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Author’s Note

This book ain’t for the timid. It’s for the chosen. For the ones who know deep down they were never meant to clock in forever.

Before you borrow money from a lender, borrow belief from yourself.

Stop bein’ punani.

Stop bein’ a poo puot.

STAY in a Real Estate of Mind.

— Leinz Cherilus aka Lenny Coco

#KingOfDebt
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Dedication: To the hustlers with vision, the dreamers with fire, and every king and queen tired of selling destiny short. This one’s for you. I only ask one thing. STAY IN A REAL ESTATE OF MIND
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Chapter 1: When did you fall in love with hip hop? (HOW THEY TRICKED US USING OUR OWN CULTURE) USING RADIO PROGRAMMING

Chapter 1: When Did You Fall in Love with Hip Hop?
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(How They Tricked Us Using Our Own Culture Through Radio Programming)

I love Hip Hop.

I needed that to be the first thing you read when you cracked this book open.

Before the LLCs.

Before the passive income.

Before the mindset shifts and generational wealth talk...

It was bars.

Beats.

And pain turned into poetry.

I was gonna call this book For the Black Man That Doesn’t Want to Sell Drugs.

And truthfully? I still stand on that.

Some people hated the title. Said it was too raw, too divisive, too in-your-face.

But it’s real.

That title is a reflection of the crossroads we all hit.

Some take the corner route.

Others take the corner office.

Some never get the chance to choose.

But me?

I evolved.

Not because I was better — but because I was broken.

Now I’m in a Real Estate of Mind.

That don’t mean I forgot the streets.

It means I learned how to own the blocks I used to run.



I’m spreading the gospel of Godfidence now.

That’s faith backed by action.

That’s praying with dirty hands ‘cause you been grinding.

That’s believing in a higher power, and knowing He believes in you too.

This book?

It ain’t for everybody.

It’s for the ones that know the system was never built for us...

But we building anyway.



I love all genres — jazz, kompa, R&B, gospel — but Hip Hop?

That’s my first love.

There’s a spiritual, soulful, telepathic connection between me and this thing we call rap.

You ever seen the movie Brown Sugar?

Taye Diggs and Sanaa Lathan?

There’s a line in there that always hit different:

“When did you fall in love with Hip Hop?”

For me?

It was Bone Thugs-N-Harmony, Crossroads.

That was the first time music made me cry.

Not because of the beat, but because of the truth in their voices.

Loss. Pain. Legacy.

That song didn’t just play — it spoke.

It baptized me in melody and memory.

After that? I was hooked.

Dipset. G-Unit. LOX.

Every bar felt like scripture.

Every mixtape was a sermon.

I studied the flows like a disciple, searching for my own gospel to preach.



That was my era.

My golden era.

And in my opinion?

The best era EVER. Don’t debate me.

But let’s keep it a buck — every generation got their own Mount Rushmore.

Whether it’s Pac or Drake, Nas or Kendrick, Jay or Wayne...

It’s all perspective.

That’s the beauty of Hip Hop.

It’s subjective.

It’s personal.

It’s tribal.

Like money.

Like religion.

Like politics.

Rap hits everybody differently.

But for me?

It taught me 80% of what I know.

How I walk.

How I talk.

How I dress.

How I move through boardrooms and backstreets.

How I analyze people, contracts, body language, and opportunity.

Hip Hop was my first professor.

And I never stopped going to class.



And because of that, I make music too.

Not because I wanted to be famous.

Because I had something to say.

My voice wasn’t just a weapon — it was a tool.

A mic, a pen, and a pain most won’t understand.

Go download my albums under Lenny Coco on iTunes or wherever you stream.

And don’t feel no way about the plug —

Self-promotion is key.

Write that down.

New album: 48 Laws of Power drops same day as this book.

So if you’re holding this in your hand or scrolling it on your phone, it’s not too late to tap in.



But here’s what I need you to understand:

For everything Hip Hop gave me...

It also took something.

For every bag I chased,

I lost a piece of my purpose.

For every record I dropped,

I dropped a few real relationships.

The streets took some of my innocence.

The studio took some of my sleep.

The spotlight took some of my soul.

But I ain't bitter.

