there longer studies?”



One of the night nurses told me there was a 30-day sleep study that paid over $10K, but you had to stay in a facility full-time. No phone. No outside food. No visitors. I was like... what is this, sleep jail? But $10K? That’s career-changing broke money.

Of course, they didn’t just hand those out. You had to build up a rep. Be reliable. Not mess with the equipment. Not sneak in caffeine. Basically be a good little sleeper. And you bet I was. I became the LeBron James of laying still. Lights out at 10:02. Vitals steady. REM cycles like poetry.

When I finished the 3-day study and walked out with my $600 check (they mail the other half, of course), I felt like I had hacked life.

But here’s the messy part:

I told my roommate I was “volunteering for medical research,” like I was doing it for the betterment of humanity. In reality, I was trying to bankroll three more weeks of rent and maybe eat something green. I wasn’t ashamed   just tired of explaining my life in a way that made sense.

Word started to spread in my circle. People were like:

“Wait... they pay you to sleep?”

“How do I sign up?”

“Is this legal??”

And suddenly, I was the Sleep Plug.

I started sending out referral links, coaching people through the screening process, even editing their sleep logs to make them sound more “eligible.” I didn’t charge for it   yet   but in my head, I was building a whole sleep hustle tree. If this failed, I was fully ready to rebrand as a freelance sleep consultant. Real talk.

Of course, not everything went smooth.

One girl I referred freaked out halfway through her screening because they wanted a urine sample, and she’d microdosed mushrooms the night before. Another dude lied on his sleep survey, saying he went to bed at 10 every night   then showed up with eye bags like he’d just seen a ghost. Rejected on sight.

Still, I was learning. Adapting.

Playing broke chess with the system.

I started layering my hustles. Took part of the sleep study money and signed up for a weekend focus group where we taste-tested cereal. Then did an “emotional stress” interview for a psychology grad student that paid $50 cash. I was stacking low-effort checks like I was building a Jenga tower of survival.

But sleep studies? That was the crown jewel.

That was passive income in the flesh.

And I started walking different.

Not because I was rich   I still had bills and a roach problem   but because I wasn’t sitting around feeling powerless anymore. I had a system now. An edge. I stopped waiting for some job to validate me and started printing small wins with my own two hands... and eyelids.

Was it glamorous? No.

Did I care? Also no.

I got paid to nap.

And that was the first time I realized something scary and beautiful:

Even when you’re at your lowest, if you stop waiting for a clean opportunity and start moving through the mess, you can still find leverage.

All I needed was one ridiculous door to crack open.

And I’d already started kicking it off the hinges.

Who I Became 

That $1,200 didn’t change my life. Not really. But what it did do was change me   and that was way more dangerous.

Because when you’re broke for long enough, you start thinking of yourself as small. A burden. A background character. You stop believing you have moves. You just want to survive without being humiliated. You get quiet. You shrink.

But this hustle?

It cracked something open.

After the study, I was walking around like a dude who knew something other people didn’t. I wasn’t even flexing heavy   it was more internal. A smirk I couldn’t get rid of. A new kind of silence. Not the silence of someone broke and ashamed. The silence of someone who just did something slick and was plotting the next move.

I’d tasted leverage.

Not clout. Not fame. Just... control.

And once you get that feeling, it’s hard to go back.

I started seeing everything differently.

Suddenly, I wasn’t scared of being weird anymore. Or broke. Or judged. I started looking at the whole system   college, jobs, rent, bills   like, yo, all of this is made up. None of it is built for people like me to win. So why was I playing it straight?

Why was I waiting for permission to live?

I used to scroll LinkedIn and feel like I was losing. Now I was reading those “Just accepted an offer at Deloitte!!” posts like, “Damn, you really went corporate for that 65K?” I wasn’t even hating   I just knew I was built for something different. Not better. Just not that.

