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Brooklyn Nights

Hurried footsteps echoed through the dark alleyway, followed by a stream of sirens. Brooke cursed and turned a corner, her gun withdrawn and cautiously pointed at chest level. The footsteps paused for a moment before she heard them rush in another direction. 

"Stop running! I swear to God, if you keep running, I will cap your knees!" 

Brooke shouted angrily. 

"Fuck you!" A voice boomed back. 

Brooke sighed and closed her eyes. She could hear the footsteps echoing further and further away. The sirens on the other hand, grew closer and closer. She opened her eyes and glanced at the different alleyways and then nodded to herself. 

"You dumb fucker," she cursed under her breath. 

She hated running but strangely enough, she enjoyed the thrill of chasing someone down. Her instincts told her which direction to take to cut off her prey. 

After taking a couple of turns, she paused and waited. As expected, rushed footsteps echoed closer towards her. 

"Asshole," she whispered as she stepped out and pointed her gun down towards the sound. 

The man she was chasing yelped in surprise, nearly dropping his knife as he saw her. Without hesitation, Brooke fired, hitting the man's right knee. He crumpled to the ground in response, immediately regretting his decision to run. 

"Ow! Fuck! You shot me!" He yelled. 

"Can't say I didn't warn you," Brooke replied as she kicked his knife to the side and pulled out her handcuffs. 

"Bitch! I'm gonna sue yo ass!" He yelled. 

"Yeah, good luck with that," Brooke replied as she pulled both his wrists behind

his back and cuffed him. 

A bright light filled the alleyway, followed by red and blue flashes and a siren. 

Brooke shook her head and looked up at the black and white police car. 

"Took you assholes long enough," Brooke said. 

A cop stepped out and mockingly clapped as he looked at Brooke. His partner stepped out and adjusted his hat. 

"The dumbass rookie over here couldn't get his shit together," the cop who stepped out from the driver's seat said. 

The rookie blushed and pulled his hat down a bit. Brooke glared at him before standing up and kicking the man on the ground. 

"Fuck you bitch! I'm gonna sue yo ass fo dat!" He yelled. 

"Oh shit, don't tell me you shot him." 

"Had to be done. Imminent threat with the knife," Brooke replied while the other cop rolled his eyes. 

"Seriously Brooke, you need to go see a fucking psychiatrist," he said. 

"And you need to fucking man up Jake," Brooke replied. 

"Uh... should I call in an ambulance?" The rookie asked cautiously. 

"You can put his ass in the car, and then you’ll have to clean up the blood. I fucking hate having blood in my car," Jake replied. 

"Really? I never would have thought Mister fucking Clean would hate having blood in his car," Brooke laughed. 

"Oh fuck you," Jake responded. 

Jake was a well built white man with a nice, shiny bald head, and ever since Brooke saw him standing next to a bottle of Mr. Clean, she couldn't help but notice how similar he looked to the character. Jake, of course, hated the comparison. 

"Uh... Sorry, am I supposed to put him in the car then?" The rookie questioned. 

"Oh, for the love of... Just call a fucking ambulance," Jake replied angrily. 

The rookie nodded and called in nervously. Jake walked around so that the man lying on the ground could see him. He gave him a golf clap as he crouched down. 

"All right dumbass, here's the story," Jake started. 

"No story motherfucker! I got rights!" 

"Unfortunately, you don't. You stabbed a man, stole his wallet and then ran off. 

Like a fucking idiot, you decided to do this right in front of this lady right here. 

And you know what she loves doing?" 

"Yeah! I bet she loves takin' it up dat ass!" The man yelled. 

Jake shook his head and looked up at Brooke. Brooke rolled her eyes and kicked the man's ass. 

"Ow! Bitch! I want your fucking badge number! I know my rights!" 

"Look dumbass, you need to cooperate before she shoots out your other knee. 

She loves chasing down dumbasses like you. She's got a bit of a quick trigger, but you know what? It actually works out. If I were to shoot you, there'd be a media frenzy about a white cop shooting a black man. With her, she's a female cop who defended herself from a vicious black gangster," Jake continued. 

"Fucking racist motherfuckers!" 

"Well, here's the thing, you stabbed a white man. To me, that's racist. You could've picked any other fucker out there, but you decided to stab a white man. 

Lucky for you, he's not dead. You cooperate with us, we'll be lenient. You fuck with us; we'll put you in for as long as we can. And medical attention? You can kiss that goodbye," Jake said. 

"You can't do that!" 

"Hey rookie! Call off that ambulance. Fuck it, let's just have him bleed out here," 

Jake said. 

The man on the ground looked up at the rookie, then at Jake, and then back at the rookie. The rookie nodded and grabbed his radio. 

"Whoa, whoa, wait the fuck up! What I gotta do to cooperate?" 

"That's better. Brooke, I think I got this handled. Didn't you have a date?" Jake asked. 

"Seriously? You're going to go take the credit for this shit?" Brooke replied with his arms crossed. 

"I can't take credit for this shit. It's your fucking bullet in his leg. I'm just being a nice asshole today," Jake replied. 

"Fine, but if I see your stupid grinning face on the front page of tomorrow's paper, I swear to God, you're going to be Mr. Clean with a huge black fucking eye," Brooke said. 

"Uh, am I calling off the ambulance?" The rookie interrupted. 

"Oh for fuck's sake. Are you that dense? Seriously?" Jake questioned. 

Brooke laughed and headed off. She did have a blind date to go to that her friend had set up, but a part of her wanted to just cancel it. Her friend's track record of finding good men was absolutely horrid. 




***

Brooke stared across at the red haired, pasty white man nervously twitching around at the table. His thick rimmed, black framed glasses only seemed to accentuate how pale his skin was. He nervously drank his water while he tapped his foot on the ground anxiously. 

"So uh... you're a cop?" He asked. 

"Yeah." Brooke replied. 

"Wow. I mean, that's... how did you decide to become one?" 

"A cop? My grandfather was a cop, my father was a cop, and my brother is a cop. Just kind of runs in the blood I guess," Brooke answered. 

"Wow... wow, a family of cops. Are they all here?" 

"No. My family was originally from Chicago. My grandfather retired there and he's living out somewhere in the suburbs. My father is still there, Superintendent of a precinct downtown. Brother moved to Houston. Perfect place for him. He's big; he likes guns and loves steaks. He figured you can't get better than Texas for that," Brooke informed. 

Her date laughed nervously and nodded. He took another nervous sip of his water and carefully placed his cup back on the table. 

"And you? You picked Jersey of all places," he said. 

"Yeah, a bunch of friends of mine and I went to Atlantic City once, had a blast. 

They ended up moving to Newark for work and I figured I'd join them," Brooke said. 

"Wow, yeah, I like Atlantic City." 

"That's good. I got a little bored after a while. Checked out Vegas instead last year." 

"Oh yeah, yeah, I think it's a bit boring too," he nervously agreed. 

Brooke rolled her eyes and looked at her watch. She couldn't believe it had only been fifteen minutes since they first met. It had felt like an eternity had passed since they first greeted each other. 

"So, do you see a lot of action out there?" He asked. 

"Depends on your definition of action," Brooke replied with a shrug. 

"Like knife fights or uh... gun fights." 

"Knife fights? What? Like West Side Story or something?" 

"Huh? Uh yes? No?" 

Brooke shook her head and looked around for their server. She desperately wanted to just get her food, eat, and leave. 

"I shot a guy today, if that's what you're thinking is action. Blew out his knee for running away from me," Brooke said as she waved down a random waiter. 

Her date's eyes widened in surprise and he nearly toppled his cup of water over. 

"May I help you Madame?" The waiter asked. 

"Yeah, I think we've been ready to order for a while now." Brooke replied. 

"Oh, my apologies. Let me grab the server and have him take your order," the waiter replied. 

Brooke leaned in and pulled out a twenty dollar bill from her pocket. She leaned in while discretely slipping the twenty into his jacket pocket. 

"Look, I'd really like to just get through this date as soon as possible, you get it?" 

Brooke whispered. 

The waiter briefly glanced over at her date, and then at her, nodded and stood upright. 

"Actually, why don't I just go ahead and take the order?" 

"Uh... well, I mean, I haven't really looked through the menu," her date replied. 

"You like steak?" Brooke asked. 

"Huh? Well, I'm a vegetarian and steak isn't really my type of-" 

"He'll have today's vegetarian special. I'll go with the surf and turf," Brooke said, cutting off her date. 

"Any soup or salad?" The waiter asked instinctively. 

Brooke glared at the waiter and shook her head. He immediately realized his mistake and quickly turned his attention to her date. 

"I wouldn't recommend today's soups or salads though. Nothing really special on

the menu," the waiter said. 

"What? I thought the pea soup looked nice," her date said. 

"I thought you didn't get a chance to see the menu," Brooke replied. 

"Oh... the people over there got a cup and it looked-" 

"Sorry, they actually got the last batch my good Sir. Oh, if that is all, I think the other table is calling me," the waiter said as he rushed off. 

"Wow... the service here is incredibly b-" 

"Amazing," Brooke said, cutting him off. 

"Ba... brilliant," her date said, quickly changing his words. 

"So why don't you tell me a little about yourself?" Brooke asked as she quietly pulled out her phone. 

"Well uh... I'm still new to Newark. Used to work for a chemical company up in Maine," he started. 

Brooke briefly glanced down at her phone to start typing a text message to her friend. 

"So, what did you make?" She asked. 

"Well, it's a little ironic. I try to be careful with what I eat but I work on making plants stronger through the use of GMOs. Like making corn more resistant to the weather, or making watermelons larger. I know a lot of people are against this type of science and..." 

Brooke nodded as his voice trailed off. She continued glancing at her phone as she typed a message for her friend. Her date was oblivious as he excitedly talked about whatever it was that he did. Brooke finished her message, glanced down, and then sent her friend the message:

FUCK YOU! 




***


Brooke yawned as she stared at the clock in the office. Her desk was a mess of papers and folders, with rings of coffee stains hiding underneath. She looked up to see her coworker and friend, Diane, waltz by. 

"Seriously? What kind of thank you was that?" She asked. 

"Really? Did you even vet the guy before you set me up for that date?" Brooke replied with a question. 

"I'm guessing it didn't go well?" 

"Jesus fucking hell Diane, this guy was so... so boring," Brooke replied. 

"Well, if you were just a bit more lady like, maybe you would've enjoyed your time." 

"Oh, seriously, fuck you. At least I got a good dinner out of it," Brooke replied. 

"What did you have?" 

"A surf and turf. The lobster was fantastic. I guess the only good thing about him was that he was well paid," Brooke replied. 

"Yeah, he's like a lead geneticist. Did you know that he helped keep the banana live through all kinds of-" 

"Okay, seriously, I'm just going to ignore you from here on. I had enough of that talk last night," Brooke interrupted. 

"Well helloooooooo sunshine!" Jake said as he strolled in with a cup of coffee. 

"Oh God, what are you so bubbly about?" 

"Not much. Just got mad laid last night. How'd your date go?" Jake asked as he leaned against a wall. 

"Seriously? Mad laid? What? Are you from the hood now?" Brooke responded. 

Diane laughed and shook her head as she walked off. 

"That's what happens when you tell the ladies to check out the papers," Jake said

as he pulled out the morning paper. 

Brooke took the paper from him and flipped through the pages. She paused as she saw a picture of Jake, his arms crossed, in front of a wall full of graffiti. 

"Local cop stops potential murderer and robber..." Brooke read. 

Jake smiled as she read and loudly slurped on his coffee. 

"Oh... you motherfucker," Brooke said as she stood up. 

"Couldn't be helped. The media just pounced on me out of nowhere," Jake replied. 

"You asshole!" Brooke shouted as she threw the paper at him. 

Jake laughed and grabbed the paper after it bounced off his chest. 

"Hey! Brooke! I need you in my office, now!" A voice shouted. 

"Oh... looks like you've angered Papa Bear," Jake said as he sipped at his coffee. 

Papa Bear was their Captain. He was aptly labeled due to his large frame and rather hairy body that he did a horrid job hiding under his uniform. Brooke gave Jake the finger before heading into the Captain's office. 

"Brooklyn, sit down," he ordered. 

The captain always referred to everyone as their full name, which Brooke found annoying. 

"Captain," Brooke responded. 

"I see you and Jacob are being quite friendly out there," he started. 

"Well, he did take credit for my job," Brooke replied. 

"You mean the shooting? Brooklyn, you know how much of a nightmare it is for this office to file paperwork on why an officer shot someone?" The Captain questioned. 

"Yeah, I know. Sorry Captain," Brooke replied. 

"But that's not why I called you into my office. I've told you this before, but you're getting quite visible to the higher ups," the Captain complimented. 

"Thanks." 

"This is what brings us to the here and now. There's a precinct up in Brooklyn that needs a woman of your caliber," the Captain started. 

"Wait, what? Brooklyn? As in New York?" 

"Yes. They need an undercover but they can't use their own guys. Their covers were all blown. Some kind of computer hack. They thought about contacting the FBI, or seeing if they could use other districts but the entire New York system was compromised, and the FBI don't want to send any of their guys," the Captain continued. 

"So they're reaching out to... Jersey?" Brooke questioned. 

"They're reaching out in general. I figured we could take the assignment," her Captain said. 

"And you volunteered me?" 

"Yeah, I figured you'd want to," her Captain replied. 

"And why would you think that? You know I hate New York." 

"Because you're always talking about how boring this job is. You wanted to go undercover in that last case with Nicole. I figured you get this one," the Captain replied. 

"So... how undercover is this?" Brooke inquired, her interest rising. 

"You interested?" 

"Yeah, maybe I am," Brooke replied. 

"Good. Brooklyn, you'll be heading to..." The Captain paused. 

"What?" 

"Wow, I just realized you're going to Brooklyn and your name-" 

"You can't be serious. You just realized that?" 

"It is quite the coincidence." 

"Captain, I get it. Can we get on with it?" Brooke said, slightly annoyed. 

"There's a massive drug ring and prostitution trade going on up in Brooklyn. 

Whoever's leading this group is modeling themselves off real organized criminals like the Mafia. As I mentioned, they had a group of hackers in their back pocket. The NYPD have had zero leads and any moles they managed to plant just had their covers blown," her Captain explained. 

"What's to say that my identity is safe?" 

"We're going to forge a whole new identity for you. Your police files are going to be backed up offline and then wiped. You're going to have to get rid of all social networking accounts and we can even get a subpoena to have them fully purged." 

"Lucky for you, I don't do that shit. Isn't my face plastered somewhere on a newspaper or anything?" 

"Well, Jacob has done a fantastic job taking your credit over the years," her Captain replied with a smile. 

"Ass. I mean, he is an ass, not you Captain. And how do we know there are no moles here? If they're employing hackers, they can just as easily get moles all over the place," Brooke questioned. 

"Jacob, Diane and I are the only ones who know about this. The only other person is Roberto." 

"Who the fuck is Roberto?" 

"What? The IT guy. Seriously? You call him over to help you on your computer almost every day," her Captain responded, surprised. 

"His name was Roberto? Why does he have to know?" 

"Who do you think is going to do the offline backup and purge?" 

"What if he's a mole?" 

"I've taken every precaution Brooke. Not only has he been vetted, his background check passes, but also he doesn't know why he's doing what he's doing. He's backing up our files in case of a disaster while he's purging your files because he thinks you're being fired," her Captain explained. 

"Fuck... so this is real," Brooke mumbled. 

"Yes Brooklyn, this is a real assignment and I'm asking if you can take it." 

"What about my cover? Do I have to get a new identity? I need to coach myself to respond to a new name... this is crazy..." 

"Actually, since you're no longer being linked to us at all and as you mentioned, you don't really participate in social media, there's nothing to stop you from just going as yourself. Brooklyn Thatcher." 

Brooke nodded and quietly stared at her Captain. Thousands of thoughts blasted through her mind. Uprooting her life and putting her life on hold to go undercover. It was an exciting opportunity that she'd wanted since she had become a cop. Yet, with the opportunity right before her, she had small doubts. 

"I don't... Captain, can I be frank?" 

"I don't think Frank would be a good cover name," her Captain laughed. 

Brooke shook her head, unable to respond. 

"When have you not been? Go on, be yourself," her Captain continued. 

"As excited I am for the opportunity, I'm worried that I... that I might not be ready for something like this," Brooke confessed. 

"No one ever is. You know, I did an undercover stint once. Way back when. It was one of the craziest, scariest experiences of my life. But when I look back on

it now, I feel like I'm such a stronger individual because of it." 

"Seriously?" 

"Absolutely. And not just in those cliché ways about knowing more about yourself or whatever bullshit is out there. I had to bust a drug ring and the shit I had to do... Not just the random thugs I had to kill, but the drugs. I had to do crack, cocaine, even heroine to prove that I wasn't some pig. Strippers, prostitutes, it was ridiculous. To make matters worse, I had just gotten married. 

That was just the first of many marriages that just did not work out," her Captain said solemnly. 

"Wow... I never knew..." 

She was stunned. From what she had seen of him, he was a straight arrow, never smoking or even drinking when they went out. 

"There are a lot of things you all don't hear about. The road to being Captain takes a toll on some. You know, I wasn't always this big either. I was actually really fit back then. But damn, once I had to get cleaned up to get back in the police force..." Her Captain paused as he turned his chair and stared out the window. 

"Captain?" 

"Let's just say, you really don't know what you're made of until you're fighting your own personal demons and urges," he finished. 

"Wow... You know, I can't really say I'm any more excited about the opportunity after that. I mean, I've smoked some pot here and there but... wow..." 

"You're probably going to have to do things you never imagined you'd do. Even after all that, I think I can look back on my career and think... I did that. I took down a drug ring, a Cartel boss, and stopped hundreds, if not thousands of women from being sold as sex slaves," her Captain said as he turned his attention back to her. 

"Why is the NYPD so badly after this guy?" 

"The mastermind behind the whole operation? He's selling a whole new breed of

meth. Above ninety five percent pure. Damn near impossible from what most of our lab guys are saying. It's got a strange purple tint to it, leading to its name, Purple Dream. Its usage is growing to an unimaginable rate in Brooklyn." Her Captain answered. 

"And that's just the drug trade aspect. Whoever this guy is, he's got hackers stealing information on CIs, police records, bank accounts... just an insane amount of data. There have been threats to release information to get some of his high ranking thugs out. Those thugs of the mastermind go on to pimp out girls that they captured from Eastern Europe and Asia. Whoever is leading this group is just ruthless and the criminal empire he's building in Brooklyn..." The Captain paused as he clasped his hands together and leaned forward. 

The two briefly stared at one another, no words being exchanged but the message loud and clear. The person who was leading this group was an absolute threat, not just to the NYPD but to the police in general. 

"And you think I can help take him down?" 

"Absolutely. We need to set up places for information drops. We don't even know who the top dog is. Hell, the NYPD doesn't even know if it's a male or female. That's how little information we have on this. It makes all of us look incompetent." 

Brooke nodded and leaned back on her chair. She still feared that she wouldn't be able to succeed, but there was a sense of anger that grew from within. She came from a family of proud cops and deep inside, it inspired and drove her. 

"How long is this operation estimated to take?" Brooke asked. 

"Who knows? We don't know how deep this organization goes." 

Brooke tapped at her elbow as she looked at her Captain. The two met eyes and quietly came to an agreement. Brooke sighed and leaned back on the chair again. 

"All expenses are at least paid right?" 

"That... might prove to be a bit difficult. If they find money pop up in your account from a police owned account... that could easily blow your cover," the Captain replied. 

"You... you can't be serious Captain. How am I supposed to pay for anything?" 

"We'll have to figure something out," her Captain said. 

"Captain, I can't just live off the land," Brooke said, annoyed. 

Her Captain smiled and crossed his legs as he leaned back on his chair. 

