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​​PROLOGUE
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“Hey, baby! Can you sell me something for $40.00?” said the crackhead broad with the unfamiliar face.

Beast didn't make it a habit of selling dope to people he didn't know, but since the night was rather slow, he figured he'd make an exception.

“Yeah, lil mama, I got a 40-piece for you,” he said while taking out his sack. 

“Well, I need $10.00 change back. I only got a fifty dolla bill, baby.”

“Don't trip, I got you,” he said as he unlocked the door to his car. Once inside, he reached over to grab his money bag out from under his seat. Suddenly he heard a car come around the corner at a high rate of speed. Just as he turned around to see what was going on, he realized he was too late; his enemy was hanging out the roof of the Tahoe with a red rag tied around his face. Just as the bullets spit, sparks and lead from the fully automatic he was clutching in his death grip lit up the block.

Beast felt the bullets chew into his flesh and bones at high velocity, then saw the ground come rushing upward as his face crashed into the concrete. As his body collapsed, he realized he'd been set up.

The Tahoe sped off down the block and Beast laid there bleeding. There was only one thing on his mind... Revenge. 
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​​CHAPTER 1
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HOW IT ALL BEGAN

It was Friday afternoon and the block was jumpin'. Something was always being sold on San Joaquin and Sonora. Service was fast and efficient. Drugs were plentiful, as were the women who were eager to suck and fuck you dry before sending you on your way.

Beast was a tall, dark-skinned youngster with gold everywhere, including his grill. He was one of the sharpest hustlers on the block due to his upbringing under one of the city's most notorious hitters ‒ Mack Murda. At the age of 21, he'd already lived the life of most men twice his age, and had the war wounds and wisdom to prove it.

Having been on the streets all his life, hustlin' wasn't just a hobby, it was his reason for existing. He lost his mother at 15, and since she was his only family, he surrounded himself with individuals who were just as hungry as he was and considered them his family.

“Hey, homie, what dat MOB like!” Beast yelled to his young potna, Gutta, who was from the notorious South Side MOB.

“You know me, homie; all day, every day mobbin',” he responded. “What's up wit da block? Is it crackin' or what?”

“Yeah! It's fired up right now,” said Beast as he gave Gutta some dap and passed him the bottle of Grey Goose.

“Ey, blood, I need to sit down with you a little later to discuss a business opportunity with you. It's beneficial in a major way,” Gutta said after taking a couple swiggs from the bottle before passing it back to Beast.

Gutta was another very sharp youngster. And although he wasn't forced into the streets by way of uncontrollable circumstances, he was tired of not having the things he needed when he was growing up. Like many others, hustling was a way for him to live the life that was, up until he got in the game, only a fantasy.

Above average in school, he was able to see life more clearly than those who were uneducated. Everything he did had a strategy to it.

After becoming a member of South MOB, a collective of individuals claiming both Blood and Crip who came together determined to not let anything get in the way of the almighty dollar, Gutta started to view life from a whole new perspective; from that of a hustler.

“Why put off until later what can be accomplished now, homie?” said Beast as he hit Gutta with a piece of wisdom ‒ ­something he was known to do to those around him from time to time.

“Well, I just want to make sure I have your undivided attention, my boy.”

“Homie, anytime you talkin' 'bout money, you got my undivided attention. Now, speak yo' mind!” Beast said as he took another swig from the Grey Goose before passing it back to Gutta.

“Well, I got this partner who says he knows a Cuban who has major crystal.”

Meth was foreign to Beast, who had only sold crack and ecstasy since he started hustling.

Gutta continued: “Now, he's sayin' he can plug us in with the Cuban, but we have to give him a pass ‒ let him get some of this action in the Central.”

“What do he mean 'a pass'?” Beast asked with a lot of curiosity on his face.

“Well, that's the thing; this cat has no ties to the Stockton underworld. He's from the Bay. We did time back in Y.A. together. Actually, he came to my aid one day when I was getting jumped and we've been cool ever since. Now, the Cuban messes with his auntie, Nadia, who's from the east side ‒ Philbert Arms Projects. I've met her a few times and she's hella cool, homie. You're gonna like her,” he said as he passed the drank back.

“OK, I hear you on that, as far as she goes. But what's up with the Cuban?” Beast asked.

“Well, his name is Esco. He supplies the young Mexican cats that come to Mariannis every night,” he said.

Beast had heard of Esco. He also heard he had very deep pockets, along with a very serious weakness; he was a major trick!