The sleep hustle gave me money, yeah   but more importantly, it gave me evidence. Proof that I could move creatively in a world that didn’t hand me a blueprint. Proof that I could take something as stupid-sounding as “getting paid to nap” and flip it into rent, groceries, and confidence.

There’s a kind of mental upgrade that comes from pulling off something everyone around you lowkey doubts. Not in a loud way   nobody was saying “you can’t do it.” They just weren’t checking for me at all. I wasn’t on anyone’s radar. Not even my own.

But now?

I had a new identity forming.

I wasn’t a victim of the economy.

I wasn’t some struggling post-grad waiting to get chosen.

I was a builder. A schemer. A creative hustler with nothing to lose.

But that shift came with side effects too.

Because once you prove to yourself that you can do anything for money... you start seeing everything as a hustle. Even yourself.

I caught myself making weird mental calculations like:

“If I get 3 hours of sleep, I can do 2 paid interviews and still make it to that trial job.”

Or:

“Could I fake a mild condition to qualify for the next study?”

Or even:

“Should I lie about smoking to get into the tobacco research trial?”

The line between resourceful and reckless started to blur.

I stopped thinking in terms of values and started thinking in terms of exploitable systems. I wasn’t worried about long-term impact. I just wanted one more check. Just enough to breathe. Then maybe I’d get stable. Later.

And later never comes when you’re living like that.

I remember one night, laying in bed   my actual bed, not the lab   trying to fall asleep, and it hit me:

I don’t know how to rest unless I’m getting paid for it now.

That’s when I realized something dangerous had happened. I hadn’t just hustled for the money   I’d monetized my most basic human function. Sleep. And now that it had value, it didn’t feel peaceful anymore. It felt like another job I wasn’t doing.

And maybe that’s the curse of being broke and creative at the same time. You can turn anything into a hustle. Even rest. Even pain. Even your own damn dreams. And once you do, it’s hard to see life any other way.

That month, I was in full transformation mode.

I was still broke, yeah   but now I was broke with a blueprint. Not a perfect one. Not a moral one. But a working one. And that’s all I needed. I started applying to more sleep studies, stacking focus groups, flipping old electronics, even ghostwriting essays for undergrads in different time zones.

I was still failing sometimes. Still getting played. Still eating dollar noodles. But I was in motion. And momentum changes everything.

My friends started noticing too.

“Yo, you’re glowing.”

“You seem different lately.”

“Wait   how’d you afford those new shoes?”

And I’d just smile like a man who legally can’t explain what he did last weekend.

But inside, I was building something. A persona. A mentality. A new definition of success. One where I didn’t need validation or prestige or a job title. Just ideas, grit, and a little bit of chaos.

Because let’s be real:

Sometimes, “God Mode” doesn’t start with a viral moment or a million-dollar idea.

Sometimes it starts in a fluorescent-lit lab with wires on your head and a nurse telling you not to move too much in your sleep.

Sometimes it starts with desperation.

But if you play it right, it ends in power.

That’s what this first hustle taught me.

That I could play the game differently.

That I could lose the job, lose the degree’s worth, lose the backup plans...

... and still find leverage. Still find movement. Still find me.

And I knew, right then, this was just the beginning.

I wasn’t done hustling.

Not even close.

I’d tasted my first little win, and now I was hungry.

Not for money   for momentum.

For that feeling of flipping nothing into just enough.

Then flipping just enough into too much.

The real glow-up was still chapters away.

But the shift had started.
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Chapter 2

“Posted One Thing. 

Got Roasted. 

Got Paid Anyway.”
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Where I Was  

If the first hustle taught me how to move in silence, this phase of my life taught me what happens when the internet gets loud   and I wasn’t ready.

After the sleep study era, I had maybe two months of what I called “functional broke.” That’s when you’re not technically in crisis, but everything still feels like it’s held together with expired tape and crossed fingers. I had rent for this month, barely. Food? Mostly carbs. Debt? Loud. But mentally? I had a spark. I felt like I’d figured something out. Not everything   but enough to fake stability from the outside.
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