"Well, we can't have you up in some nice apartment. We're going to have to put you up in some sort of project. Maybe get you roommates," her Captain started. 

"That's insane!" 

"We won’t be able to supply you with roommates. Try to find at least two, then you’ll have safety in numbers." 

"This is ridiculous. I mean, I thought... there's no safe house or something?" 

Brooke questioned. 

"Brooklyn, Brooklyn, calm down. Of course there's a safe house. But it's only to be used for emergencies. I wasn't kidding about living in the projects with some roommates though. Being undercover... well, it's really being undercover. You have to be fully immersed." 

“Captain Bolt, I think… I mean, this sounds like you want me to do drugs…” 

“Drugs? Brooklyn, I’m telling you that you need to be one of the criminals we arrest. Once you accept this assignment, you’re wiped; you’re no longer an Officer.” 

“Wait… isn’t this like that one movie? God… what’s it called…” 

“No, we’re not that stupid. Jacob, Diane, Roberto and I have an addendum in our wills. If anything happens to us, there are strict orders to pull you out by any means necessary and all your files are to be restored. We’re not going to be in a situation where nobody knows what is happening,” Captain Bolt replied. 

Brooke stared at her Captain’s desk, tapping her fingers against her thigh. Her mind was wandering off, ticking away at the pros and cons of the situation. 

Going undercover was always something she wanted. 

“I’m… I’m in,” she finally said with a sigh. 

“Are you sure? You don’t sound very convinced. This is an all-in assignment Brooklyn. There’s no turning around,” Captain Bolt warned. 

“Unless everyone dies,” Brooke replied. 

Captain Bolt smiled and nodded. “Yes, in the unlikely situation that this whole operation is blown, you are stuck in Brooklyn.” 

“Are these thugs killing cops too?” 

“With the information they have? They’re threatening NYPD families,” Captain Bolt replied as he leaned forward and clasped his fingers together. 

Brooke silently contemplated, her hands slowly clenching into fists. While growing up in a family of cops, she’d learned that every cop was a member of her family. It didn’t matter if they were from another state or another country. 

“I’m in. I’m getting these fuckers,” Brooke said. 

“Language Brooklyn,” Captain Bolt replied. 

“Let’s do this. Let’s take these guys out.” 

Captain Bolt nodded and grabbed his phone. After dialing a number, he glanced up at Brooke. 

“Thank you Brooklyn. Hello? Roberto? We’re a go, start the data transfer and wipe,” Captain Bolt ordered. 

“I guess I’ve got to go and get ready,” Brooke said. 

“Let’s regroup tomorrow morning. Me, you, Jacob and Diane,” Captain Bolt replied. 

Brooke nodded and opened the door to her Captain’s office. As she stepped out, the world seemed different. Jake glanced up from his desk while still twirling his pen. When the two met eyes, he gave her a slight nod. 

“And Brooklyn! I need you to finish the paperwork on that Corvette robbery!” 

Captain Bolt yelled. 

“Fuck me…” Brooke whispered. 

“Language!” 




***

Brooke scratched her arm as she looked up at an old black woman standing in front of the door to the entrance to her new home. She sneered down at Brooke and walked by, making sure to swing her cane in her direction. 

“Damn druggies takin’ up this place,” she mumbled as she walked off. 

Brooke shook her head and stepped into the entrance. Her new home, if it could even be called that, was at the end of the hall. It was a seven story building, but the only place she could afford was on the first floor. 

Three months had passed since she was first given the assignment to infiltrate a gang in Brooklyn. With what little information she had, she’d been able to make very little progress. Her roommates were meth addicts with low level dealers into whatever organization was controlling the flow of drugs. 

She was now living in public housing, the Cypress Hill Houses, located in Brownsville, Brooklyn. Her newfound part-time jobs at Wal-Mart and a nearby McDonald’s were barely enough to make ends meet. The two hour long commutes to work and back were also putting a strain on her. 

Brooke sighed and walked into her home. Her roommates were illegally living with her, giving her the extra money she needed to be able to live in her place. 

They were knocked out on the sofa, needles littered around the ground. 

“Fuckers need to clean up after themselves,” Brooke whispered. 

Her roommates usually dealt their drugs at Glenmore Plaza, which wasn’t that far from the home. She visited once and watched as her roommates tried to deal near the cul-de-sac next to the four brick buildings. They weren’t exactly successful but it helped her get a step closer to understanding how everything was connected in Brooklyn. 

She had slowly found that while the poorer neighborhoods were where the drugs were spreading at a rapid pace, she’d come to learn that her roommates received their drugs from elsewhere. They themselves didn’t know the exact location as they received the suppliers, who received their supply from mules. 

One of her roommates slowly opened her eyes and looked up at Brooke. She gave her a half dazed smile and waved. 

“Hey girl! Do you want some?” She asked, reaching out to grab a needle. 

“Nah Sara, I’m good. I have another shift later. Don’t wanna lose the job,” 

Brooke replied. 

“Okay girl… whoa damn… you bought a unicorn?” Sara asked. 

“What?” 

Brooke sighed and shook her head as she cleared the sink. She was slowly getting frustrated with the waiting, but she had to figure out a way to get close to one of the suppliers. They were extremely paranoid and careful, which was not surprising. Though, what was surprising was the fact that they themselves did not take any drugs, in fact, they were barred from doing so. 

The mysterious gang they worked for even had drug tests. Brooke found it interesting that they were like a legitimate corporation. Random drug tests, background checks on any new “hires”, and management layers in different silos. Whoever the kingpin behind all this was most likely very educated. 

“Oh shit… I gotta get my supply! Damn…” Sara said as she tried to sit up. 

“Why don’t I get it for you? I don’t think you’re in the right mindset to pick up a package,” Brooke offered. 

“Oh no, I’d get in some mad trouble girl! You ain’t been initiated into the group,” Sara answered as she tried to get on her feet. 

Brooke sighed in frustration again. This wasn’t her first attempt at trying to take Sara’s place to pick up a package. She’d driven her once, not directly to the supplier but at least within a block’s radius. 

“Oh damn, fuckin’ dizzy like a mofo… You think you can drive me?” Sara asked. 

“Fuck, again? Only if I get to meet this fuckin’ supplier,” Brooke responded. 

“Nah, damn girl, you know I can’t do that,” Sara replied as she struggled to get on her feet. 

“Sara, you’ve been saying that I’m going to go through initiation for like the past month. When am I going to start dealing like you and Jen?” Brooke questioned angrily. 

“I’m tellin’ ya girl, it’s close. We have to wait on management to make that decision,” Sara replied. 

“Management? What is this, Baskin Robbins?” 

“Girl, you know what I mean,” Sara replied. 

“Fine, whatever,” Brooke said as she grabbed Sara’s car keys. 

She helped to support Sara on the way out of the room and down the hall. There were other random people in the halls, some obviously high as they walked by. 

Brooke helped prop the door open for Sara to walk outside. 

They headed down the stairs and towards the street. Brooke looked around for Sara’s old Honda, trying to find the little beat up, rusted car. It was awkwardly parked on the street, with a couple of flyers on the windshield. 

“Damn it Sara, I told you to at least park the car right. You know if you get a ticket, you’re fucked, right?” Brooke reminded as she opened the passenger side door and practically shoved Sara in. 

“You know what I gotta say to that girl, fuck da police!” Sara yelled. 

Brooke rolled her eyes and slammed the door shut. Sara was a skinny, short, white girl with blonde hair and blue eyes, who could have easily had a steady life but instead, here she was, acting like some sort of hood rat. Brook got in the driver’s side seat and started up the car. It took a few tries, but it finally roared to life. 

“Okay, where am I going? The usual?” Brooke asked. 

“Take me to the KFC on Chester,” Sara replied. 

“What? Not the Domino’s on Watkins?” 

“Oh shit, yeah, uh… take me there,” Sara said. 

“Sara, be honest with me, are you doing the trade at KFC?” Brooke questioned. 

Sara sighed and looked down. “Nah, I ain’t.” 

“Sara, girl, you gotta be honest. You know how far it is from that Domino’s to that KFC? You ain’t gonna make it if you’re trying to leave me and walk over there,” Brooke replied. 

Sara rubbed her nose and shrugged. Brooke grinned as she knew very well that it meant that Sara was trying to lie. 

“It’s okay Sara, no one has to know. I’ll just park across the street, and you get out. No one has to know I was there,” Brooke said. 

“I don’t know…” Sara replied, hesitating as she bit on her lower lip. 

“Come on, how is this so called management going to find out?” 

Sara shrugged and nodded. “Okay fine, take me across the street from KFC.” 

Brooke smiled and began driving off. This was the perfect chance to at least get a face on the supplier. If she could at least see him or her, she’d be able to close in. The drive was relatively silent as Sara fell in and out of consciousness. 

Whatever drug she had tried seemed to have more of an effect on her than before. Sara was normally hyperactive in between when taking her normal meth, but this time, she was just out. She was dreaming about unicorns and rainbows before coming back to reality. 

“The fuck did you take?” Brooke questioned. 

“Oh girl, it is something else. No needle needed for this shit. Smoked the shit out of it,” Sara replied. 

“No needle needed? Then what the fuck were you trying to give me back at home?” 

“Oh, some cheap shit,” Sara cackled. 

Brooke shook her head as she parked the car. The familiar logo of the fast food chain smiled down at them. A glowing ATM sign struggled to stay on, letting potential customers know they can grab cash from the little restaurant. 

“Be careful girl, don’t get hit by some fucking car,” Brooke warned. 

“Thanks girl, I’ll be right back,” Sara replied as she opened the door and stumbled out. 

She walked across the front of the car and across the street. Sara paused and turned to the left, heading towards the closed off store next to the restaurant. 

Brooke noticed a tall man in a hoodie leaning against the metal gating and staring at a phone. 

Sara walked over to him and tapped him on the shoulder. The man pulled down his hoodie and looked around, cautiously making sure there were no cops in the vicinity. The two exchanged words and Brooke could see he was rather frustrated. Most likely because Sara was high as a kite. 

She didn’t recognize the bald black man, but he looked rather young. He had thick black eyebrows, and a solid, thick jaw line. A long scar ran down his cheek from the bottom of his jaw line right up until the bottom edge of his eye. His clothes clung to his rather large frame, not large as in fat, but large as in muscular. Brooke could tell from his posture that he was most likely a fighter, a boxer maybe. It was quite a stark contrast from other drug suppliers or carriers she had met in the past who were just skinny guys. 

Whoever ran this little empire didn’t want just runners; they wanted people who could defend themselves in a fight. Brooke was slowly getting more and more impressed with the inner workings of this gang. The man nodded over at the car and Brooke quickly looked away. 

When she glanced back, she saw Sara handing the black man something and he walked off. Brooke scratched her chin as she watched him raise up a fist and then point towards Sara. After a few seconds a black car drove by and stopped

next to Sara. She leaned in towards the passenger side seat and Brooke cursed as she couldn’t see through the heavily tinted windows. 

As the car drove on, Brooke at least tried to memorize the license plate number. 

She could only get the first three characters before it sped off. Sara picked up a brown paper bag on the ground and headed over to Brooke. She hopped into the passenger side and tossed the bag into the backseat. 

“Okay, let’s go! Unless you want some chicken,” Sara said. 

“Fuck no, they probably don’t even have the extra crispy kind,” Brooke replied as she started the engine. 

Sara laughed and leaned back on her seat, sinking down as she readied to fall asleep. 

“That dude you were talkin’ to was pretty cute,” Brooke commented. 

“Yeah? Randy is kinda cute in a tough kind of way,” Sara replied. 

Brooke’s eyes lit up as she heard a name. She was hoping Sara would let something slip, but the fact that a name popped out was too perfect. Sara had fallen for Brooke’s little fishing attempt, hook, line and sinker. 




***

Brooke cautiously looked around while she was in the old, grimy pay phone booth. She saw a couple of people wander by but they paid no attention to her. 

After a couple more minutes, she put in some coins and dialed a number. 

“Chen’s Chinese Kitchen, may I take your order?” A voice answered. 

“Randy, black, possibly a little over six feet, bald, scar from the bottom of his eye down his right cheek,” Brooke responded. 

“Thank you. Your order will be ready in 30 minutes,” the voice replied. 

Brooke hung up and sighed. She had to do something for half an hour while whatever resources her Captain had assigned performed some research. He had assigned his most trusted officers to man the lines along with Diane and Jake. 

They were also given very vague instructions on who they were working with and why. 

This was the first major break in her undercover operation. There were zero guarantees that they would find any information on Randy, but if they could get anything, it would’ve been helpful. She paced around outside of the phone booth, and then circled around a block. A couple of bums walked by, briefly pausing to look her up and down before continuing on their way. 

She circled the phone booth again as the thirty minutes neared. Just as she entered, her other roommate, Jen, turned the corner and saw her. Brooke cursed under her breath and smiled. 

“Brooke? Damn girl, what are you doin’ out here?” Jen asked with a thick New York accent. 

“Ah nothing, just felt like skipping out of work today,” Brooke lied. 

“Shit girl, don’t get fired, we need money for that rent,” Jen laughed. 

“Yeah, yeah, that’s all I’m good for, just bringing home the bacon,” Brooke replied. 

“You wanna hang girl? Been thinkin’ of goin’ over to the cemetery with some Purple Dream,” Jen said as she pulled out a small baggie with little purple gem-like crystals inside. 

“Mm… I don’t know, I was going to…” Brooke paused, trying to think of a reason. 

She needed to get rid of Jen and call back in, otherwise she’d have to wait at least another day or potentially even a week. Trying to keep a part time job while occasionally calling in sick to call in was not as easy as she thought it would be. 

Her boss had already threatened to take away her hours for getting sick so often. 

If she could have revealed she was a cop, she would have. And probably would have smashed his smug face right into the counter. Unfortunately, she had to keep her cover and somehow keep making money. 

“Come on girl, you skipped work, not like you got nothing better to do,” Jen

said. 

Brooke glanced over at the phone, cursed under her breath and nodded. She’d have to follow up later to get more information on Randy. 

“Yeah girl! You also gotta check out this new pipe I got,” she laughed as they headed around the corner. 

Brooke wasn’t a big fan of taking drugs but for this operation, she had. The easiest to process was pot, but once she had to take cocaine, crack, heroine and even Purple Dream, her world changed. She had to struggle to not let the effects take over her. 

They had to get on the subway and make a couple of stops to reach Evergreen Cemetery. For some reason or another, Jen enjoyed getting high there. It was a fairly public place and Brooke did worry that they would get caught one day. 

As they made their way out of the station, a skinny white guy in a hoodie walked next to Jen and scared her by grabbing her. Brooke’s instincts kicked in as she quickly readied a punch to the man’s throat. Before she could throw her punch, Jen looked at the man and laughed. 

“Fuck Tim! Jesus! You scared the shit outta me,” Jen exclaimed. 

“What’s up Jen! The fuck you’s doin’ in dis area?” Tim replied. 

He briefly glanced over at Brooke as she lowered her arm. Brooke gave him a small nod and he nodded back. 

“Not much. Gonna go dream over at the cemetery,” Jen replied. 

“Oh fuck… no way girl! You got dat Purple Dream on you?” Tim asked. 

“Yeah, some. Oh shit, have you met Brooke?” Jen asked. 

“Nah, hey Brooke, I’m Tim,” he introduced, extending a hand. 

Brooke shook his dirty hand and nodded. “Nice to meet you.” 

“Damn, mind if I join in with ya?” Tim asked. 

“I don’t know, we might not have enough…” Jen replied. 

“Hey, why don’t you two smoke up and I’ll see if I can get Sara. I bet she has some more,” Brooke suggested. 

“Oh damn, that sounds good,” Jen agreed. 

“Shit, I’m down with that,” Tim said. 

Brooke watched as the two headed towards the cemetery. After waiting a couple minutes, she headed towards the nearest phone booth. Once the two were high, they were just going to forget her. 

She quickly dialed a number and waited. Her eyes darted from side to side, making sure there weren’t any other people that might recognize her. 

“Chen’s Chinese Kitchen, may I take your order?” A voice answered. 

“My order has not arrived,” Brooke replied. 

“Randy Weeze. Your order is where it normally is,” the voice said. 

“Thanks,” Brooke replied, hanging up. 

She sighed and rushed out, heading back to her apartment. There was just one detour to make to get the information that she had been sent. 




***

Brooke quietly stared out the bus window as it neared her stop. She had reviewed the materials she had received on Randy Weeze; also known as Lil Weezy on the streets. He was indeed a low level drug supplier, caught a handful of times but always managed to get off on a technicality. Brooke found it strange and made a mental note to look into the lawyer who got him free so many times. 

The bus slowed and came to a stop across the street from Randy’s apartment. 

She took a deep breath and stepped out. Her body trembled as she nervously looked around the unfamiliar neighborhood. 

Even though she was the top in her class back at the Police Academy, it usually

involved having backup or at least a weapon. In her current state, she had no weapons. The dark night overtook the dirty streets, small, dimly lit lamp posts just barely providing a yellow hue. 

“All right Brooke, you’ve got this,” she whispered to herself as she walked across the street. 

A couple of men glanced up before skittering off like cockroaches in the sunlight. Brooke quickly made her way towards a brick lined apartment and paused as she saw him, Randy, in a hoodie, casually leaning against a wall. He looked over at her and nodded before pulling out his phone. 

She made her way towards him, her heart beating faster with each step. Randy’s face was lit up from the backlight of his phone as he quickly scrolled through it. 

He glanced over at her, his eyes filled with suspicion as she neared. 

“Lil Weezy?” Brooke asked. 

He paused and put his phone away. His eyes roamed her, examining her. 

“Maybe. Who you?” He questioned. 

“Brooke. I live with Sara, down over at Cypress,” she replied. 

“Sara… Sara… Oh right, the crazy white bitch. Always high as fuck,” Randy laughed. 

Brooke nodded in agreement. 

“What you want baby girl?” 

“I want to do what she does,” Brooke replied. 

Randy shook his head and pulled his phone out again. 

“Sorry baby girl, I don’t know you. I don’t know what the fuck you is talkin’

about. If it’s a hookup you need, I can have it sent over but outside of that, get the fuck outta here,” he replied. 

He wasn’t angry, he seemed more agitated. It probably wasn’t the first time

someone came up and asked for a job from him. 

“Come on Lil Weezy, I can help expand. Sara’s too narrow minded, only goes to certai-” 

“Shut the fuck up. Girl, you need to know when to speak and when not to speak. 

You is deaf or somethin’? If you ain’t got no product you need, then get the fuck outta here. No job openings,” Randy replied as his eyes remained on his phone. 

Brooke bit at her lower lip, frustrated. He was nothing more but a low level thug. 

If she wasn’t undercover, she could’ve easily beaten his ass into submission. As she tried to think of something else to say, he glanced over at her again. 

“Why is you still here? You must be deaf. Or straight up stupid,” he said with a smirk. 

“I need this job, I know I can do better than the others you have,” Brooke replied. 

“God damn bitch, you is really not gettin’ this do you? There’s a process and you ain’t just gonna go skippin’ it,” Randy replied, looking up from his phone to glare at her. 

“You can’t tell me Sara went through some kind of recruiting process,” Brooke said, placing her hands on her hips. 

“She’s different. She obviously ain’t no fuckin’ five-oh,” Randy said. 

“Five-oh? You think I’m a fuckin’ cop?” Brooke questioned. 

“Shit, I don’t know you,” Randy answered. 

“What I gotta do to convince you?” Brooke inquired. 

“Damn, woman, you ain’t givin’ up are you?” 

“I don’t just want the job, I need it. Tired of this crazy part time shit at two fuckin’ dead end jobs. They just cut my hours the other day because if they didn’t I’d be fuckin’ full time. Can’t have people like me getting benefits,” 

Brooke answered, slightly agitated. 