“Now, my boy said he can get us anything we can handle. Right now ounces are going for $1,250, but he can get them for us for $700 if we get 3 or more. We'll spend $2,100, but if we break the ounces down to grams, we're gonna make $2,700 off of each ounce. We will profit $6,000, feel me?” Gutta explained.

“Yeah, those are some pretty impressive numbers, homie. Let me think about it,” Beast said, thinking that just because something sounds good doesn't always mean that it is. If there's nothing else he learned from the streets, one thing that he definitely did learn is that all money ain't good money.
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​​CHAPTER 2
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SHAKE THAT MONEYMAKER

At the age of 30, Nadia was at the top of her game. Men lusted after her 5’4” curvaceous body. To add to her already stuntin' features, she had big, beautiful green eyes, a caramel skin complexion, and naturally long, curly hair that went down to the middle of her back; a gift from her mix of Indian, Hispanic and African heritage.

Things had not always been a bed of roses for Nadia though. She was the youngest of four girls. Her older sisters, Teresa, LeLani and Miranda were all drop-dead gorgeous and major players. They judged men by the size of their wallets and social status. Nothing else mattered. 

After moving to Stockton from San Francisco, with her mom, Nadia's life changed dramatically. Her mother, Maria, was dating a guy named Fernando who worked and supported them, but had an alcohol and drug problem. He gave Nadia money at times, so they had a cool bond.

That all changed on her sixteenth birthday.

She had just come home from school when she smelled the potent aroma of marijuana in the air. As she sat her backpack down in the living room, Fernando called her from the bedroom. When she went to see what he wanted...

“Happy birthday!” he said as he handed her an envelope. That's when he noticed how short her skirt was, and how alluring her Versace Red Jeans perfume smelled.

As she opened the envelope, she noticed the fifty-dollar bill immediately.

“Oh, Fernando, thank you so much!” she said as she leaned over to give him a hug, accidently knocking ashes off his blunt. “Shit!”

As Fernando sat it down and started wiping the ashes, Nadia picked the blunt up and took a puff. When Fernando saw her, he said “What are you doing?”

“I'm just tryna get a little head change so I can enjoy my birthday, that's all. You aren't gonna tell on me, are you? she asked.

“Naw. I won't tell if you won't, mija.”

Nadia didn't miss the double meaning behind his comment, but chose to ignore it. She already knew how Fernando felt about her. On more than one occasion she caught him looking at her when she wore her short shorts that showed off her most prized possession ‒ her bodacious round ass. In fact, she didn't mind the attention. Plus, he stayed breaking her off dollars. Her motto was: He can look, as long as he doesn’t touch.

“Well, in that case; get yo' smoke on, lil mama,” he said as they both busted out laughing.

As they finished the blunt, they settled down and began watching rap videos. After about a half hour, as she listened to the music, dancing and gyrating, Nadia's buzz really started to kick in. Fernando noticed that her skirt was inching higher and higher, until the top of her thighs were fully exposed.

Oblivious to his stares and thoughts, Nadia kept watching the videos until she suddenly had to use the restroom. Once she was done, she washed her hands, than began thinking about her party that would take place later that evening, and decided to start getting ready.

As Nadia was in her room getting ready to take her shower, she got a strange feeling she was being watched, so she went and made sure the lock on her door was secure. After putting together the outfit she wanted to wear, she went into the bathroom, locking the door behind her. As she showered and relaxed, allowing the beads of water to cascade down her body, she felt a hand caress her breast.

Started from her trance-like state, she immediately covered her breasts and screamed at Fernando: “Get yo' fuckin' hands off me, you fuckin' pervert! And how the fuck did you get in here?” she asked as she reached to turn the water off.

“I-I-I just wanted to talk to you,” he stammered.

“But you weren't talkin' with your hand full of my titty. And how the fuck did you get in here?” she asked again. Before he could answer, Nadia's mother called her from the living room.

“Nadia! Come help me with these bags! Shit. I'm tired,” Maria said as she struggled to not let the bags fall. 

Fernando, running from the bathroom: “I got them, baby! How was your day?” he asked, playing the concerned role.

“It was hectic. Where's Nadia?” she asked. 

“Getting dressed, I think.”

“Nadia!” she yelled.

As Nadia walked into the room, Maria said, “Happy birthday, baby!” But when she noticed the tears in her eyes she added, “What's wrong?”

“Yo’ man is what's wrong!” she yelled. “With his perverted ass!”

“What the fuck is goin' on?” Maria asked.

“He touched me when I was in the shower.”

“Well, why didn't you lock the damn door, Nadia?” she asked.