I’m better.

I’m sharper now.

I know what game I’m playing and what the scoreboard really means.

This ain’t checkers, family. It’s chess.

And I finally learned how to move like a king.



Cipher Check-In:

• What did Hip Hop teach you?

• Are you consuming the culture or is the culture consuming you?

• If music programs the mind... what have you been programmed to believe?



Quote Reflection:

“Ownership isn’t a goal — it’s a mindset.”



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 2: Who’s Your Daddy?
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(Uncomfortable Truths About Fatherhood, Culture, and Control)
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Chapter 2: Who’s Your Daddy?
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(Masculinity, Mirrors, and the System That Fears the Black Father)

Let me say it again with my chest, not for sympathy but for legacy:

My father was in my life.

He wasn’t perfect — but he was present.

And in a country like this, that’s a revolutionary act.

In a world where the State got more paperwork on you than your own kin do...

in a world where TV shows you a thousand ways to be a thug but none to be a king...

in a world where the “justice system” is just just us in jumpsuits...

a father showing up is warfare.



🔁 Let’s rewind the system.

Before they had precincts, they had patrols.

Before they had Miranda rights, they had slave codes.

Before the badge became blue, it was red — blood red from Black backs beaten on Southern plantations.

The police in America were born to catch slaves.

That’s not a metaphor. That’s a fact.

Slave patrols — white mobs, legally organized — were created to hunt, capture, and brutalize enslaved Africans who dared to dream of freedom.

So when you hear “to protect and serve,”

Ask yourself: who were they built to protect? And who were they built to serve?



🚨 And the evolution never stopped.

They “abolished” slavery...

then gave birth to the prison industrial complex.

Same system, new chains.

In 1865, the 13th Amendment said slavery was abolished except as punishment for a crime.

And boom — the loop begins.

Convict leasing. Chain gangs. Jim Crow.

The War on Drugs. Mass incarceration.

Private prisons. Three strikes. Mandatory minimums.

From slave catchers to sentence givers — it’s all the same machine.



The result?

Whole generations of Black fathers snatched out the home.

Over-policed. Over-sentenced. Overlooked.

Meanwhile, Wall Street profits off prison stocks like it’s Amazon Prime.

And don’t get me started on child support traps, family court warfare,

and systems that punish poor fathers for not being rich instead of helping them rise.

It’s not a coincidence.

It’s a conspiracy... in plain sight.



But I had a father.

He ain’t dodge every bullet. But he stood in the fire.

He worked jobs that drained him. He made sacrifices I didn’t understand until I got older.

He showed me how to move — how to shake a man’s hand, how to stand tall, how to walk with weight.

And still, the world tried to strip that from me.

Even with a dad present,

the world was loud.

The streets were louder.

The lies were seductive.

The music, the movies, the media — all had one message for boys like me:

“You ain’t worth nothing unless you hustle, fight, or flex.”



They gave me rappers as role models, not real estate moguls.

They gave me Call of Duty instead of a call to duty.

They gave me Jordans, not journals.

They taught me how to dunk, but not how to invest.

You feel me?

Even with my pops, I still had to choose manhood.

Still had to father myself in some ways.

That’s why I say:

Presence don’t prevent pressure — but it gives you a playbook.



And now?

Now I father the block.

I father students in my mentorship program.

I father minds every time I post, record, or teach.

Because we need more than fathers by blood.

We need fathers by blueprint.

Every man reading this — if you’ve been through something and got the wisdom to speak on it?

You a father now.

Act like it.



And don’t forget the spiritual side...

If the system fears your earthly father,

imagine how much more it fears when you remember your Heavenly Father.

When you walk like you were created by design.

When you operate in divine law, not just man-made rules.

That’s where the fear kicks in.

Because a Black man grounded in God, guided by wisdom, and moving in purpose?

That’s an unstoppable force.



Cipher Check-In:

• What spiritual and systemic forces tried to keep your father from fathering you?

• Are you protecting the next generation from that same war?

• What would happen if we all stepped fully into our divine roles as builders, protectors, and prophets?



Quote Reflection:

“The first police were created to catch slaves. The new police catch fathers. Know the system, break the cycle.”
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