“Yeah?” Randy said, rolling his eyes, before looking her up and down. 

Brooke felt like a piece of fresh meat as his eyes roamed up and down, pausing right at her breasts, which were covered by her gray hoodie. She could guess what he was going to ask for, and she was ready to go through with it. 

“Aight, how much for a blowjob?” He asked. 

“What?” 

“I’m gonna pay you for a fuckin’ blowjob… maybe more,” Randy replied. 

“Shit, fifty for a good blow,” Brooke answered. 

“Fiddy? God damn! Sara don’t charge no fuckin’ fiddy,” Randy balked. 

“Well, I’m better than her.” 

“Shit, twenty five,” Randy offered. 

“Make it forty,” Brooke countered. 

Randy scratched his wrist and put his phone away. Brooke could see him thinking through the offer. His head bobbed left and right as he contemplated. 

“Aight, aight, forty,” he answered. 

“Where at?” Brooke asked. 

“Shit, follow me,” he replied as he began walking down a nearby dark alley. 

Brooke was cautious as she followed, making sure there were no others around. 

For all she knew, this could have been a trap of some kind. If Randy had even the slightest doubt, she’d have to prepare to fight. 

“So, this how you usually weed out five-oh?” Brooke questioned. 

“Sometimes. You see, if you five-oh, you can’t take the money and do the act, you know? You gotta stop and identify yourself as a copy otherwise you be doin’

what a ho do,” Randy replied, scratching his chin. 

“Really?” 

“Yeah, shit, it’s like uh… like bribin’ and shit,” Randy answered as he stopped next to a dumpster and looked around. 

He slowly undid his belt and unzipped his pants before pulling down his baggy jeans. Brooke could barely see the outline of his member under his tight black boxer briefs. In the dimly lit alley, it was hard to see if the shadows were playing tricks on her eyes or if his member was actually as big as it seemed. 

“Oh shit, almost forgot,” he said as he pulled up his jeans a bit to dig through the pockets. 

He handed her two twenty dollar bills before pushing his jeans back down. 

Brooke took the cash and shoved it into the pocket of her hoodie. She crouched down and pulled at the waistband of his underwear. 

“Let’s see what we’re working with,” she whispered. 

Brooke slowly peeled his boxer briefs off and paused as she saw the beginnings of his thick black rod. It was extremely thick, and it seemed to continue down against the inner left side of his thigh. Her hands began to tremble as she pulled his underwear lower and lower. 

“Oh. My. God.” She stuttered. 

“Yeah? You like that? Makes the white girls go wild,” Randy replied proudly. 

Brooke gently rubbed on Randy’s shaft, feeling it slowly harden within her palm. 

She could only imagine how wild these women he was talking about were. 

While she’d dated black men before, she never actually slept with them. 

“Shit, you can’t tell me I be yo first nigga,” Randy said. 

“First nigga this big,” she lied. 

She spit on her hands before stroking his cock more, watching as it somehow grew thicker and longer. The already monstrous member seemed to grow even larger as she stroked it to life. 

“Oh yeah… that’s it,” Randy groaned. 

As his cock grew fully erect, Brooke leaned in and gently licked the tip. It quivered in response, as her tongue slowly made its way down the underside of his long, hard shaft. He placed his hands on the back of her head, running his fingers through her hair as she licked down to his balls. 

"Yeah, get nasty wit it," Randy said. 

Brooke spit on his shaft and stroked it harder before licking the sensitive underside of his shaft again. He groaned and tilted his head back. Once she reached the tip of his cock, she leaned in, slowly enveloping it with her soft velvety lips. 

He tasted salty, with just a bit of cocoa butter at the end. Her tongue rolled around the head of his cock while she clamped her lips tightly around it. She could feel every little throb of excitement as she sucked on it. 

"Oh yeah, that's it... suck on my nigga dick," Randy groaned. 

Brooke closed her eyes as she took in more of his thick cock. The tip of his cock quickly hit the back of her mouth and she stopped. She used both her hands to stroke his shaft while pulling her head back. 

There was no way she was going to fit anymore of his cock in her mouth. Randy didn't seem to agree as he pulled her head towards his crotch. She gagged as the tip of his cock pressed in. 

"Damn girl, come on, get it in deep," Randy groaned. 

Brooke squeezed tightly onto his shaft as his cock filled her throat. She gagged and choked as she struggled to breathe. Small little dots began to form before her eyes as she choked, spit running down the sides of her lips. 

Her crotch grew wet and warm as she tried to take in his big black cock. A loud buzzing filled her ears as she continued to struggle for air. Her lungs were on fire, begging for fresh oxygen to fill them. 

Randy continued pulling her in, trying to force his cock in deeper. Brooke wasn't sure how far she had made it, but she had to pull back. She didn't want to black

out while trying to blow this low level thug. 

She placed her hands on his thighs and tapped on them as she pulled her head back. Randy still tried to hold her head in place but she was successful in moving back. She finally managed to pull away, letting his cock slide out from between her lips. 

"Oh... fuck..." Brooke coughed. 

"Damn, that it? I expected more for forty," Randy complained. 

"Shit, are... you... kidding me?" Brooke replied, taking in big gulps of air. 

Her vision slowly began to return to normal. She had to spit on the ground a couple times to clear her throat. His long glistening rod continued to tremble right in front of her face. There was a long string of spit that swung back and forth at the tip. 

"I need to take... it slow," Brooke said. 

"Damn, Sara can usually deepthroat this nigga dick no problem. You ain't neva done this before?" Randy asked, a slight bit of suspicion in his voice. 

"Not that big. Damn. I usually use these lips," Brooke replied while spreading her legs and pointing at her crotch. 

"Fuck... you offerin' dat?" 

"If we make it an even hundred," Brooke answered. 

"One hundred? The fuck? Yo, that blowjob wasn't worth no forty, I ain't seein' no reason to go to no hundred," Randy balked. 

“Calm down, damn, I ain’t even done yet,” Brooke shot back. 

“What about for sixty?” Randy offered. 

“Fuckin’ sixty? Seriously?” Brooke questioned as she continued stroking his shaft gently. 

She made sure to tease the tip, just barely grazing where the tip met the shaft. 

Randy’s eyes glazed over as he enjoyed the feelings of pleasure climb through him. Brooke leaned in and flicked her tongue against the tip of his cock. 

“Eighty, but you can’t cum inside,” Brooke replied. 

“Damn, where you want it then?” Randy inquired. 

“Fuck it, for eighty, I’ll finish you off with my mouth,” Brooke answered while licking her lips seductively. 

“Aight, shit, eighty it is, now let me see dat pussy,” Randy answered. 

“Where’s my money?” 

“Fuck, damn girl, you can’t be five oh,” Randy laughed as he pulled up his jeans slightly to dig through his pockets. 

He took out a stack of bills and began counting. Brooke took a couple of bills, smiled and put it in her hoodie’s pocket. She unzipped her hoodie, took it off and placed it on the edge of the dumpster next to them. 

Randy watched as she peeled down her leggings and spun around, shaking her ass at him. Her bright pink thong was the only thing in his way. She leaned forward and pulled her thong to the side with one hand, and spread open the lips of her sex with her other. 

“Mmm… damn,” Randy whispered as he stroked his cock. 

“Alright big boy,” Brooke said, shaking her ass at him. 

Captain Bolt had not outright said it, but he had more or less hinted that she’d be doing sexual favors to get ahead. Brooke was apprehensive at first, but with how slow the investigation was taking, she had to start doing what she had to. Randy grinned as he made his way towards her ass, pressing the tip of his cock against the entrance to her sex. 

Brooke took in deep breaths of air as she felt her pussy lips part to slowly wrap around his thick black cock. She bent forward, a chain link fence in front of her. 

Her fingers gripped tightly onto it as she pushed her own hips back towards Randy. 

“Oh… Oh…” Brooke whispered as she felt his hot member dip into her. 

She moaned as his thick cock pressed in bit by bit, Randy grabbing tightly onto her hips. His long black rod made its way into her juicy pussy, sending vibrations of pleasure through her whole body. Her sneakers slipped a bit as she held tightly onto the chain link fence. 

“Fuck… Oh God… Yes…” Brooke moaned. 

Randy continued plunging in deeper, sliding deeper into her tight little cunt. 

Brooke gritted her teeth as she was initially filled with a pulse of pain. The pain quickly subsided, overtaken by waves of pleasure that rolled wildly up her spine. 

Her fingers clung to the chain link fence as she moved her body back towards him. The fence itself began to shake, creaking and clanking as Randy began thrusting back and forth. He pressed forward, pushing her upper body against the fence. 

“Ungh… fuck yeah,” he grunted as he began to slide in and out. 

Brooke’s breasts pressed against the fence, her hard nipples poking past her shirt and rubbing against it. She arched her back and began to thrust her body back towards him, matching his movements. Her ass slapped loudly against his crotch as he pounded into her. 

His fat black balls smacked against her clit each time he hammered in. A high pitched ringing began to fill Brooke’s ears as she felt her body tense up. Her body went numb as she climaxed, her pussy clenching tightly around Randy’s throbbing shaft. 

“OH GAAAAAAAAAHD!” Brooke screamed. 

Her whole body trembled as she climaxed, Randy still hammering into her from behind. He was relentless, his thick, throbbing member pounding into her at an incredible pace. The dark alley echoed with the loud, wet sounds of his cock penetrating into her tight cunt. 

His hands moved down to her ass, grabbing tightly onto her ass cheeks and spreading them apart. He took a good look between them, watching as his cock slid in and out of Brooke’s tight cunt. Her juices covered his shaft as she

climaxed. 

“Yeah bitch, cum on this nigga dick,” he groaned. 

He teased her asshole with his thumb while hammering in and out of her. With his other hand, he grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled, as if it were a leash. 

He made sure to slide the entire length of his cock in and out of her sopping wet cunt. 

“Ungh… yeah, take it, take it bitch!” He exclaimed. 

He began to speed up, thrusting his hips faster as he grew more excited. Brooke turned and placed her hand on his arm. 

“Not inside,” she warned. 

“Don’t worry bitch,” Randy grunted as he continued pummeling her pussy. 

He pressed her body against the fence as he thrust faster. Brooke moaned as she felt another orgasm building up. She gasped as her body went numb for the second time, a rush of warmth passing through her, followed by a jolt of ice. 

“Damn, you gettin’ tight! You cummin’ on this nigga dick again?” 

“Oh... oh yes… yes!” Brooke screamed in reply. 

She shuddered as her climax peaked, her pussy clamping down on his throbbing black shaft again. Randy grunted and pushed his cock deep inside her. She felt his cock quiver and within moments, she felt something hot spurt into her. 

“Oh… daaaaaaaamn…” He groaned. 

Brooke froze as she felt his seed fill up her soaking wet pussy. She was angered, but the pleasure rolling through her stopped her from being too mad. He pumped in and out a few more times, his sticky, gooey cum leaking out from her pussy. 

“Ah… unf… I said don’t cum inside me!” Brooke said, glaring at Randy. 

“Damn bitch, my bad. Shit was too tight, couldn’t pull out,” Randy laughed. 

He grabbed the base of his cock and slowly pulled it out, a thick string of cum

sticking onto the tip. Brooke shook her head as her thong slipped back in place, quickly getting soggy between her legs. She sighed as she pulled up her jeans. 

“You fuckin’ owe me a job for sure now,” she barked. 

“Fuck bitch, calm yo self. I’ll hook yo ass up with a job,” Randy replied as he pulled his boxer briefs and jeans up. 

“Better fuckin’ get a free package or two too,” Brooke responded. 

“Damn bitch, you be pushin’ it,” Randy replied. 

“You plannin’ on bein’ a baby daddy?” Brooke questioned. 

“Shit, fuckin’ crazy white bitches. Marcus always be warnin’ me and I always fuck ‘em,” Randy laughed. 

“Marcus?” 

“Never you mind bitch. You live with Sara?” Randy asked, changing the subject quickly. 

“Yeah, you going to come by?” 

“Nah, I’m gonna tell Sara that you be part of my crew now. Tell her that I want both ya’ll asses comin’ to visit now,” Randy replied. 

“Fair enough,” Brooke replied nodding. 

She made a mental note of the name Marcus. Unfortunately, without any further context, the name was too common to get any intel on. She’d still report it, but she didn’t think she’d get much out of it. 

“Sit tight bitch, I need to talk with my suppliers, let them know I need more. I’ll call Sara,” Randy said as he turned and walked away. 

“Damn, you’re not even giving my ass a ride back home?” 

“I already gave yo ass a ride. How’d you get over here?” 

“I took the bus,” Brooke answered. 

“Then get your ass on the bus then, bitch,” Randy replied as he continued on his way. 

Brooke sighed as she felt her soaked thong slowly transfer the gooey cum onward to her leggings. She’d have to hurry and hope that the bus was dark. 

After adjusting her pants, she headed back to the bus stop. 




***

Brooke rolled around in bed, wondering when Randy was going to call for Sara to pick up his supply. It had been a week since she had met him, and she hadn’t heard a peep. Sara didn’t mention anything and was high, yet again. 

“Fucker better not have lied to me,” she whispered as she flipped a coin into the air. 

Before it landed, her door burst open and Sara smiled, carrying her keys. Brooke sat up, surprised by the entrance. 

“The fuck? We not knocking anymore?” Brooke questioned. 

“Oh, sorry. Randy called me, and he let me know that you’re now part of the crew! Come on girl! Let’s go pick our shit up!” Sara replied excitedly. 

Brooke smiled and got on her feet. She sniffed her shirt to make sure it didn’t stink and then grabbed her hoodie. The two headed out, carefully stepping over an unconscious Jen. 

“The hell did she take?” Brooke asked. 

“Fuck if I know,” Sara replied. 

“Do I need to drive?” 

“No, I got it this time, I’m right at that good point,” Sara responded. 

Brooke hesitated as she got in the passenger side seat. Sara hopped in and stepped on the gas. Her tires squealed as the car launched itself onto the road. 

It was quite the harrowing drive as Sara swerved in and out of traffic. Brooke

was concerned that they’d get pulled over. However, knowing how badly the NYPD was suffering, there probably weren’t any cops out on the streets looking for crazy drivers in the hood. 

“Where are we going? KFC isn’t this way,” Brooke inquired. 

“Nah, different place this time,” Sara answered. 

Sara swerved again, hard to the right, causing Brooke to hold tightly onto her seat. She started feeling a bit uneasy as they headed towards a dark alley. Sara turned off her headlights and turned off the car. 

“Okay, let’s go,” she said, hopping out. 

Brooke continued to feel uneasy as she stepped out of the car. Something seemed off about this entire meet. Her police training and her instincts knew when to see a set up coming a mile away. 

“Sara, what’s going on?” Brooke questioned. 

“Nothin’, just a pick up. What’s going on with you?” 

Brooke looked around the dark alley. One lonely, dimly lit yellow bulb provided light for the area. Sara shrugged and continued on her way towards a door. 

Brooke followed close behind, wondering if she should’ve brought some kind of weapon. 

Sara knocked on the door three times, paused, then two times, and then three times again. A small slot on the door opened and a pair of eyes appeared. Brooke was taken aback at first, taking a step backward in surprise. 

“Who you?” The pair of eyes asked. 

“Here to pick up for Lil Weezy,” Sara answered. 

The metal slot closed and Brooke waited anxiously. This was her first pick up on her first undercover operation, and she didn’t have a clue on what to expect. Her hands began to tremble as she heard the door unlock. 

“Damn, you getting the jitters? Want to smoke something later?” Sara asked, 

turning and looking at Brooke. 

“Yeah, yeah, I had slight break before. I think it’s wearing off,” Brooke lied. 

“I could definitely use some right now. My fuckin’ arm is itchin’ like crazy,” 

Sara replied. 

The heavy metal door opened with a loud creak and Brooke gasped as a huge, muscular black man looked down at them. He was wearing baggy jeans and a wife beater. After taking a glance at the two, he nodded to the right. 

Sara led the way, heading into the dark room, just barely running her finger against the black man’s abs. He grinned as she blew him a kiss. Brooke gave him a smile and walked by. 

“You know him?” Brooke asked. 

“No, but just look at him. Damn, I’m goin’ to get to know him,” Sara replied with a smirk. 

Brooke laughed and shook her head, the uneasiness slowly fading away. They made their way through a dark hallway towards some loud rap music. Brooke began to move her head to the music, recognizing it as Dr. Dre’s new album. 

Sara turned into a dimly lit room, and Brooke followed right behind. The two stopped as they saw a group of black men huddled together around a poker table. 

They were smoking cigars and glanced up at the two. Randy was sitting in one of the seats, staring at a handful of cards. 

“Damn, when you get two white bitches to do yo shit?” One of the black men asked, puffing on his cigar. 

“Shit nigga, you know me,” Randy replied with a wink. 

“You talk about dis with Marcus?” The black man questioned. 

Brooke’s ears perked up at the mention of Marcus’ name again. She hoped that they would let some more information slip up. 

“Nigga, I ain’t gotta get fuckin’ approval from Marcus for everythin’, damn. Dat

nigga got his job, I be gettin’ mine,” Randy answered. 

“Just watch yo ass nigga. Marcus set up them rules he got for a reason,” the black man warned. 

“Rules is just rules, they can be bent,” Randy laughed. 

“Yeah, but they only bend so far nigga.” 

Brooke tried to remember the faces of the black men in the room. The one talking to Randy was fat and bald, with no other distinguishing marks to remember. There was one with a big afro, a bright yellow hair pick stuck in his hair. 

“Shit, I need to step out. Why don’t you niggas just fold and end this?” Randy requested. 

“Nigga, I ain’t foldin’,” the bald man barked. 

Brooke glanced at the bald black man’s cards and took a quick read of the situation. He had a pair of two’s, and looking at the cards on the table, that was it. There was no other hand he could play. 

Randy looked over at Brooke and paused as he saw her move her hand towards her elbow. She gently stuck out two fingers and then tapped her elbow twice. 

Randy tilted his head, as if he was trying to figure out if Brooke was sending a message or if it was just her idle movements. 

The two locked eyes and she gave him a small nod. She hoped that he would understand that her two fingers signified the cards, and the two quick taps signaled that they were a pair. Randy scratched his chin and seemed to give a small nod. 

“Nigga, you should fold,” Randy warned. 

“Man, fuck you, either check dat shit or stop trash talkin’ yo scrawny ass,” the bald man replied. 

“Aight nigga, I’m all in,” Randy said as he pushed his chips to the center. 

The bald man froze momentarily, a thick drop of sweat slowly rolling down his shiny head. He cleared his throat and looked around the room. The other black men shrugged, almost egging him on. 

“Come on nigga, put up or shut the fuck up,” Randy teased. 

The fat bald man wiped his forehead with one hand and eyed Randy. He sighed and tossed his cards on the table and leaned back. After crossing his arms he shrugged. 

“Man, fuck it. I’m out,” he said, folding. 

Randy smirked and grabbed his winnings, pulling in the large sums of cash. The fat man reached out and stopped him. 

“Yo, hold up nigga, what’d you have?” He asked. 

“Fuck dat nigga, I ain’t tellin’ you shit,” Randy replied as he mixed his cards into the others. 

“Motherfucka,” the fat bald man grunted. 

The rest of the black men in the room laughed. Randy pulled his winnings together and stood up, leaving his seat behind for someone else to take. 

“Nigga, where you be goin’?” The fat man asked. 

“Moby, my ass be done for now, gotta get my suppliers filled up,” Randy replied. 

“You betta be back. I want some of dat money back.” 

“Only if you win it off me nigga,” Randy laughed, tapping the fat man on the back. 

“Did he call him Moby?” Brooke asked. 

“Hm? I don’t know,” Sara replied. 

“Aight bitches, let’s go,” Randy said, wrapping his arms around both of them. 