“I did!” she yelled, feeling as if her mother was putting the blame on her, like always.

“I told you about walkin' around here with your ass hangin' out. Now you think my man is trying to touch you. Girl, don't nobody want yo' ass, when he got all of this,” she said.

Once again, her mother had put a man before her kids' welfare. So, she left her mother's apartment that day and never went back. It was now up to her to make a living for herself.

Two weeks later she got a fake I.D., started stripping at the Punani Palace, and has been there ever since. It's where she learned to shake her moneymaker.
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​​CHAPTER 3 
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ESCO

Sitting in his candy-apple red Magnum, Esco waited for Pablo, his young Mexican protégé. He liked Pablo, who reminded him a lot of himself growing up. He was hungry, loyal, and he listened. Esco was determined to make him his predecessor.

See, Esco knew what it was like to start from the bottom. When he first came to Stockton, he had nothing but the clothes on his back, desperation, and determination in his heart. Years ago he vowed he'd make something out of his life or die trying. Well, he'd finally made it to the top, and it felt wonderful, he had to admit. He had the money, the respect, and the ability to take one’s fantasy and make it a reality.

His iPhone began to ring and he picked it up, noticing it was Nadia. He'd met her at the local strip club he frequented ‒ the Punani Palace. He'd had an eye on her for quite some time, but she'd always played hard to get. He didn't mind, however, because nothing in life worth having came easy. She was definitely about her money, which was one of the things that was most attractive about her. Oh, yeah, and her beautifully round ass, of course.

Eventually she gave in and let him sample the goods; he's been sprung ever since. That was two years ago. Now she worked for him in the daytime at his Jewelry store, Central Jewelers, and stripped at night; said stripping would always be her passion.

When he answered the phone, Nadia said, “Hey, papi! When are you coming to the shop? I miss you, baby.” She pretended to whine because she knew he couldn't resist it. When she pretended to be in uncontrollable heat for him, he was like Silly Puddy in her hands, and she loved it. When he was like this, she could get him for anything; her alter ego was a master manipulator, and he was her puppet.

“I'll be through a little later; I'm handling something right now. But did you receive the flowers I sent you?” he asked, which was his code way of asking if she received the crystal meth he'd sent her to test. “Yes. And they were beautiful. I loved them” she responded, giving him the green light on the buy.

“Well, I'll be there later,” he said, never letting it be known exactly when and where he can be located. If you can be located, you can be got, plain and simple. And there was only one person he trusted like that: Pablo.

As Pablo pulled up in his black Tahoe, he noticed Esco had gone and bought the Magnum he'd been talking about the day before. Reaching over and pushing a button under the passenger seat, a secret compartment lowered down out the roof of the truck where he kept his money belt. After strapping the belt around his abdomen, he got out and slid into the Magnum.

“Damn, Esco! This muthafucka is clean as fuck!” Pablo said as he admired the car and its luxurious feel. 

“You know me, dog; nothing but the best. What you got for me?” Esco said, getting down to business.

“Here's twenty-five racks right here,” he said as he unstrapped the money belt. “That's five racks more than

you asked for, just 'cause you're always on point and I want to show my appreciation, big homie,” he added.

Esco couldn't help but feel proud of his young protégé, as well as his crew of young thugs he'd put together. “Naw, Pablo. Take that and do something nice for your wife and daughter. You know as well as I do that they deserve it,” he said.

“You're right, homie. Thanks.”

“Now, reach under your seat. It's a little more than usual, but I'm sure you can handle it. Oh, yeah, before I go, this is for you,” Esco said as he came out of his center console with a gold and diamond encrusted Rolex watch and ring set. “'Cause you're always on point as well,” he added.

At a loss for words and unable to contain himself, he reached over and gave his OG a hug. Esco was like the father he never had. Little did he know, however, Esco was the reason he never had a father.

After parting ways with Pablo, Esco decided to slide past the shop after all. See, when the people you employ know you're around, or close by, they can portray themselves to be how you want them to be, or how they want you to believe them to be. But when you're not expected and you just show up, you might find the true them, in true character.
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​​CHAPTER 4
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​HAVE HEART, HAVE MONEY

Later that day, Beast and Gutta were sitting in the Navigator, playing X-Box. They were both engrossed in a vicious game of Mortal Combat when Beast decided it would be in their best interest to take his partner up on his offer. It wasn't every day that you came across opportunities this good. They usually came with some kind of catch or problem. Either way, he'd deal with that issue when they came to it. And in the event a problem did come, he wouldn't hesitate to introduce it to the “problem solver.”
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