“Did you call him Moby?” Brooke asked Randy. 

“Yeah,” Randy replied. 

“Like the singer?” 

“Singer? The fuck? Nah, he Moby Ice, fat ass nigga who be cold to the bone,” 

Randy replied as he led the two women down the halls. 

“Moby Ice? Isn’t that a rapper’s name?” Sara asked. 

“Bitch? You retarded? That’s Obie Trice. That nigga is Moby Ice. Moby as in that fat fuckin’ whale in that book or whatever and Ice as in ice fuckin’ cold,” 

Randy explained while shaking his head. 

“He like you?” Brooke inquired. 

“That nigga? Psh, he’s down the ladder from me,” Randy said, pride in his voice. 

Brooke found that interesting considering Randy was probably at the bottom of the totem pole. Moby was most likely just another dealer with his own set of suppliers he set up to deal in whatever part of town he was given reign over. 

Over the last couple of weeks, Brooke had a chance to get a lay of the land. 

Randy was relegated to the housing projects near where she lived. He seemed to cover an area that probably measured about five blocks in every direction. Based on her little chats with Sara, different leads, or suppliers, controlled their own little area. 

Whoever led this entire organization knew how to keep his soldiers apart, preventing them from having turf wars. To help confuse cops, each of these dealers was given their own gang signs and names. She was still trying to decipher them, to see if there was a hidden meaning that might have uncovered how the land was broken down. 

Randy’s group was known as M12, which didn’t have any particular meaning. 

Graffiti on the walls of the projects had their trademark sign. Before she had met Randy and gotten this information, she thought the graffiti said MR, not M12. 

“So, you bitches ready for some good shit?” Randy asked as he turned into a

room. 

“Is this actually good shit?” Sara asked. 

“What dat mean?” Randy questioned back. 

“Well, the shit we be sellin’ lately is so fuckin’ weak, you know?” Sara responded. 

“Yeah? I’ll talk to upper management about it,” Randy answered. 

“Yeah, fuckers keep comin’ back and complainin’, sometimes askin’ for refunds and shit,” Sara said. 

“Refunds?” 

“Yeah, like I’m some fuckin’ Wal-Mart or somethin’,” Sara answered. 

Randy laughed and dug through some boxes stacked in the corner of the room they had just entered. 

“Shit, but they still buyin’ your shit?” Randy asked. 

“Fuck yeah, where else they gonna get their stash?” Sara replied. 

“Shit, sound like a win, win to me,” Randy replied. 

“How you figure?” Sara asked. 

“Shit be weak, that mean them fuckers keep rollin’ around and buyin’ more,” 

Randy answered. 

“But that be like, false advertisin’ or some shit,” Sara said. 

“Oh, right, like we be some kind of legit business that cares about that kind of shit,” Brooke answered with a laugh. 

Randy nodded and pointed at her while pulling on one of the boxes. 

“See? She gets it,” he said. 

“Whatever, it’s still some bullshit,” Sara muttered under her breath. 

“Oh, and good shit there Brooke. I like that signaling you gave me back there,” 

Randy said as he pulled out several bags with Purple Dream in them. 

“Wasn’t sure if you’d see it,” Brooke replied. 

“See what? What are you talkin’ about?” Sara asked. 

“Nothin’, just the new bitch here helping me make some extra cash,” Randy said with a wink. 

“What the fuck are you two goin’ on about? Damn. We gonna get anythin’ extra from you?” Sara asked, slightly agitated. 

“I don’t know about your ass, but Brooke, you gettin’ some shit. Here,” Randy said as he handed her a bag. 

Brooke took hers and stared at it. This was it, her first shipment, her first try at making an impression. The small crystallized pieces sparkled, even in the dimly lit room. Randy handed Sara her bag and dug through his pockets. 

He licked his fingers and counted through his wad of bills. After counting out a handful, he handed it over to Brooke. 

“Get somethin’ nice with that,” he said. 

Brooke took the money, glancing down and quickly calculating it to be around four or five hundred dollars. She was surprised by the amount, though, to a certain degree, she shouldn’t have been. The black men were playing with large bills when she watched. 

“Do I get any?” Sara asked. 

“Shit, learn to play poker and do what she did and I will,” Randy replied. 

“Fuck that, just gonna keep doin’ what I’m doin’. I ain’t no fuckin’ poker player,” Sara said, briefly glaring at Brooke. 

“Damn girl, don’t hate the playa, hate the game,” Brooke responded. 

Randy laughed and shook his head again as he put the rest of his money back in the inside pocket of his jacket. Brooke smiled in return as Sara muttered something under her breath and tucked her bag of Purple Dream into the waistband of her pants. Randy looked over, getting a nice glimpse of her ass as she pulled her waistband back. 

“There is another way you can make some money,” Randy said. 

“Yeah? Right here, right now?” Sara asked. 

Before Randy could answer, a black man poked his head into the room. 

“Yo, Lil Weezy, Lamar be lookin’ for you,” he informed. 

“Shit, now?” Randy replied. 

“Yeah, nigga be askin’ about…” He paused, his eyes glancing over at Brooke. 

“Nigga please, I talked with his ass the other day,” Randy replied. 

“You know the drill. You know how to reach him,” the black man said as he turned and left. 

“Fuck. I’ll see you later. Now get the fuck outta here,” Randy said as he left the room, looking annoyed. 

“Who the hell is Lamar?” Brooke asked. 

“I think he’s Randy’s boss. Or like his boss’ right hand man or some shit,” Sara replied. 

“We good on this extra cash thing?” Brooke questioned, trying to change the subject and push away any possible suspicions due to her asking questions. 

“Yeah, whatever. I’ll just blow him or let him fuck me for some cash. He does have a nice big black cock,” Sara replied with a grin. 

Brooke laughed and followed Sara out of the room. She felt an uneasiness wash over her again as a group of black men looked down the hall at them. Even the way the black man who came in looked at her, it was as if they knew something. 

“Those guys staring us down?” Brooke asked. 

“Hm? Those fuckers over there? Nah, they just like white bitches,” Sara replied as she continued leading the way down the hall. 

Brooke occasionally glanced down other rooms, trying to take mental pictures of everything in the strange warehouse. She paused as she heard moaning in one of the rooms. Out of curiosity, she peeked her head in. 

There was a white woman bouncing back and forth between two muscular black men. The dark ebony men glistened in the dimly lit room as they fucked the white woman’s lips and pussy. Brooke began to feel a little warm as she saw the two long, black cocks sliding in and out of the white woman, spit roasting her between them. 

“Come on,” Sara whispered, tugging at her elbow. 

“Damn… She’s taking on two…” Brooke whispered. 

The muscular black man plowing his cock into the white woman’s mouth turned his head and looked at Brooke. He grinned and gave her a wink while he sped up his pace slightly. Brooke quickly looked away and moved along down the hall. 

The black men that were staring them down were now looking away, chatting amongst themselves as the two women walked by. Brooke let out a sigh of relief as they left the building. It seemed no one had any real suspicions about her, other than possibly the black man that had swung by to grab Randy, and this man named Lamar. 

Sara got into the car first and before Brooke could get in, a black man jogged out and grabbed her arm. Brooke readied to punch him but stopped herself. Sara hopped back out of her car, confused. 

“Hey, the fuck? Let go of her!” She yelled. 

“Bitch, shut the fuck up and know your fuckin’ role. You, you need to come with me,” the black man said. 

“Where to?” Brooke questioned. 

“Lil Weezy and Lamar be wantin’ to see you,” he replied. 

Brooke looked over at Sara and nodded. There wasn’t much she could do in her situation. It seemed as though her cover might have been blown somehow. 

“I’m going with her,” Sara said. 

“Nah, you keep yo sweet ass outside in your fuckin’ car,” he responded. 

“Man, fuck you. Let me talk to Randy,” Sara replied. 

“Bitch, know your role before I backhand you,” the black man threatened. 

“It’s all good girl, I got this. Just wait for me here,” Brooke said. 

Sara sighed, nodded and got back into the car. Brooke could tell that she was worried. She pulled her arm away from the black man and then followed him back into the building. 

“What they want me for?” Brooke asked. 

“Fuck if I know bitch. It ain’t my turn to give a fuck,” the black man replied. 

“Never got your name,” Brooke said. 

“Fuck my name. That don’t matter. At least not right now.” 

He led her down the halls, right back the way she had come with Sara. She peeked into the room from before again and gasped. The white woman was now between the two black men, one pounding in and out of her ass, while the other was slamming into her pussy. They were tossing her up and down between them. 

Brooke’s crotch grew warm again as she walked on by, her eyes still glued to the three. She couldn’t believe that the woman was able to take them both at the same time. A part of her wondered what it would feel like. 

“Aight bitch, down this way,” the black man said, turning a corner. 

She followed right behind, trying to calculate her moves. There was no way she’d be able to fight through the whole building. Worst yet, Lamar and Randy were still probably at the lowest ranks. Ultimately, she’ll be known as the rookie

undercover that achieved nothing. 

Anger began to fill her as she thought about it more and more. Months of living in some project, eating shitty food, occasionally getting high on drugs that most likely destroyed her body and all for nothing. Worst yet, she had been found by the lowest of the low, not even a mid level member of whatever gang she was assigned to research. 

“Aight, aight, stop right there,” the black man ordered before turning and leaving the room. 

Brooke saw Randy sitting in a chair, smoking a blunt. Next to him sat a man with long braided hair, wearing a Hawaiian shirt and baggy jean shorts. He reminded her of a parody of a Jamaican man. 

“Sit over there,” Randy ordered, pointing at a metal folding chair in the corner of the room. 

She obliged walking over and sitting quietly. Her eyes darted around, trying to spot any dangers. If they had guns, they were hidden well. 

“My nigga here tells me you ain’t no fuckin’ five oh, but I ain’t never seen you before,” the braided man started. 

Brooke guessed that he was Lamar. 

“I ain’t no fuckin’ pig. Shit, I blew Lil Weezy over there for some cash I needed,” Brooke replied, trying to remain cool, but also faking anger at the accusation. 

“So you a fuckin’ ho? Who’s your john?” He asked. 

“I don’t have none. I ain’t a fuckin’ ho. I been working legit jobs but they just don’t pay enough. Tired of this fuckin’ corporate bullshit where I gotta check in, check out, and then get fuckin’ shouted at by some fucker who thinks he’s some sort of manager,” Brooke answered. 

“Where you be from?” 

“Shit, before I answer, who you be?” Brooke asked back. 

“Bitch, if you don’t know me, then that means there’s somethin’ off about you,” 

he answered. 

“What’s that supposed to mean? I mean, I ain’t lived here that long,” Brooke replied, placing her hands on her hips. 

“Yeah, you see? Lil Weezy here, he a stupid nigga,” he started. 

“Hey! Damn nigga, that ain’t right yo,” Randy interrupted. 

“Shut up. What I tell you about recruitin’ new bitches? There’s a fuckin’ process nigga. Look at this white bitch. She shows up outta nowhere, starts livin’ in the Hills and then makes her way over to you to get a job? Tell me that ain’t some undercover bullshit.” 

“I ain’t no fuckin’ cop,” Brooke answered. 

“Yeah, we’ll see about that. Take them clothes off, let me make sure you ain’t got no fuckin’ wires,” he ordered. 

Brooke shot Randy a look, but he only shrugged in return. 

“Lil Weezy already got to see my ass, he knows I ain’t got no wire,” Brooke said. 

“Yeah, well, I ain’t seen it, now go on.” 

Brooke sighed and lifted her shirt off her head. She reached back, unhooking her bra and tossing it onto the ground next. Lamar nodded his head in approval as he saw her soft, supple white breasts jiggle around freely. 

“You satisfied?” Brooke questioned. 

“Naw bitch, everything,” he responded. 

She sighed and unzipped her jeans and peeled them off. Her small black thong was next, sliding off her legs and down to her ankles. The braided man that Brooke assumed was Lamar stroked his chin and leaned back. 

“Aight, aight. Give me a spin, let me make sure there ain’t no shit on you,” he

ordered. 

Brooke rolled her eyes and spun her body, making sure to bend forward slightly when her ass was towards the two black men. Her crotch was still warm and wet from seeing the white woman being sandwiched between the two black men in the other room. 

“See that nigga? Told you she wasn’t no wired bitch,” Randy said. 

“Bitch, shake your hair around, dig your fingers through it.” 

“What? My hair?” Brooke questioned as she turned to face them again. 

“Damn Lamar, what the fuck man, you serious?” Randy questioned, confirming that the braided black man was indeed Lamar. 

“Nigga, ain’t you seen them TV shows? They got wires the size of a fuckin’

dime. Even smaller now probably. Can’t never be too safe,” Lamar replied. 

“Whatever. Fuckin’ TV shows? They all be fake unless they’re reality shows,” 

Brooke replied as she bent forward and ran her fingers through her hair. 

To a certain degree Lamar was right. Brooke had seen small wireless mics the size of dimes, if not smaller, that had been used for surveillance in the past. 

However, as the War on Drugs died down and the War on Terror began, budgets began to shrink and most departments could no longer afford that type of equipment. 

“See that shit? Damn, when you and Marcus gonna get off my back for fuckin’

up once? That white bitch I hired before wasn’t even no cop anyway. Just a crazy bitch that got pissed when I cut her ass off,” Randy said. 

“Yeah, crazy bitch that snitched. Wore a fuckin’ wire and almost got us in some deep shit if it wasn’t for our man,” Lamar replied. 

“Can I put my clothes back on?” Brooke asked. 

“Yeah bitch, you can. Shit, you got a nice body though, you sure you ain’t got no john?” Lamar asked. 

“I ain’t no ho,” Brooke replied. 

“Shit, why you be just dealin’ out there? Why not go out there and dance?” 

Lamar inquired. 

“Fuck, I don’t know. Probably gonna make more dealing this shit. Everybody up in my hood loves Purple Dream,” Brooke replied as she began putting her clothes back on. 

“Nigga, you ain’t messin’ with my supply line. Don’t be tryin’ to get her lined up at Jordan’s,” Randy said. 

“Excuse me? You ain’t got no say mothafucka. If Marcus needs more bitches at Jordan’s, he gets more bitches,” Lamar replied. 

Brooke knew that Jordan’s was a small little strip club near where she lived. It wasn’t a high class gentleman’s club by any means but it was a fairly well known club. She had no idea that the small little strip club was related back to the gang she was researching however. It was just another step in the right direction. 

“Man, fuck, you pullin’ rank on me like that nigga? We used to be soldiers out there nigga. Before Marcus fuckin’ ran up in here,” Randy replied. 

“Nigga, you know how this be supposed to be workin’,” Lamar said. 

“Shit, man, we were fuckin’ close before. Just cause Marcus be your cous-” 

Before he could finish, Lamar smacked him on the back of the head. He glared at him while shaking his head. 

“Nigga, don’t nobody bring that shit up in public. What we always say nigga? 

Huh? We only talk in the designated fuckin’ areas,” Lamar said angrily. 

“Fuck nigga, we in a private place not public,” Randy answered. 

“She fuckin’ family nigga? Huh? Mothafucka, the only reason you still be talkin’

right now is cause we were soldiers nigga. You, bitch, why you still standin’ over there? Get the fuck out,” Lamar said, pointing at Brooke. 

“Alright, alright, I’m out, damn,” Brooke replied. 

“And bitch, think about it. Switching over to dancin’, cause there might be an opening,” Lamar said, still glaring at Randy. 

“I will,” Brooke replied as she left the room. 

She heard the two continue to argue in the room. If she could have, she would have stayed, but there were too many eyes in the building. A smile crept up on her lips as the feeling of tense uneasiness left her. 

As she left the building, a rush of happiness filled her. She went from feeling worried that she had been found out, to feeling ecstatic about getting more names and information. Sara stepped out of the car and looked at Brooke worriedly. 

“You okay girl? Sara asked as Brooke stepped closer. 

“Yeah, fuckers keep thinking I’m five oh,” Brooke answered. 

“Seriously? The fuck, they some dumb asses. Ain’t they seen yo tracks?” Sara asked as she hopped back in the car. 

Brooke shrugged and hopped into the passenger side seat. Tracks were the heroin needle marks that were left after shooting up. Brooke hated them, but had to show them off regardless, it was the only way to show that she wasn’t a cop. It also meant that her body constantly craved the drug, and she had to be careful not to end up addicted like Sara and Jen. 

“That fucker Randy made me give him like twenty blowjobs before he believed I wasn’t some fuckin’ cop. I know he knew I wasn’t no fuckin’ cop. I fuckin’

bought from him for fuckin’ years before I decided to join up,” Sara said as she stepped on the gas. 

“Serious?” Brooke asked, surprised. 

“Fuck yeah. Cheap ass motherfucker too, only gave me like a twenty. Apparently taking the money was key or some shit,” Sara replied, a touch of anger in her voice. 

Brooke only nodded, feeling slightly guilty by the fact that she didn’t have to go through as many ordeals as Sara did. The car swerved around through traffic heading back home. Brooke sighed and leaned back on her chair as she tried to recall any distinct features on Lamar that she could communicate back to headquarters. 




***

A month had passed since Brooke had communicated all her information. They had told her to call back in a week, but with each week, they continued telling her to call a week later. She began to wonder why it was taking so long to get information on Lamar. 

While she waited, she had been successful in selling her stash of Purple Dream, nearly selling out. To add to her success, unlike Sara, she didn’t dig into her own supply, resulting in more profits than her roommate. She felt the growing dislike Sara was having towards her, but there was not much she could do. 

She leaned back against a brick wall behind her and spit on the ground, her hoodie up and covering her head. A couple of suspicious looking men approached her, their hands in their pockets. Brooke had made sure to stash her money somewhere safe, while also carrying a small knife to protect herself while dealing. 

“Yo sup, how much?” One of them asked. 

“For what?” Brooke replied, briefly looking up at them. 

“You dreamin’ right?” The other asked nervously. 

“How much you need?” Brooke asked. 

“Dreamin’ two nights,” he answered. 

Dreaming was a term used by customers to let her know that they wanted her particular product. The number of nights correlated to the number of crystals. 

She eyed them, particularly the nervous one to the side. 

“Why you so nervous?” She asked. 

“Bitch, you got two nights or not?” The other answered for his nervous partner. 

Brooke glared at him and sighed before putting a hand out. 

“Twenty,” Brooke answered. 

“Fuck me… Twenty? Damn bitch, that the best deal you got?” The more confident one balked. 

“Fuck off if you can’t,” Brooke answered. 

The confident one tapped the nervous one, who shakily pulled out a badly torn up twenty dollar bill and handed it to her. Brooke unraveled the money, checked it and then pocketed it. She raised two fingers in the air and nodded towards a nearby fence. 

“Go over there,” she ordered. 

“Shit, really bitch?” 

“You heard me. You want to dream, get your fucking ass over there,” Brooke replied. 

The two grunted and headed over to the fence. A young black man wearing a hoodie walked by and handed them a couple of bags before disappearing back into an alley. Brooke sighed as she watched the young soldier disappear, knowing that she was now participating in helping a new generation of thugs. 

Randy had assigned him to be the hand off contact for Brooke. It was to separate her duties, placing her in a safer position, not just from the occasional police stops but also from buyers looking to become robbers. By keeping the Purple Dream off of Brooke, she was safe from any crazy addicts looking to take her out. 

Though, she was still in danger since she held the money. Brooke herself wasn’t all that worried however, as she could handle any weak addicts looking to try to take her on. She’d have to be subtle about it, but her police training would allow her to disarm and disable any poor sap. 

She yawned and looked around the streets. Her eyes caught a black, unmarked, 

tinted van across the street. She paused, her eyes narrowing as she tried to look inside the driver’s side seat. 

The tint on the van’s windows was too dark and she couldn’t tell if someone was sitting in it or not. She wondered if it was an undercover police van, though, it’d be strange for one to be out in her neighborhood. It obviously wasn’t NYPD, considering they were compromised. 

Before she could dismiss the thought, the van suddenly came to life, its headlights turning on as it rumbled. It squealed out from its spot, drove past her in a rush, stopped suddenly and then spun around, leaving a trail of smoke from the tires’ rubber. Brooke looked around confused and momentarily reached towards her hip, where her gun would have been. 

“What the fuck…” She whispered as it rushed right in front of her, the side door sliding open. 

“Get in, bitch,” a man in a hooded mask said, grabbing her and shoving her into the van. 

“Hey! What the fuck!” Brooke yelled as another man placed a cover over her head. 

She tried to fight back, but the men inside the van were much stronger than her. 

They quickly pulled her arms behind her back and tied her wrists together. She continued to struggle as she heard the van roar off, slipping and sliding on the road. 

“Shut up bitch,” someone ordered, his voice extremely low. 

Brooke began to worry as she was pulled up and tossed onto a seat within the van. She could barely see through the cloth over her head, nothing but silhouettes surrounding her. There were at least three other figures inside the van with her, and probably one in the passenger side seat. 

“You sure this bitch is it?” One of the men asked. 

“Fuck yeah,” the other replied. 

“Damn, she look good…” Another commented. 

“Hey! Fuck you! What the fuck is this?! I’m M12 motherfuckers!” Brooke yelled angrily. 

“Should’ve gagged her.” 

“Oh, I got something that could gag her,” one of the men laughed. 

“You better hope I don’t see your faces assholes! I’m gonna make sure M12

make an example out of you!” Brooke threatened. 

“What a dumb bitch.” 

The van swerved and she flew to the side, bumping her head against the van. It was enough to make her woozy from the impact. She continued to try to struggle, but her wrists were too well tied behind her back. 

“Aight, aight, go,” a voice from the front said. 

The van came to a screeching halt and Brooke heard the sliding door burst open. 

A pair of arms wrapped around her and raised her up. She yelped as she felt her belly press down against someone’s muscular shoulder. 

The man grunted as he jumped out of the van and ran. A chill ran up Brooke’s spine as she wondered where these men were taking her. It was fairly dark out, only faded orange light managing to make its way through the soft cloth over her head. She began to breathe faster as she continued to struggle. 

“Nigga, open up!” The man carrying her yelled as she heard him pound against something, most likely a door. 

The door opened and Brooke was quickly filled with loud rap music. There was a heavy bass to the music, causing a small rumble through her body. 

“Aight, aight, come on,” another voice said. 

She could feel that they were heading downstairs. The music slowly dissipated as they went lower and lower and past what she assumed was another door based on the sounds. The man holding her lifted her up and plopped her down on a seat, it was soft, like leather. 

“This the bitch?” 

“Yeah, this be her.” 

“Let me go! I swear, if M12 gets a hold of you, your asses are going to-” 

Before Brooke could finish, someone grabbed the cover that was over her head and pulled it off. She squinted as a bright light filled her eyes. There were a couple of figures in the room but with the light shining right into her eyes, she could barely see any details. 

“The fuck? You dumbasses just grab her off the street or somethin’?” A voice asked. 

The voice was vaguely familiar though Brooke couldn’t quite put a finger on who it belonged to. She could also hear the faint sounds of something strange, a wet popping sound followed by some sort of slurping. 

“That’s what you said wasn’t it? Grab the bitch?” The low bass voice asked. 

“Fuckin’ ignant niggas. I said I need to see this bitch, not fuckin’ snatch her off the fuckin’ street,” the other voice answered angrily. 

There was a loud smack and whoever was holding the light against Brooke’s face pulled it back, allowing her eyes to slowly get adjusted to the room’s rather dark interior. She could still hear the faint rap music coming from above her. To her surprise, Lamar was sitting across from her glaring at a large black man next to him, who was rubbing the back of his bald head. 

“Lamar?” 

“Brooke, right? Been a while,” Lamar replied. 

She looked around acting confused when she was actually surveying her surroundings. Lamar was seated across from her, the big bald black man next to him was probably the one that had been carrying her, and then there were three more standing around silently. Her eyes landed over in the corner of a room where a black man stood with his head tilted back, his mouth wide open, the source of the strange wet popping sounds. 

Brooke’s eyes widened as she saw a skinny white woman on her knees in front of him, stroking his long, black member while constantly sucking on the tip. 

Lamar seemed to take notice and turned his head. 

“Nigga, is you done yet? Fuckin’ hurry that shit up and get the fuck out,” Lamar ordered before turning his attention back to Brooke. 

“Lamar, what the fuck is this?” Brooke questioned. 

“Bitch, calm down. I ask the questions here,” Lamar replied as he lit a joint. 

He puffed on it slowly, his eyes roaming Brooke. She felt uneasy, he wasn’t just checking out her body, it felt as though he was trying to read her. The bald black men next to him kept his arms crossed, occasionally glancing back at the woman sucking on his friend’s cock. 

A part of her wondered if he had somehow gotten word that his name was being researched. Brooke bit her lower lip, angered that her little crew would have been stupid enough to let something like that slip. Lamar seemed to be able to read her, grinning as he puffed on his joint again. 

“You nervous about somethin’?” He questioned. 

“Fuck yeah I’m nervous. You fuckers go and grab me off the street when I’m selling and then you tie me up here with some slut sucking on that guy’s dick,” 

Brooke responded angrily. 

“Yeah? That the only reason you nervous?” Lamar questioned, leaning forward. 

The man in the back groaned and Brooke’s eyes darted over. His cock unleashed a stream of cum onto the woman’s face, covering her nose and forehead. He grinned as he stroked himself, pushing out every last drop. 

“Eyes over here bitch,” Lamar ordered. 

Brooke turned her attention back over to him. “Seriously? The fuck is this?” 

“Keep calm bitch, I need you to answer a couple of questions,” Lamar replied. 

“All tied up like this? You can’t even just let my arms free?” 

“Don’t worry none, this’ll be quick,” Lamar said as he leaned back again, puffing his joint and passing it to the big bald man. 

The woman in the background stood up, wiping her lips with the back of her hand and grabbing a couple of tissues. The black man she had just blown pulled out some cash and handed it to her before leading her out of the room. She didn’t even glance at Brooke on her way out. 

“You still think I’m some fucking cop?” Brooke questioned. 

“Funny you ask that. I had my doubts about you at the start. Lil Weezy, that mothafucka… I told him, watch them white bitches,” Lamar started. 

Brooke’s mind was racing, trying to figure out what Lamar might have known. 

She wondered if her team could really have screwed up and reached out to the NYPD. Or worst yet, there could have been a mole, even in her small group. 

“What’d Lil Weezy usually talk about?” Lamar asked. 

“I don’t know, I didn’t really know him that well,” Brooke answered. 

“Yeah? Then how you get the job you got now?” 

Brooke hesitated, her eyes shooting back and forth. “He paid me for some sex.” 

“Shit, you let him tap that ass?” Lamar asked with a laugh. 

“Yeah, yeah, whatever. He needed proof I wasn’t no fucking pig.” 

“Damn girl, you definitely don’t look it,” the bald man replied. 

“So what? You wanted to grill me cause I sucked his dick?” 

“Nah, nah. So that’s it? Ya’ll didn’t talk much?” Lamar asked. 

“No, I’m still fucking new. I just got my first supply a month ago. I’ve been paying my share on time too, damn,” Brooke answered, feeling frustrated by the fact that she had no information to go on. 

“That’s what I thought. Nigga was skippin’ out on me… that mothafucka…” 

Lamar said as he took back his blunt from the bald man. 

“What?” 

“I had some niggas watchin’ you. You were makin’ quite a bit of money but I wasn’t seein’ that shit trickle up. You sure you been payin’ Lil Weezy?” Lamar asked. 

Brooke felt a slight bit of relief as she realized that this little session was about Randy and not her. She nodded and looked Lamar straight in the eye. 

“I pay my shit on time. I ain’t stupid,” Brooke answered. 

“Told you nigga. Can’t trust that fucker. I’m tellin’ you nigga, he skipped,” the bald man said. 

“Shut up,” Lamar ordered, glaring at him. 

Brooke looked at the two, a confused expression on her face. She hadn’t heard that Randy had skipped out of town. Then again, neither her nor Sara had talked with him since they picked up their stash a month ago. 

“What do you mean he skipped?” Brooke asked. 

“Bitch, what did I tell you? I ask the questions,” Lamar said, tossing his blunt on the ground angrily. 

“Hey, look, if you’re going to fucking tie me up and question me, at least give me some info so I can try to help you,” Brooke replied. 

“You get what we give you,” Lamar said as he stood up and nodded at the black man in the back who had gotten a blowjob. 

The black man nodded back and stepped out. It was too dark to see his face clearly. Lamar turned around and paced back and forth. 

“Nigga, come on, I know you be soldiers before but you know what’s up,” the bald man said. 

“Who else does Lil Weezy work with?” Lamar asked. 

“What? I don’t know, my roommate, I guess,” Brooke replied. 

“Nah, that bitch knew nothin’. Fuckin’ high most the time, fuckin’ addict,” 

Lamar said, scratching his chin. 

Brooke’s eyes widened in surprise. Sara hadn’t been home the past couple of days, and now she realized why. 

“Whoa! The fuck did you do with Sara? Where she at?” Brooke asked. 

“Fuck if I know. We let her ass go two days ago. Probably high in some fuckin’

alley,” Lamar answered. 

There was no reason for him to lie. If he did injure or, worse yet, kill her, he would have gloated about it. 

“Are we done?” Brooke questioned impatiently. 

“Not until I say we is. Anyone else Lil Weezy be hangin’ out with?” Lamar asked. 

“I don’t know. I barely knew him. I just wanted a supplier so I could get out of my fucking shitty jobs and make some real money,” Brooke answered. 

“Well, things are gonna change from here on out. Lil Weezy no longer gonna be your supply,” Lamar said as he sat back down. 

“What the fuck? What is going on? Randy steal money from you or something?” 

“Untie the bitch,” Lamar ordered as he lit up another blunt. 

Brooke sighed in relief as the big bald man stood up and walked over to her. He pulled out a small switchblade and cut whatever was holding her wrists together. 

Once her wrists were free, Brooke brought her hands in front of her and rubbed them. 

“Aight bitch, you wanna make some real cash?” Lamar asked. 

“Wait, wait, what? I ain’t agreeing to nothing until I know what the fuck is happening,” Brooke answered. 

“Bitch, it ain’t your turn,” Lamar replied, taking a big puff of his new blunt. 

“It is if it involves me making or losing money. You’re saying Randy skipped, which means I ain’t getting my supply, which means I can’t make the mad money I’ve been making,” Brooke responded. 

“Hey Lamar, who the fuck is this Randy she keeps talkin’ about?” The bald man asked. 

“The fuck nigga? Is you serious? Is you serious right now? Lil Weezy nigga, his name was Randy,” Lamar replied, smacking him on the back of his head. 

“Yo nigga, damn, why you keep hitting me the same place,” the bald man whined. 

“Man up son!” Lamar laughed. 

“Hey! Focus! You guys drag me here off the street when I’m selling Purple Dream like fucking Hennessy at a club, have me watch some random bitch suck some random guy’s cock, and keep asking me vague questions. What the fuck is going on, and why am I losing my supplier?” Brooke asked angrily, her voice rising. 

“Damn bitch, calm yourself. We think Lil Weezy be a fuckin’ undercover, aight?” Lamar informed. 

“Undercover? What? He can’t be a cop,” Brooke replied. 

“If not a cop, then a fuckin’ snitch. My name being thrown around a lot lately at NYPD. And that nigga just went and straight up took some money off the top. 

We started lookin’ for him, and that nigga just be disappearin’ like a fuckin’

magician. Had another nigga say he saw Lil Weezy talkin’ to a cop a while back,” Lamar explained. 

“What?! This all happened in the last month?” Brooke questioned. 

“Nah, been happening a little longer. Nigga been stealing shit off the top for a while now. He also been sleepin’ with a lot of white bitches. Turns out, a couple of them were snitches and I know for a fact now, that one was a cop,” Lamar answered, looking straight at her. 

Brooke froze up, worried that he was talking about her. It could have been a long

con to get her to ease up before taking her out. 

“He was sleeping with a cop?” Brooke asked. 

“Yeah, that dumb nigga, didn’t see right in front of him,” Lamar replied. 

His eyes were digging a hole through her. She averted his gaze, looking at the big bald black man instead. A movement, that’s all she was waiting for. The second the bald man reached down to grab his gun, she would rush him. 

The chances of surviving a fight in a situation like this were slim, but she’d be able to at least do some physical harm. She could feel the tension in the air, surrounding her, choking her. 

“Yeah, dumb bitch had what was comin’ to her,” Lamar finally said, breaking the silence. 

“What? You took her out? A fucking cop?” Brooke questioned, surprised. 

“You’d be surprised how easy it is to take out them NYPD bitches. It’s a dangerous game for everyone out there. Some fat ass cop wanted a promotion and gave us what we needed. Can’t hate us, can’t hate the playas, gotta fuckin’

hate the game,” Lamar said, taking a long hard puff. 

The bald man reached over and took the blunt away. “Nigga, puff, puff, pass.” 

Lamar laughed and waved him off. Brooke’s heart was still racing, now knowing that these thugs were capable of killing a cop. Worse yet, there were corrupt ones feeding information to them. Brooke was slowly starting to come to the conclusion that there was no hack; it was all an inside job. One or more corrupt cops were collaborating with these M12 thugs. 

“So what now? You gonna hunt down Randy?” 

“Fuck yeah, snitches get stitches, but this nigga… he’s gonna get a bit more for stealing. Make an example out of him,” Lamar replied, a bit of sadness in his voice. 

“I thought you two were close?” Brooke questioned. 

“That’s the key, bitch, we were close. Nigga lost that bond we built when he did what he did. Now I gotta do what I gotta do,” Lamar answered. 

“You gonna take me out too?” 

Lamar sighed and shook his head. “Nah, I’m going to change my offer for you though. I still want you out there sellin’ product, but I want you in this club, dancin’ too. And this time, it ain’t just an offer.” 

Brooke realized why she could hear the loud bass music now. She was at Jordan’s, the strip club that Lamar had wanted her to dance at. Whether it was a good chance for her to move on up or not was up in the air. 

“So you want me working double shift or some shit? How am I supposed to sell at night if I’m here?” Brooke asked. 

“That’s why you sellin’ elsewhere now. Somewhere you can sell during the day. 

You wanted to make cash money, then bitch, this is how you make it,” Lamar replied as he pulled out a cigar this time. 

“Wait… during the day, in broad daylight?” 

“Yeah, I own the Marcus Garvey housing area,” Lamar replied. 

“Marcus Garvey?” Brook repeated as her mind raced, digging up the various maps and material she had studied up on. 

She remembered the name, and began to draw out the vicinity in her head. There was something about the place that she could barely recall. As she scratched her chin, she finally remembered and looked at Lamar. 

“You trying to trap me?” She questioned angrily. 

“Say what, bitch?” 

“There’s a fucking cop station right next to it. A fucking precinct or some shit,” 

Brooke replied. 

“The 73rd? Nah, we good there,” Lamar replied nonchalantly. 

“The fuck does that mean?” 

“What you think it means? We got it handled,” Lamar said. 

“You paying them pigs off?” 

Lamar took a long hard puff of his cigar and leaned back. He slowly let out small rings of smoke, a small grin starting to appear on his face. 

“Not me, bitch, but the higher ups,” he finally said. 

Brooke nodded, remembering that Lamar was still probably a low level member of the gang. Though, based on the small conversation she overheard, his cousin, Marcus, was a pretty powerful member. She contemplated on asking about Marcus but decided it would be a bad idea. 

“So I can sell there and not be arrested?” 

“You don’t trust me, bitch?” Lamar asked. 

“Fuck no. You had this fat fuck come and grab me off the street while I’m making money and you question me like I’m some fucking snitch. You don’t trust me, why should I trust you?” Brooke responded angrily. 

Lamar glared at Brooke for a moment before bursting out with a loud, hearty laugh. He nearly fell back as he clapped his hands, his cigar just barely hanging on. The others in the room laughed along, like sheep all baaing in unison. 

“Shit, I like this bitch. You hear the fire in her? You fuckin’ niggas need to be hard like this bitch,” Lamar laughed. 

“Man nigga, she makin’ me hard all right,” the bald man replied, grabbing at his thigh. 

“You got my word, you be safe at MG. Any mothafucka comes botherin’ you, cop or not, you talk to me. Hell, Big Mack here will be there too, take you through the motions for your first couple of weeks,” Lamar said, pointing at the bald man. 

“Seriously? Your name is fucking Big Mac? Like the burger?” 

The room burst into laughter again as the bald man stood up, towering over her. 

His face contorted with anger as he shook his head. 

“Bitch! Fuckin’ burger got it’s named after me! And it’s Big Mack with a fuckin’

K,” he said angrily. 

“All right, all right, damn, calm down,” Brooke replied, slightly leaning back in her chair. 

“Calm down nigga, she part of our crew now,” Lamar said, lightly tapping his shoulder with a fist. 

“Fuckin’ ridiculous dawg,” Big Mack said as he cooled down and sat on his seat again. 

“And when am I supposed to come in to dance?” Brooke asked. 

“Shit, club open twenty four seven, but you can come in after nine. I wanna see that tight ass of yours on stage,” Lamar replied. 

Brooke leaned back and crossed her legs, contemplating. She was excited that she was somewhat expanding her role, but at the same time, stripping didn’t seem like the best direction. 

“Wait… how am I supposed to get around? By bus?” Brooke asked. 

Lamar tilted his head, looking confused. “You ain’t got no fuckin’ car?” 

“Well, Sara does, but she’s high half the fucking time and gone the other.” 

“Yo Mack, you be her ride,” Lamar ordered. 

“The fuck man? You want me to be a valet?” Big Mack fired back. 

“You better learn from this bitch, nigga. You fuckin’ take orders, not fuckin’

question ‘em. And go down to that fuckin’ spic’s chop shop and see if you can grab her a fuckin’ chink ride or some shit. Then you can stop bein’ her ride,” 

Lamar replied, throwing his cigar on the ground impatiently. 

“Man, the fuck… Aight,” Big Mack said as he turned and waved in one of the

black men in the background. 

"And you, bitch, one thing you need to remember. You never shout out about M12, you understand? Don't matter what situation you in, M12 don't get mentioned, ever," Lamar informed. 

"Then how do I make my threats?" 

"You don't. Any fuckers brave enough to do shit in our hood, we'll hear about it," 

Lamar answered. 

Brooke wasn't exactly satisfied with the answer but she began to understand why she and her team had so little information on the gang. They were much more secretive than any others. 

"What about the tags on the street?" Brooke asked, recalling the graffiti on the walls. 

"That's some dumbass nigga we gonna have to... make an example out of," 

Lamar replied. 

Brooke nodded and slowly stood up. None of the men seemed alerted by her movements. She briefly stretched and twisted, feeling a bit more relieved with the situation. 

"So... Anyone going to give me a ride back?" Brooke requested. 

"Mack, you her guardian now. Make sure she well protected," Lamar ordered. 

Big Mack stood up, looking obviously frustrated. Lamar didn't seem to care as he waved in one of the men behind him. 

"Yo, bring that one bitch down here, the redhead. Feelin' fiery tonight," Lamar ordered with a smile. 

The man nodded and left the room. Big Mack opened the door and mockingly bowed slightly as he waited for Brooke. As Brooke stepped through the door, Lamar cleared his throat. 

"Yo bitch, you do well at the MG and I see big things for you. I'm an equal

opportunity nigga," Lamar laughed. 

Brooke nodded and headed out. She wondered how bad others were selling if he considered her a star. Though, if Randy did truly skip town that meant Lamar had a space that needed filling in his group. A void in leadership might leave space for Brooke to breakthrough. 

At the same time, he was giving her a job as a stripper at Jordan’s, not exactly a great sign of things to come. She paused mid-step and debated on whether or not to fight back on stripping. Lamar and the others didn’t take notice, opting instead to call upstairs to order more strippers to come by. 

After sighing, she headed up the stairs, Big Mack following close behind. They made their way up to the loud club, where Brooke got a good view of the small strip club. It was filled with smoke, and of course, men of all ages. 

Women were dancing around poles, some in little cages, while the spotlight was on the main stage where a woman was hanging upside down, her legs spread wide. Brooke was surprised to see that the woman was completely naked, not even a thong. Big Mack grinned and led the way, pushing aside people to help Brooke through. 

“She one of the best. Don’t worry, you ain’t gonna have to do that. Lamar is goin’ to want yo ass over there,” Big Mack said as he pointed at an empty cage in the corner of the club. 

“Seriously? I can’t imagine making much over there,” Brooke replied. 

“Don’t you worry none bae. You just appetizer for the main event. You’ll get your share from Lamar,” Big Mack explained as he led the way out a back exit. 

Brooke shrugged and continued out. She shivered as she felt a cold breeze wash by her. Big Mack continued forward towards a large SUV, a black, tinted Escalade. 

“They really hit all the stereotypes,” Brooke whispered under her breath. 

“You say somethin’?” Big Mack asked. 

“No, it’s nothing,” Brooke replied. 

She felt a huge weight lift off her shoulders as she boarded the Escalade. Lamar and his crew didn’t know she was a cop, like she had feared. Though, she did begin to worry, now knowing that Lamar had corrupt cops working for him. He had all but confirmed that the leak of NYPD information was probably an inside job, not a hacker like Captain Bolt had been told. 

This made her wonder how much information that the NYPD had provided was actually accurate. For all she knew, Captain Bolt might have been fooled by corrupt cops. Not much was making sense as she sat silently while Big Mack started driving. 




***

Brooke woke up with a throbbing headache. She rolled out of bed, exhausted and looked around her messy room. Yet another couple of months had passed since she last reported and still, she had no answers. She started to worry that her task force had been disbanded and Captain Bolt had forgotten about her. 

Her nights were becoming more and more tiresome as the days went on. She felt like a vampire, waking up mid-afternoon, when the sun was finally headed down to start selling at the projects known as Marcus Garvey, or the MG Pits for short. 

It actually did feel like a small pit, as she was surrounded by a fence, and dead grass. 

Big Mack was set to pick her up in a couple minutes and Brooke quickly got dressed. He had been unsuccessful in getting her a car from the chop shop owned by Hispanics. Selling at the MG Pits wasn’t bad, just strange, mainly due to the constant police cars that drove by, completely ignoring her and her little crew. Her nights began to grow tiring once she headed over to Jordan’s to dance the night away. 

It was quite a lucrative job, but at the same time, near the end of her shift, her patrons constantly bought her drinks. The last time she had as many drinks as she did now was back in the Academy. She sighed as she recalled the good times. Never did she imagine she would be in the undercover operation she was in now. 

“Hey Brooooooooke,” Sara slurred as she poked her head in. 

“Ugh.. what?” Brooke asked. 

“Do you have any more Purple Dreeeeeeeam?” Sara asked, barely able to stand. 

“Do you have money?” Brooke asked back as she slipped on her socks. 

“Oh come on girl…” Sara answered, leaning forward and holding onto the doorframe. 

Brooke shook her head and stood up. “Sorry girl, roommate or not, business is business. No money, no Dream.” 

“Damn girl, come oooooooon....” Sara said, stomping her feet like a child. 

“No money, no Dream,” Brooke repeated as she sniffed one of her shirts. 

Sara made a puking noise and then left. Brooke couldn’t believe how messy she had gotten. She wasn’t the cleanest cop back in the precinct but she tried to maintain some level of order. 

Jen, her other roommate walked by only wearing a thong. Tim jogged up from behind her and grabbed a handful of her ass. Jen gasped and punched him on the shoulder lightly. 

“The fuck Tim! Your hand feels like ice!” Jen yelled angrily. 

“Wasn’t what you was sayin’ last night,” Tim laughed. 

Brooke rolled her eyes and she pulled up her jeans and straightened her hair a bit. She wasn’t fond of Tim, he seemed fake. He tried to act like a gangster when he looked like a privileged white kid. In fact, Brooke didn’t know much about him, but she guessed that if she followed him, she’d find that he probably lived near the rich folks in the Brooklyn Heights. 

“Hey girl!” Jen waved as she continued onward. 

While both Jen and Tim were also users, they weren’t as bad as Sara. Users, not abusers, as Tim always put it. Brooke waved back and walked out of her room. 

The rest of the small apartment was an absolute wreck, empty cans, dirty dishes, laundry… it was a nightmare. 

“Fuck! Ya’ll really need to start cleaning some of this shit up! Damn, I have to

cover your rents, the least you can do is clean this shit up,” Brooke said angrily. 

She had been at her tipping point for far too long. Seeing the mess of an apartment drove her over the edge. Her two roommates and Tim stood in stunned silence for a moment before breaking out into laughter. 

“Damn girl, lighten up,” Jen giggled. 

“Oh fuck you,” Brooke grumbled as she made her way out. 

She slammed the door and headed out to the street. All kinds of thoughts raged through her head as she stepped out. The cold outdoor breeze quickly hit her, bringing her back down to a more calmed state. 

“Fuck me… I don’t know how much more of this shit I can take,” Brooke whispered. 

The familiar black Escalade screeched to a halt in front of her, loud rap music causing vibrations from within. Brooke sighed and opened the passenger side door. She reminded herself to buy a pair of earplugs as she hopped in. 

“Damn bae, you ain’t shower or nothin’ today?” Big Mack asked, taking one look at her. 

“I ain’t your bae,” Brooke replied, crossing her arms and leaning against the seat. 

“Rough night?” 

“What?!” Brooke purposely raised her voice, trying to prove a point to Big Mack that the music was too loud. 

Big Mack lowered the volume. “Rough night?” 

“You need to ask those fuckers at the club to stop giving me drinks when my shift ends. Fucking hangovers are killing me,” Brooke replied. 

“Oh shit, I got somethin’ for dat, open up that compartment,” Big Mack said. 

Brooke shook her head. “Nah, no more fucking drugs.” 

“Nah girl, it ain’t like coke or some shit. It’s some Chinese herbal shit. Gets rid of hangovers,” Big Mack replied. 

Brooke rubbed the temples of her forehead and sighed as she opened the compartment. There was a small gold colored plastic bottle with some sort of Chinese symbol on it. She pulled it out and twisted off the sealed cap. 

“What is this?” Brooke questioned as she sniffed the liquid inside. 

It smelled like ginger, orange and a hint of some sort of Asian scent, like ginseng. She hesitated as she looked down at the small neck of the bottle, barely able to see the liquid sloshing within. 

“I don’t know. Some fuckin’ Chinese herbal shit. I take that shit once a day. 

Them clubs give me fuckin’ headaches,” Big Mack answered. 

Brooke continued staring at it before shrugging and raising it up towards him. 

“Bottom’s up.” 

She quickly chugged it down, a strange mixture of flavors filling her senses. Her body immediately felt warm, and her throat momentarily burned from the ginger inside. She coughed and tossed the bottle onto the ground. 

“Damn girl, don’t just throw trash inside my ride,” Big Mack complained. 

“Oh shit, sorry,” Brooke replied as she continued to cough. 

She picked up the bottle, opened the window and tossed it out. Big Mack shrugged and turned a corner, getting closer to the MG Pits. Brooke rolled her eyes as they passed by a lot full of NYPD cars. 

He stepped on the brakes hard, lurching Brooke forward. She shook her head and took off her seatbelt before hopping out. 

“You strippin’ today?” Big Mack asked. 

“Yeah, pick me up at the usual time,” Brooke replied. 

Big Mack nodded and raced off. She was actually beginning to like the big guy. 

He wasn’t the most considerate person in the world, but she felt safe when he

was around. 

Intimidation was a weapon he knew how to wield. As long as he was wielding that weapon on others, she felt perfectly safe. A yawn managed to escape her lips as she slowly strolled over to her usual spot, a little bench in the center of a green lot. 

She was surprised to see a line formed up near the corner of the building. Her usual crew, two black teenagers, were keeping them in check. When one of them, Devon, saw her, he rushed over, his hands deep in his jacket pockets. 

“Yo, Bee, we got them all lined up,” he said with a grin. 

“The fuck? What time is it?” Brooke asked. 

“Shit, I don’t know. I ain’t no clock,” Devon replied. 

“They starting to show up before we’re even open for business?” Brooke questioned as she made her way to her seat. 

“Yeah, that Dream yo. Brings all kinds of fuckers to dis yard. Though, there’s been complaints lately,” Devon said. 

“Complaints?” 

“Yeah, they be sayin’ the Dream seems to be weaker lately. They ain’t gettin’ the buzz they used to,” Devon explained. 

“Huh,” Brooke responded, sitting on the cold bench and nodding. 

It was a strange comment, but it wasn’t something she had noticed. Not that she took that much Purple Dream anyway. That was more of Sara’s thing. She did remember Sara bringing it up to Lil Weezy before. 

“Well damn… Open up shop,” Brooke ordered. 

“Yo Cheez! We openin’ shop!” Devon yelled. 

Brooke shook her head at how brazen the teenager was. Here they were, mere feet away from a police station and he was yelling about opening shop to sell

Purple Dream. She leaned back and looked around, taking in the sights. 

It wasn’t something she’d ever get used to seeing. She thought Jersey was bad, but this was another level. Dirty, lost, homeless men and women standing, shaking as they waited in line while a black teenager took their cash and pointed them to another. 

“The fuck is this world coming to…” Brooke whispered. 

The hours seem to drag by while the customers continued to trickle in. Brooke wondered where all these people were coming from. Occasionally, she’d see a nice Mercedes or BMW driven by with well dressed white men swing by for their hookup. 

“Damn Bee, sellin’ like fuckin’ hot cakes up in here,” Devon commented. 

“Yeah, that’s what good marketing does,” Brooke replied. 

“Marketing? What’s that?” Devon asked. 

“Seriously? Do you go to school?” Brooke questioned. 

“School? Ha! Fuck dat yo, why I be goin’ to school if I be makin’ dis cash money right here?” 

“Because, you fool, it makes you smarter.” 

“Shit, I ain’t need to be no book smart. I got street smarts, you feel me?” Devon said, leaning against the bench confidently. 

“So you’re going to stay on the streets for the rest of your life?” Brooke asked as she waved in the other teenager, Cheez. 

“Fuck nah. Once I get this hard cash money, I’m gonna get me a studio. I got some mad rapping skills. Gonna be like fuckin’ Jay-Z, rise up from rags to riches,” Devon answered proudly. 

“Huh… Hey Cheez, get me a soda,” Brooke ordered. 

He stuck out a hand. “I need a dolla.” 

“What? Fucking, just get it using the cash you have on hand.” Brooke said angrily. 

“Damn Bee, you always be tellin’ me dat dis cash be off-limits,” Cheeze mumbled as he turned. 

“Off-limits for any stupid shit. Get me a Coke. You want anything?” Brooke asked, turning her head to Devon. 

“Yeah, Cheez, get me some purple drank,” Devon said. 

“Give him a dollar,” Brooke ordered. 

Devon’s eyes widened and he looked at Brooke in confusion. “Da fuck yo?” 

“What?” 

“You just said he can use da cash he got.” 

“For my shit. You still have to pay your share,” Brooke replied. 

“Damn, just ain’t fuckin’ right,” Devon grumbled as he dug through his pockets and pulled out a dollar bill. 

“Cheez, there should be enough for another soda with that. Get yourself something too,” Brooke said. 

“Yo, wait up, I should get my change,” Devon said. 

“He’s younger than you. You need to learn how to be generous.” Brooke said, waving Cheez off. 

“Man, that straight up hip… hippo…” Devon paused as he tried to think of the word. 

“Straight up hippo?” Brooke teased. 

“Damn Bee, you know what I’m tryin’ to say. Hippo whatever,” Devon said angrily. 

“Hypocritical? I guess you’re close enough. See why you gotta be book smart as

well as street smart?” Brooke responded. 

“Whateva yo, like when am I gonna be usin’ that word anyway?” 

“When you rap. You have to be a lyrical genius. You ever see what Eminem does? Fucker rights notes all over the place. He even reads through a dictionary to find words.” 

“Yeah, but he ain’t gone to school to do dat. He dropped outta high school just like me,” Devon said. 

Brooke sighed as she realized that her example was a bad one. She tried to think of an influential rapper that had graduated high school but couldn’t think of one. 

Devon smiled smugly and crossed his arms. 

“Whatever. Point still stands,” Brooke said. 

The two sat silently as Cheez jogged back carrying two sodas in his hands. He tossed one to Devon and handed the other to Brooke. After digging through his pocket, he pulled out another grape soda. 

“Nigga, you owe me for that purple drank,” Devon said, opening his can. 

“What? Yo, Bee said I could get this,” Cheez responded. 

“Yeah, but I showed her up. I got the smarts nigga,” Devon said. 

“Shut up Devon. Don’t listen to him Cheez. One more word from you about this shit and I’m putting you off duty,” Brooke threatened. 

Devon took a sip of his grape soda and shook his head. “Sore loser.” 

“Devon…” Brooke said, glaring at him. 

He shrugged and continued drinking his soda. Cheez opened his can and looked around, watching as more customers lined up near the brick apartments. 

“Yo Bee, you think we’ll get more help out here? These fuckin’ dirty druggies keep pilin’ up here,” Cheez asked. 

“Yeah, I’ll ask. And Cheez, it doesn’t matter what they are, they’re all

customers. You treat them like customers,” Brooke said. 

“What? I do.” 

“I heard you knocked over a homeless guy the other day.” 

“Dumb shit ran into me. He needs to learn to look,” Cheez replied. 

“No, you need to learn to keep your cool. I don’t need my customers to be afraid about coming in these Pits.” 

Cheez shrugged and nodded as he drank his soda. He wiped his lips with the back of his hand and looked at the line again. After a small sigh he began heading back over, ready to serve more customers. 

“Yo Bee. Do you really dance at Jordan’s after this?” Devon asked. 

“What? How do you know about Jordan’s?” 

“Shit, I know a couple of niggas that go there,” Devon answered. 

Brooke rolled her eyes and shook her head. “Forgot, they don’t fucking card. 

Don’t you go showing up there, you understand?” 

“Damn Bee, I bet you’d look good on that stage,” Devon laughed. 

“I’m sure I do, but I don’t need your ass over there watching. You hear me?” 

He continued to laugh and hopped off the bench. “Yeah, that’d be weird I guess.” 

Brooke nodded in agreement as she watched him head over to a nearby building to grab a new supply of Purple Dream. She had to talk with Lamar to see if she could stop dancing at the strip club. It was the only way she would be able to get a bit more respect from her little crew here. If she continued dancing, that’s all she would be known as, some dumb stripping bitch trying to act hard. 

She leaned back and took another drink of her soda as she thought about her other crew, her team that was supposed to be supporting her. A part of her wondered if the NYPD had shut them down. Corruption seemed fairly rampant

and if someone had gotten word that Jersey police were involved, they could have taken out her team. 

Time seemed to fly by as she watched customers come and go. Devon and Cheez did their jobs well, like a well oiled machine. She actually felt bad for the two. If not for their surroundings, they could have been college bound. 

Cheez was extremely good at counting money. Though, strangely enough, money seemed to be the only way for him to process math. Devon on the other hand, was, as he said, street smart. He could read people quickly and change his interactions to satisfy the people he was talking to. 

In a more perfect world, Brooke thought Cheez would have been a great accountant. Devon on the other hand, would have made a great salesperson or consultant. Sadly, in their current situation, that was most likely never going to happen. 

Before she knew it, the sun began to set and she sighed. This meant it was about her time to head out to Jordan’s. She groaned as she got off the couch and looked around, putting her hands in her pockets. 

“Yo Bee! Run!” Devon yelled as he ran towards her. 

Brooke looked over and watched as Devon looked behind him. She froze as she saw a hooded black man holding Cheez from behind, a gun to his head. He was slowly making his way towards Devon and Brooke. 

She cursed as she remembered she had no weapons. Even if she did, if she were to shoot the hooded man, people would have questioned how she aimed so well. 

Devon ran by her, grabbing her wrist. 

“Come on Bee!” Devon yelled. 

“No. You go, get the fuck out of here. Find safety,” Brooke replied. 

“But Bee…” 

“Go, I’m not leaving. These are my Pits.” Brooke responded, glancing at him before looking back at the hooded man. 

Devon stopped and shook his head, deciding to stand next to her. “Nah Bee, I ain’t leavin’ you here on your own against that nigga.” 

“What do you want?” Brooke asked loudly. 

“Shut the fuck up bitch. Who owns these Pits?” The hooded man asked. 

She could barely see under his hood to see a light skinned black man. He quickly aimed his gun at her as she tried to get a better look at him. 

“Nah bitch, we keepin’ this secret. Don’t you be tryin’ to see who I be,” he said. 

“Let him go. I run these Pits,” Brooke replied. 

The man laughed and shook his head. “The fuck? They got bitches runnin’ the Pits now?” 

“You put that gun down and come at me. I’ll show you what this bitch can do,” 

Brooke said. 

“Fuck dat. Where yo stash at?” He asked. 

“Can’t tell you that,” Brooke replied. 

“Bitch! You think I be playin’ here? You don’t think dat nigga next to you won’t give it up when I shoot yo ass?” He questioned angrily. 

“Man, fuck you nigga,” Devon replied, half hiding behind Brooke. 

The hooded man walked in closer, switching his aim to focus on Devon. Brooke quickly glanced down to measure how far he was. She had a small ‘kill zone’ of sorts. If he stepped within her range, she’d be able to move in and disarm him. 

“What you say lil’ man?” The hooded man questioned as he got closer to Devon. 

Devon cowered back a bit as he stared down the barrel of the gun. 

“Huh? Come on lil’ man! Fuck me? Fuck me?! Nah nigga, fuck you! What you fuckers think you doin’ on Crip territory, huh? Huh?” The hooded man yelled as he kept his attention on Devon. 

“You coward motherfucker,” Brooke grunted as she moved in. 

The hooded man didn’t expect her to rush him and panicked, letting go of Cheez. 

Brooke quickly ducked under his sights and launched a kick at his right knee. At the same time, she moved her arm down under his elbow, smashing it and hitting it in the opposite direction. 

He screamed in pain as his elbow pushed upward, a direction it was not meant to move in. His body also fell forward as her kick connected, slamming against his knee. A loud bang filled the air as he managed to fire one shot. 

Brooke quickly wrapped her arm around his forearm and continued applying pressure, making him drop his gun. Once it fell, she spun his arm around his back, pressing onto his shoulder as she pushed his face into the ground. It was a classic police maneuver with a slight twist so as not to give herself away. 

He managed to still fight back, surprisingly stronger than he looked. As she reached to try to pull his hood back over his head, he roared in anger and rolled onto his back. He kicked her hard in the stomach, launching her back. 

She grunted and held onto her stomach, gasping for air as the pain hit her. Cheez jumped on the guy, trying to punch him but he didn’t have the power needed behind his fists. The hooded man easily tossed him to the side and leaned down to pick up his gun. 

Brooke’s eyes shot over to see Devon on the ground, clutching at his shin. She guessed that he had been shot. For a teenager, he was putting up with it well, just groaning and holding onto his wound tightly. 

“Oh, you motherfucker,” Brooke said again as she got to her feet. 

“Enough bitch! You dead now!” The hooded man yelled as he held up his gun with his other hand. 

He was trembling in a mixture of anger and pain, his hand barely able to remain still as he tried to aim. Brooke braced herself, closing her eyes in preparation. If she was lucky, he’d miss, or hit her somewhere non-vital, allowing her to close the gap and take him out. 

There was a loud scream and Brooke opened her eyes to see the hooded man

flying towards a nearby wall. Big Mack was standing where the hooded man once was, his hands clenched into large fists. He pulled out his own gun and aimed it at the hooded man. 

“Nigga, you don’t know who you be messin’ with,” Big Mack said. 

“You makin’ a big mistake dawg! You shoot me, you’re gonna be covered in blue!” The hooded man yelled. 

“Ha… Crips… Dumb ass old niggas,” Big Mack replied as he pulled the trigger. 

Brooke yelped as she saw the hooded man slump back, dead. Big Mack put his gun away and looked over at Devon. 

“You aight?” Big Mack asked. 

“Fuck… Nigga shot me in the leg,” Devon complained. 

“Walk dat shit off. I’ll call up Shaniqua,” Big Mack replied. 

“Walk that shit off? Walk that shit off? Seriously? That’s it? Lamar didn’t say anything about Crips being here,” Brooke said angrily as she glared at Big Mack. 

While she was thankful that the big brute had shown up, she was also angry that she and her crew were even in this situation in the first place. Big Mack shrugged as he helped Devon up off the ground. 

“He likes to keep things secret,” he answered. 

“That’s unacceptable, he can’t…” 

“Bitch, know your role. He can do what he wants,” Big Mack interrupted, glaring at her. 

Brooke held back, keeping quiet as she looked at him. She knew he wasn’t trying to be a jackass; he was trying to make sure that the chain of command remained. The two young members of her crew had to see the importance of one’s role in the gang. 

“Can you stand?” Big Mack asked, looked down at Devon. 

“Yeah, shit just burns, but I got it,” Devon replied. 

“How about you? You aight?” Big Mack asked. 

Brooke sighed and nodded, a huge weight rolling off her shoulders. As scary as Big Mack seemed, with him on her side, she actually felt extremely safe. 

Considering he was able to sneak up on the hooded Crip, he was very agile for a man his size. A mental note she made, just in case she had to take him down. 

“Fuckin’ Crips… I’ll talk to Lamar about it,” Big Mack offered. 

“Thanks,” Brooke replied. 

“You still up for Jordan’s? Lamar really wants you in tonight,” Big Mack asked. 

“Yeah… just a bit shaken up. Might not be at my best, but I can soldier on,” 

Brooke answered. 

“Aight. Lil’ man, you good?” Big Mack asked as he looked over at Devon again. 

Devon was wrapping a piece of cloth tightly around his shin. He was acting as if this was just another day. 

“Yeah dawg, I got this. I think it went clean through,” Devon answered. 

“Cheez, you okay?” Brooke asked. 

He looked over at her, slightly trembling. Brooke could tell that he was definitely not ready for something like this. She had half a mind to switch him with someone else, but she knew that if she did, he’d probably end up in another crew, potentially an even more dangerous one. 

“Uh… yeah… yeah,” he answered, his voice shaking. 

“Man up nigga!” Devon yelled. 

“Hey! Hey! Lil’ man! Don’t be actin’ all hard. Now get your ass outta here with him. Shaniqua will be here in a bit to patch you up,” Big Mack interrupted. 

Devon nodded and limped up to his feet. Cheez helped to support him and the two headed out towards one of buildings. A police car randomly stopped by, an officer sticking his head out. 

“Oh come on… Mack, seriously?” The officer said as he surveyed the area. 

“We got this,” Big Mack replied. 

“Come the fuck on… Is that guy dead?” He questioned. 

“I said we got this,” Big Mack responded angrily. 

The officer shook his head and gripped tightly onto his steering wheel. Brooke wondered if he was going to call it in. 

“Fuck man… This place is going to shit,” he grumbled as he drove off. 

Brooke shook her head, watching as the cop continued on to wherever he was going. She wondered what exactly his job was if he shot a blind eye to a dead man in the middle of a housing project. As a cop herself, she was filled with absolute disappointment. 

“Aight, let’s go,” Big Mack said. 

“What about that guy?” Brooke asked, pointing at the hooded man’s body. 

“I’ll call it in after I call Shaniqua. Cleaning crew will stop by,” Big Mack replied. 

Brooke nodded and headed over to Big Mack’s SUV. She was surprised at how well organized this little gang was. There was so little she knew about the gang and it seemed they had all kinds of tricks up their sleeves. 

Big Mack sped off and Brooke continued staring at the MG Pits. She desperately wanted to talk to someone on her task force, anyone. The pressure was really beginning to affect her, pulling her into a place she didn’t want to be. 




***

Brooke looked at herself in the mirror, making sure her makeup was on properly. 

The strip club had a little shower with a place for the women to get cleaned and dressed up. She headed out as another stripper walked in. 

“How is it today?” Brooke asked. 

“The usual, pretty dead. Oh… and Lamar is right outside. Guess he wants to talk to you about something,” the stripper replied. 

Brooke nodded and walked on out, her open toed heels clicking loudly against the floor. As the stripper had told her, Lamar was waiting outside of the room, leaning against the wall with his phone out. He saw her and waved her in as he walked down the call, chatting with someone on his headset. 

“Nigga, I told you, keep them Crips in check. That’s all you had to do,” Lamar said. 

Brooke could barely hear him, the loud music from the club echoing through the halls. Lamar turned into a back office and she followed right behind. It was a bit awkward wandering these halls in just a thong, bra and high heels. Big Mack was in the room, his arms crossed. 

“Aight, you know what you gotta do,” Lamar said as he hung up. 

He snapped his fingers and pointed at a chair near some monitors in the room, signaling for Brooke to sit. She obliged, sitting and staring at the various monitors. It was footage from within the club. 

“Big Mack told me about that dumb nigga that stopped by today. Fuckin’ Crips trying to claim it’s their territory. We gonna make sure that never happens again,” Lamar informed. 

“I’m going to need a gun or some more protection,” Brooke replied. 

“Nah, not after tonight. You see that fat nigga right there?” Lamar asked, pointing at a bald, fat black man sitting to the side, near her dancing cage. 

“Yeah, kind of hard to miss. He’s pretty damn well dressed,” Brooke answered. 

“That nigga be Negga Joe,” Lamar said. 

“Sorry… what? Did you just say Negga? Do you mean mega?” 

“Ha! He’s a mad talker, a negotiator. Since he’s a nigga and a negotiator, he calls himself a Negga,” Lamar laughed. 

Brooke raised an eyebrow and crossed her legs. “You’re kidding…” 

“Hey, he came up wit the name by his self,” Lamar said with a shrug. 

“He honestly couldn’t think of a better name?” 

“Used to be Fat Joe. He wasn’t a big fan of dat,” Lamar laughed. 

Brooke shook her head and stared at the monitor. “What about him?” 

“I got a deal ready to strike wit dis nigga right here. He got some mad good product that we wanna include into our distribution,” Lamar answered. 

“So we’re off Purple Dream then?” 

“Nah nah, we still be sellin’ Purple Dream. We just gonna call his product Purple Dream Plus, PDP,” Lamar replied. 

“You… You can’t be serious…” Brooke said, stunned. 

“Nah, and the real secret be, we ain’t gonna really load PDP up dat much. It’s gonna be Purple Dream with just a little extra added shit,” Lamar said with a smile. 

“But my guys told me that Purple Dream is already weak as is lately.” 

“Don’t matter none. Them fiends out there, they gonna be gunnin’ for our product regardless. If it’s weaker, then shit, they buy more. More buys, more cash,” Lamar replied. 

Brooke was surprised by Lamar’s response. He actually seemed a bit more devious than she had initially thought. 

“So you’re negotiating with that guy?” Brooke inquired. 

“Yep, but that nigga there, he’s a mad playa. He got the negotiatin’ game down. 

We real close, I mean, real close to gettin’ a deal but this nigga… This nigga he ain’t budgin’ on a part of our deal,” Lamar began. 

“And you want me to…?” 

Lamar grinned and crouched against a nearby table. He pointed at the monitors. 

“Dat nigga been eyein’ yo ass for a while now. He really likes himself them fit girls, and you, damn… I been sayin’ dis since I first saw you, you got dat body,” 

Lamar continued, giving a small whistle. 

“So you want me to dance for him? Or a private show?” 

“I need you to give him more than a private show. He got a weak spot for nice fit women like you. I told him he could have a nice time with you in one of our lounges if he moved in my direction on the deal,” Lamar answered. 

“You want me to fuck that guy?” Brooke questioned, sounding annoyed and angry. 

“Yeah, use what you got.” 

“Fuck, I ain’t some damn ho and you ain’t my John. How am I supposed to get any respect out there if I’m just some fuckin’ ho?” Brooke questioned angrily while crossing her arms. 

Big Mack stepped forward slightly but Lamar raised his arm, making him stop. 

Lamar grinned and shook his head as he stood up. He tossed around a quarter as he paced back and forth. 

“Y’know, there was somethin’ about you dat I really liked. Dat fire… I respected dat. You been impressin’ me a lot, gettin’ sales of Purple Dream fuckin’ high, runnin’ them MG Pits like a boss… Bee, I didn’t trust you at first, you know dis, I know dis, fuckin’ Big Mack know dis,” Lamar started. 

Brooke bit her lower lip as she held back her comments. 

“Look, I ain’t lookin’ to be your John and I ain’t lookin’ for you to be a bitch in dis crew. But you got assets dat no one else do. You do dis, and you outta da MG

Pits,” Lamar continued. 

“Out?” 

“Yeah, I’m takin’ you to new places. You gonna meet my cuz and we gonna put you in touch with da crew up in da Heights,” Lamar explained. 

Brooke’s head tilted as she tried to process the information. “The… Heights?” 

“Dat’s right. You ain’t gettin’ out of only da MG Pits, you gettin’ out of dem projects.” 

She was taken aback by his comments. This was not something she was expecting at all. 

“Wait… You’re telling me that… Wait, what?” Brooke said, absolutely confused. 

“Yeah, ya heard. You help me get dis fuckin’ deal with Negga Joe and we gonna take you places. Tit for tat,” Lamar said calmly. 

Brooke sat still, stunned. On one hand, this meant she was getting higher up in the gang, but on the other, she’d be heading out of the projects. Her whole task force, if it still existed, would have to change tactics to communicate with her. 

“Come on Bee, you wanna be Queen Bee, you gotta make some sacrifices,” 

Lamar urged. 

“So… the Heights… you mean Brooklyn Heights?” Brooke inquired. 

“Dat’s right girl. You been spendin’ all these Brooklyn nights up in the ghettos, with me, you gonna be livin’ in style in the Brooklyn Heights,” Lamar replied with a grin. 

There was a brief bit of hesitation and Lamar’s eyes narrowed. He sensed something was off. 

“Wait… you actually thinkin’ about dis? Just fuck dat nigga and you get to move up, what’s stoppin’ you?” Lamar questioned. 

That was not a very simple question for Brooke to answer. Her task force hadn’t contacted her in months, and if she were to suddenly move to Brooklyn Heights, 

she’d have to figure out a way to get in touch with them. The logistics, considering how slow they currently were, would probably end up being a nightmare. Her risk of being caught would probably rise as well since there weren’t that many pay phones available in the more affluent neighborhood. 

“Nah, nothing stopping me. It’s uh… Well, I mean, it’s so little notice, you know?” Brooke replied. 

“Ha! The fuck difference do it make? You had plans or somethin’? Yo druggie roommates had vacation plans or some shit?” Lamar laughed as he tapped Big Mack on the arm. 

“Hey, fuck you. Them two idiots probably don’t but that don’t mean I don’t got plans,” Brooke fired back. 

“Aight, aight, damn. So you ain’t goin’ through wit it?” Lamar asked. 

“I never said that. Fuck it, I’ll do it. And I have your word, I’m going on up?” 

Brooke responded. 

Lamar looked over at Big Mack and nodded at him. “This nigga here will testify. 

Bee, you do dis, you gonna be my Queen Bee up in the Heights. We mad recruitin’ right now.” 

Brooke sighed, looked at Big Mack, then the monitor and nodded. It wasn’t the most ideal situation to be in, but if it meant she would get closer to the people that mattered in the gang, then she would go through with it. Though, Captain Bolt and the rest of the task force were going to get an earful if they ever responded. 

“Good… Then get yo ass out there. I’ll have my boys tell Negga Joe to swing into private lounge number… two,” Lamar said as he looked through some papers on a clipboard. 

Brooke nodded and stood up, heading out into the hall. Lamar gave her ass a hard smack on the way out and she turned, glaring at him. He gave her a wink and laughed as he closed the door. She cursed under her breath and headed through the halls and into the loud club. 

The bass from the music shook the shoddy ground below her open toed heels. 

Bright, rotating lights flickered by her eyes as she walked through the smoke filled club. A couple of men whistled as they watched her walk by. The special lounges were to the side, a small entrance near the stage area. 

She gritted her teeth as she entered and saw Negga Joe, grinning as he sat on the bright pink leather couch. His blazer was already off to the side, half his shirt unbuttoned as he smoked on a fat cigar. Brooke smiled and slowly made her way to the table in front of him, purposefully swaying her hips as she closed in, like a lioness approaching her prey. 

“Damn…” Joe groaned as he watched her get closer. 

Brooke slowed her steps as she neared. She knew how to build up the anticipation. His eyes roamed her body, starting with her dark red toenails, to her ankles, up her smooth white legs, pausing at her crotch, covered in just a tiny red lacy thong before moving on up her tummy and stopping at her soft, supple breasts as they swayed back and forth. 

“Yeah, let me see dat ass,” Joe ordered. 

“Shh…” Brooke responded, seductively putting a finger to her lips and moving her hips from side to side. 

She stalked him before walking around behind the couch, slowly rubbing her fingers on his arms. After rubbing his arms, she leaned in, licking his neck and moving her hands over to unbutton the rest of his shirt. Joe groaned as she felt her fingers roam lower, grazing against the bottom of his belly, just barely past the waistband of his pants. 

“Oh baby…” Joe groaned. 

Brooke put one of her fingers on his lips, quieting him. Her other hand gently caressed his crotch, teasing his member beneath his pants. She circled around him, and slowly placed her legs over his waist, gently placing her crotch on his. 

“Now, now… quiet…” She whispered. 

Joe groaned as Brooke began grinding her lower body against his. She felt his member resting against his right inner thigh and she moved her body to tease it even further. He tilted his head back and reached up to grab her breasts but she

swatted his hands away. 

“No touching,” Brooke teased. 

“God damn…” Joe grunted. 

“Mmm… what is this…?” Brooke whispered as she continued grinding her crotch against his member. 

She was actually surprised by the length. From what she could feel, it felt rather large, and it didn’t seem as though it was fully erect within his pants either. Her crotch grew warm and wet as at the thought. 

Brooke gently licked Joe’s left ear before nibbling on the lobe. She felt his hot breath brush past her neck as he groaned in anticipation. Her body trembled in response as she continued grinding her crotch against his. 

“You want this?” Brooke whispered. 

“Oh fuck yeah!” Joe grunted back. 

She licked his ear gently again and then slowly rolled off his legs, twirling her hips and spinning around to show off her ass. He tried to reach up and grab her ass cheek but she quickly turned, lightly smacking his hand away again. She leaned in, letting her breasts sway right in his face as she shook her finger in front of him. 

“No, no, no… You can’t touch unless I say you can,” she teased. 

He groaned and put his hands to his sides. Brooke smiled and stood back up, spinning in circles while thrusting her hips. Her hands slowly moved up her body, pausing to squeeze her breast together. His eyes were glued to her, salivating as he reached into his pants with his right hand. 

Brooke liked being in control, and she loved the fact that Joe was being submissive to her commands. She turned around again and bent forward, letting him get a nice look at her ass. The small thong just barely covered the lips of her sex and Joe leaned in close to try to get a better look. 

As Joe got closer, Brooke reached back and gently pulled at the tiny bit of cloth

covering her sex and her puckered asshole. Joe groaned as he got a clear view of her holes. He stuck out his tongue and leaned forward but Brooke quickly unbent her body and moved forward, continuing to tease him. 

“Do you want this?” Brooke whispered again as she spun around while shaking her breasts. 

“Unf… hell fuckin’ yeah,” Joe repeated, his cock straining against his boxers and pants. 

Her eyes fell on his leg, seeing his throbbing member push up visibly now. 

Brooke licked her lips as she shook her hips. She was actually impressed by the size of his erect member hidden within his pants. 

“Why don’t you take that big boy out?” Brooke requested. 

“Nah girl, I want you to take it out,” Joe replied as he unzipped his pants. 

Brooke grinned and seductively walked towards him, swaying her hips side to side as she approached. His eyes remained at her breasts, watching them bounce with each step. She got on her knees and gently rubbed her hands up his thighs, one hand rubbing back and forth on his member beneath. 

“Oh… yeah girl…” Joe groaned. 

She made sure to tease the tip the most with two fingers, vibrating them gently as she reached up with her other hand to pull down his pants. His black boxer briefs were soon the only piece of clothing blocking his cock from popping against her face. She continued to tease the tip of his cock as she gently pulled at the waistband. 

“Are you ready there, big boy?” Brooke teased. 

“Oh fuck yeah,” Joe groaned as he reached down to touch her forearm. 

Brooke smiled and pulled his boxer briefs down to his ankles. His big black cock popped free and gently smacked against the bottom of her chin as she did so. 

Brooke gasped as she saw his enormous member. 

It wasn’t just the length that was impressive but the girth was a whole new level

for Brooke. Her eyes widened as she wondered if it was about as thick as her wrist. She pulled back slightly, thinking that it was because her face was so close to it. 

“Yeah… you like that?” Joe asked confidently. 

Brooke slowly reached down and gripped onto the base of his cock. She shook it around in circles and stared at it, mesmerized. It was like a dildo she would buy as a gag gift for a friend at their bachelorette party. 

“Wow…” She whispered. 

“Yeah, it usually drives white girls crazy,” Joe said proudly. 

She pulled it up to his belly button and massaged his big black balls. As Fat Joe tilted his head back, Brooke leaned in and kissed his balls before sucking on them, one after the other. She stuck out her tongue, and grazed the tip up to where his balls met the shaft and twirled it. 

“Oh fuck yeah…” Joe groaned happily. 

Her tongue slowly ascended up his shaft, just barely hitting it as she moved her head up towards the tip. Once it reached the area where the shaft met the tip, she wiggled it back and forth, teasing his most sensitive spot. From her experience, she knew that most men loved to have that particular area pleased, and from the groans making their way out of Joe’s lips, she knew he was no different. 

“Unf… yeah… right there… yeah…” Joe groaned as he closed his eyes and placed a hand on his sweaty forehead. 

Her tongue continued to tease his most sensitive spot, gently swaying from side to side. She reached up and squeezed her breasts, making sure he got a good look at her cleavage when he glanced down. With her soft, luscious lips, she gently wrapped them around the tip of his cock. 

“Oh damn… so fuckin’ hot,” Joe grunted. 

His hands gently stroked her shoulders as he began to move his hips in excitement. Brooke reached up and stroked his shaft as she continued sucking on just the tip of his big black cock. With her other hand, she teased his balls, 

lightly massaging them with her fingers. 

Her tongue moved around the tip of his cock and she pulled back to spit on his shaft. She was still impressed by his massive member as it stood fully erect. 

With her spit now running down his shaft, she began gripping tighter and stroking it faster. 

“Yeah girl, ungh…” Joe groaned. 

Brooke leaned in again and wrapped her velvety lips around his thick cock. She moved her face in lower, trying to take in more of his manhood. As the tip hit the back of her mouth, she immediately gagged and paused, trying to get accustomed to the feeling. 

Joe reached around the back of her head and pulled her face in closer to his crotch while pushing up his hips. Brooke pulled back a bit as she gagged on his cock, trying to calm herself. His large member continued to push forward, ramming into her mouth. She finally pulled back and lightly tapped the tip with her hand, as if she were slapping it. 

“Hold on there big boy. Calm yourself,” Brooke warned as she looked at Joe. 

“Damn girl, you coulda taken more. Come on,” he whined back. 

“Maybe I should use this instead,” Brooke said as she stood up and mounted him. 

She rubbed her crotch against his hard cock, the thin lacey fabric of her thong the only barrier between the two. Joe groaned and reached up, grabbing her soft breasts and squeezing them hard. He pinched her nipples and leaned in towards her right breast. 

“Oh, no, no,” Brooke teased as she leaned back and wagged her finger in his face. 

“Aw damn baby, come on,” Joe groaned. 

“You have something for me?” Brooke continued to tease as she rubbed her wet crotch against his shaft. 

She raised her left hand and made a motion with her fingers, asking for cash. Joe grinned and dug into his pocket to pull out a wad of hundred dollar bills. He tossed it onto the center table and licked his lips eagerly. 

“Not bad,” Brooke said as she continued to rub her crotch against his. 

There was most likely a camera in the room and she had to make her intentions as clear as possible for Lamar and Big Mack. Getting money for her services would only help to further prove she wasn’t a cop in their eyes. Though, at this point, she was beginning to doubt that they had any concerns about her. 

Brooke pushed her thong to the side and rubbed her wet sex against his shaft. Joe groaned as she moved up and pressed the tip of his cock against the entrance to her pussy. She slowly lowered down on his cock, the lips of her sex gripping tightly onto his thick black cock. 

“Ooooh…” Brooke moaned as his hot black cock slid into her tight white pussy. 

Her legs trembled as waves of ecstasy washed over her. She wrapped her arms around Joe’s neck and leaned back slightly as the lips of her sex enveloped his cock. He, in turn, reached down and grabbed tightly onto her soft ass cheeks. 

“Ungh… Fuckin’ tight,” Joe groaned. 

Brooke gasped as she felt his cock plunge in deeper. She gritted her teeth and closed her eyes as Joe squeezed and thrust his hips. Her ass smacked against his fat balls as he planted the entire length of his thick black cock inside her. 

“Damn that’s good,” Joe whispered. 

She began to grind her lower body back and forth, tingling sensations rushing through her as his cock hit her most sensitive spot. Brooke bit her lower lip and dug her fingernails into Joe’s upper back as she continued gyrating her hips faster. Her toes curled against the bottom of her open toed heels as she felt a warmth building within her belly. 

“Oh… fuck… ungh… fuck me…” Brooke moaned. 

Joe began to thrust his hips harder while smacking her ass loudly. Brooke gasped and began to hop up and down, his entire shaft sliding in and out of her wet sex. 

Her body instinctively bounced up and down to the rhythm of the music blaring outside the room. 

“Yeah! Damn bitch! Ride my dick!” Joe exclaimed as he grabbed hold of her ass cheeks again. 

One of his fingers teased her tightly clenched asshole, gently rubbing against the rim as he pounded his cock in and out of her. Brooke flung her hair back as she felt her body briefly go numb. She squeezed tightly onto Joe’s upper back and let out a growl as she stopped hopping and began grinding her lower body again. 

“Oh… Oh… OOOOOOH!” Brooke gasped. 

The warmth in her belly exploded, filling her with absolute bliss as she climaxed. Her pussy immediately clenched tightly onto Joe’s thick cock like a vice as she trembled uncontrollably. She collapsed forward as Joe continued thrusting his hips. 

“Yeah, that’s right, cum on this nigga dick!” Joe yelled happily. 

His finger slipped into her asshole, sending what felt like electricity up Brooke’s spine. Combined with the intense orgasm, it made Brooke squeal and her body tense up. Joe continued to slide his finger deeper into her ass as his cock continued to throb inside her sopping wet cunt. 

“Unf… gaaah…” Brooke gasped. 

She was unable to form words as her pleasure centers lit on fire. Joe’s thick finger in her ass continued to spike her sensitivity while his throbbing cock shot waves of ecstasy through her. Brooke gasped for air as her body continued to tremble. 

“Yeah, you like that finger up your ass, don’t you?” Joe laughed. 

He pulled the finger out and wrapped his hands around Brooke’s waist. In one swift movement, he pulled her off and spun her around so that her ass was facing him. He brought her back down, sliding his cock into her pussy from behind. 

“Oh fuck!” Brooke moaned as she leaned back against his soft, round belly. 

His cock easily plunged back into her soaking wet cunt. Brooke shook her feet, knocking her heels off, and then placed her feet on Joe’s thick thighs. She was basically squatting atop him as she began to bounce up and down on his cock again. 

“Oh yeah, that’s it, ride my dick,” Joe groaned. 

He reached around and grabbed her tits from behind, giving both her nipples a hard squeeze. Brooke began to thrust her hips as she bounced, her feet digging into his legs as she let out loud moans. The sounds of skin smacking against skin filled the room, along with the constant dull rumblings from the bass of the music playing outside. 

Joe groaned as he began thrusting with all his might, the couch squeaking and shaking as if it were about to burst into pieces. Brooke thrust back in response, squeezing her pussy tightly as she rode him like a wild bronco. She felt the familiar warmth in her belly explode, another climax washing through her sensitive body. 

“Oh GAAAAAAAAAAA!” Brooke screamed at the top of her lungs. 

Her body trembled uncontrollably again as she sank back onto Joe’s hot body. 

She felt his cock quiver inside her as he gripped tightly onto her breasts. After one last thrust, he squeezed her nipples and groaned. 

“Ungh… fuuuuuuuck…” Joe grunted. 

Brooke gasped as she felt his cock unleash a torrent of his hot seed into her. 

Thick, sticky blasts of it shot deep into her sopping wet cunt. Her own pussy squeezed tightly onto his shaft, milking out every last drop from his fat balls. 

“Fuck yeah…” Joe groaned as he squeezed her tits some more. 

His cock continued to throb as the last bits of his sticky seed shot into her. 

Brooke continued to rub her lower body against his, enjoying the sensations of pleasure that continued to roll through her body. 

“Surprise nigga!” 

Brooke and Joe both looked up in confusion as Lamar burst through the door

with a huge grin on his face. Big Mack followed close behind with his arms crossed. After the two stepped in, Mack closed the door and nodded at Brooke, signaling for her to move aside. 

She slowly nodded and stood up, Joe’s fat cock sliding out of her pussy with a wet pop. His cum leaked out from her cunt as she made her way over to the side. 

Joe looked over at her and then at Lamar, confused. 

“Yo nigga, what the fuck is this?” Joe questioned. 

“Negga Joe… My man, you should know what the fuck this be,” Lamar replied as he twirled around a gun. 

“Yo, yo, nigga, you gonna shoot me? You be fuckin’ crazy nigga? You know who I be?” Joe shouted angrily as he tried to get up. 

“Nah, nah, sit yo fuckin’ nigga ass down,” Lamar replied, pointing his gun at Joe. 

Joe froze up and gulped, thick drops of sweat rolling down his face. 

“We need to discuss the deals of our agreement,” Lamar started as he grabbed a nearby chair, spun it and sat down. 

He leaned against the back of the seat and pointed down at Joe’s pants. 

“At least put yo pants on nigga. Be a man of fuckin’ dignity,” Lamar laughed. 

“Fuck you,” Joe replied as he pulled his boxers and pants up. 

“Now, I ain’t here to threaten your life nigga. This piece here, it’s just to keep yo ass in that seat,” Lamar said. 

“Fuckin’ low ass, bottom feeding fuckin’ nigga,” Joe mumbled. 

“I’d be careful of what that mouth says if I was you,” Lamar warned. 

“The fuck do you want?” Joe questioned. 

“You be supplyin’ my cuz’s crew, and them other niggas, them Crips,” Lamar started. 

“Yeah, so what? Fuckin’ Bloods be gettin’ the same shit too,” Joe replied. 

“Oh that’s right, good reminder nigga. From here on out, you only deal with my cuz,” Lamar continued. 

“And why the fuck would I do that?” Joe questioned angrily. 

Lamar leaned in closer and scratched his own temple with the barrel of his gun. 

Brooke raised an eyebrow, slightly worried that he would accidentally pull the trigger and blow his head off. 

“Because my nigga, we will pay you fuckin’ well,” Lamar answered. 

“Nigga, you be outta yo fuckin’ mind. The fuck is you all even gonna do with all that shit? You don’t own enough corners to sell that shit, which means your crew ain’t got the money to pay for the shit I’d be losing by not selling to them other niggas.” 

“Ya see, that ain’t yo problem. We got the cash, we got a plan, and we got a new mix we wanna do with yo shit. Don’t worry about the corners,” Lamar said. 

“What? Your cuz lookin’ to fuckin’ burn his money?” Joe questioned, his face contorted in confusion. 

Lamar grinned and put his gun away. He scratched his eyebrow and briefly glanced over at Brooke. 

“We got a plan nigga. You ain’t understandin’ the influence my cuz has. You see, down here, he be the fuckin’ King.” 

“A fuckin’ King without a kingdom,” Joe scoffed. 

“Not yet, but with your help, we gonna be that much stronger. We get all that supply, then we fuckin’ push them other niggas to their limits.” 

“And what’s to stop them other niggas from comin’ at me? We negotiated a deal, and a fuckin’ deal is a deal. I can’t go back on them,” Joe replied. 

“Oh come on, you’re fuckin’ Negga Joe. You be makin’ and changin’ them deals every day. You a fuckin’ hustler man, so fuckin’ hustle,” Lamar said. 

Joe leaned back, thinking through his options. Brooke could tell that he was slowly calming down. 

“I need to raise the price,” Joe finally responded. 

“How much?” 

“Ten percent.” 

Lamar’s eyes widened in surprise. “Ten fuckin’ percent?!” 

“You want me to make it fifteen?” 

“Nigga, ten percent? You ain’t losin’ anything from this deal, why you be raising that fuckin’ price?” Lamar questioned. 

“Nigga, I reneg on a deal and I lose a fuckload of street cred. You think people be negotiating deals with me just because they got nothing better to do?” 

Lamar sighed as he stood up and moved his chair aside. He paced back and forth, his arms folded behind his back. Joe looked over at Brooke and shook his head. 

“So you had this bitch come in here and fuck me so you can get to talk to me one on one?” Joe questioned. 

Lamar stopped mid step and glared at Joe. 

“Nigga, watch what you say. That there be my Queen Bee. She ain’t just some bitch off the street,” Lamar replied. 

“What? Ya’ll niggas be serious? You gotta put these bitches in their pla-” 

Before he could finish his sentence, Lamar rushed forward and backhanded him. 

Joe looked up at Lamar stunned. He slowly put his hand to his cheek and rubbed. 

“Nigga, did you just…” 

Joe flinched as Lamar raised his arm again. 

“Five percent,” Lamar said. 

“The fuck nigga? Is you serious? You fuckin’ bitch slap me and you want to be negotiating the rate down?!” Joe questioned angrily. 

“Nigga, your bae ain’t gonna like the fact that you fucked her. I know all about how she got you by the balls. Outside of that, Big Mack here can beat the shit outta you and we can tell everyone it was Queen Bee. You look like a bitch, and we still come out strong,” Lamar threatened. 

“Fuck you. I’ll cut off your supply motherfucker,” Joe replied. 

“You go do that. My cuz will start a fuckin’ war with you. You think we only gonna use that cash to buy your shit?” Lamar warned. 

“Nigga, you threatening me with war? You fucking lost yo mind. Let me talk to your cuz and I’ll straighten this out with him.” 

“Nah, nah, you go through me. I was being a nice nigga, but now you just be pissin’ me off. A war? Ain’t gonna be no war, it’s gonna be a fuckin’ massacre. 

You think my cuz ain’t got other suppliers lined up? He doing you a favor because we been knowing each other for so long. Now take the fuckin’ five percent, line up with us, or fuckin’ get run over like everyone else about to,” 

Lamar continued angrily. 

Brooke was surprised by how aggressive Lamar had gotten. She wondered if everything he was saying was true. The only supply she had ever sold seemed to come from the same source, considering the complaints about how weak it was. 

Joe remained quiet, sweat continuing to run down his forehead. He was calculating, determining the odds. His fingers dug deep into the armrest as he began to nod his head. 

“Fine,” he grumbled. 

“What was that?” Lamar asked. 

“I said fine, motherfucker. Five percent,” Joe answered as he glared up at Lamar. 

“And I want you to apologize to the Queen Bee here. She’s going to be the one selling your shit from now on,” Lamar informed. 

Her eyes widened as she began to realize that her supply of Purple Dream was kept weak for the poor people where she sold at. The stronger product, the PDP

that Lamar had talked to her about earlier, was going to come from Joe and they were probably selling the stronger product to richer clients… richer clients in Brooklyn Heights. 

“You can’t be serious,” Joe said. 

“You heard him,” Brooke said, finally speaking up. 

“Bitch! That wasn’t what you was thinking when I was fucking you,” Joe replied angrily. 

“Nope, the way I see it, I fucked you, in more way than one. You’re my bitch,” 

Brooke said as she stepped up to him, placing her hands on her hips. 

“Un-fucking-believable,” Joe whispered as he slowly got on his feet. 

Brooke gave him a smack on his fat cheek and he immediately raised his arm to hit her back. She was too quick, her fingers quickly shooting out and hitting him in the Adam’s apple. He fell back, stunned while holding his throat and coughing. 

“Oh shit! We got that shit recorded! You just got knocked the fuck back by a woman!” Lamar laughed. 

Joe continued to cough and groan as he tried to clear his throat. His eyes were filled with tears as he gasped for air. Brooke was slightly worried that she had hit him too hard. 

“Fucking… bitch…” Joe groaned. 

“I didn’t hear an apology,” Brooke responded. 

“I’m… sorry,” he whispered. 

“Don’t think he said it loud enough,” Big Mack said. 

“I said I’m fucking sorry!” Joe shouted. 

“Good,” Brooke said with a nod. 

“Now get your ass outta here. Don’t you dare fuck us on this Joe. My cuz ain’t someone to be taken lightly,” Lamar warned. 

Joe stood up and buttoned up his shirt. He wiped the sweat off his forehead again and zipped up his pants. As he turned and left the room, he gave one last glare to Brooke and Lamar. 

“Great doing business with you,” Lamar said sarcastically while waving at him. 

Joe flicked him off and left the room. Lamar smirked, leaned down and picked up Brooke’s bra. He tossed it over and began heading out. 

“Wait, how do you know he’ll keep his deal?” Brooke asked. 

“We got nothin’ to worry about. That nigga won’t be goin’ back on us,” Lamar replied. 

“He just turned on the Crips and Bloods. What’s to stop him from going back on his word with you?” 

“Cause he knows we be serious. Don’t you worry none Queen Bee. If that nigga decides he can go back on us, my cuz will show him what’s up,” Lamar said with a grin. 

Before Brooke could ask again, Big Mack looked at her and subtly shook his head. She stopped and just nodded at Lamar. He walked over to her and gave her a small rub on her shoulders. 

“You did good.” Lamar complimented. 

“Thanks,” Brooke replied. 

Lamar turned and walked out of the room. Big Mack remained, his arms crossed as he looked at Brooke. 

“Get your shit packed when you get home today. We’re moving you out,” he informed. 

“What? Right the fuck now?” 

“Fuck yeah. You’re going to the Heights,” he said with a smile. 

The Heights was an extremely affluent neighborhood. She didn’t quite understand how Lamar and his cousin even did any sort of business there. The clientele was entirely different from what she expected. 

He gave her a nod of approval before walking out of the room and closing the door. Brooke quietly stared at the ground, all kinds of thoughts crossing her mind. This was it, the big break, and yet, she couldn’t quite celebrate it. 

She had no idea where her team was and no way of contacting them. The last time she had called, there was no answer. There was still the safe house that she could’ve tried to go to, but with her moving to Brooklyn Heights, it would be further away and she didn’t have a ride. Worst yet, the affluent neighborhood probably had less payphones, if any. 

“Go on, get cleaned up. I’ll drop you off and then come and pick yo shit up later,” Big Mack said as he walked out. 

After cleaning herself up a bit and putting on her clothes, she headed out. The loud music continued to thud inside the club. She figured she would head straight home, feeling ecstatic knowing that she wouldn’t be dancing in this club any longer. 




***

Brooke finished packing her clothes in a large duffel bag and looked around her relatively empty, but dirty room. She wasn’t sure what to expect going forward. 

Captain Bolt wasn’t around to give her any sort of advice and the rest of her operations team was nowhere to be found. 

“You going somewhere?” Sara asked, her hair an absolute mess, as if she had just woken up. 

“Yeah, I’m moving on up. Lamar is taking me to the Heights,” Brooke replied. 

“What?! You’re going to the Heights? Damn girl! You gonna invite me and Jen?” 

“Once I settle in and figure out what the fuck is going on, yeah. It all just happened too damn fast,” Brooke said. 

Sara bit her lower lip and scratched the back of her right elbow. Brooke knew that she wanted to ask something. 

“What is it?” 

“So… um… what about the uh… lease?” Sara inquired. 

“Lamar said he’ll handle the transition. I’m sure he’ll cover the costs,” Brooke answered. 

Before Sara could say another word, there was a knock on the door. Brooke grabbed her duffle bag, gave Sara a hug and walked towards the front door. Big Mack had said he would pick her up after he ran a couple of errands. 

She opened the front door and gasped, dropping her bag. Sara rushed over worriedly. Brooke was speechless as she stared at the figure standing in the hall. 

The familiar large frame, the hair lining up the man’s forearms and poking out from his chest, covered in a dirty, yellowed wife beater. He was dirty, covered in stains but he was still recognizable to Brooke. 

“Bolt?!” Brooke blurted loudly. 

He looked like a hobo straight off the street. Sara walked by and looked him up and down. 

“You want me to run?” She asked. 

“What?” Brooke looked at Sara, confused. 

“You told me to bolt.” 

“Uh… No, I meant…” Brooke looked over at Captain Bolt, then at Sara. 

She was at a loss of words as she looked back and forth. 

“Hey, I heard you sell Purple Dream. I want to grab a bag,” Captain Bolt said. 

“Oh jeez, these fucking guys. Hey! We don’t come on over to your house to ask

for shit. Why don’t you just wait in line when we sell,” Sara interrupted angrily. 

“Whoa, calm down,” Brooke said. 

“Sorry, I really needed a boost.” 

“Hold on, let me grab a bag,” Brooke replied. 

Before she even turned, Big Mack walked over and shoved Captain Bolt to the ground. He raised his arm, ready to punch him. Captain Bolt raised his arms, covering his head. 

“Hey, hey! Whoa! Mack! Back off!” Brooke yelled as she turned around. 

“You know him?” Big Mack asked as he straightened up and lowered his fist. 

“I don’t know him, but he just wants some product,” Brooke replied. 

Big Mack stared down Captain Bolt for a bit before looking down at Brooke’s bag. He grabbed it and started down the hall. 

“Don’t take too long. We got shit to do,” he said as he left the building. 

Brooke helped Captain Bolt up and started heading into the apartment. Sara stepped in front of them, her hands at her hips. 

“Whoa, you ain’t takin’ that hobo into the house are you?” She questioned. 

“Really? You’ve let in some pretty shady people in before,” Brooke replied as she pushed her way in with the Captain. 

“Well, yeah, but I was high,” Sara replied meekly. 

“Then go get high, if it makes you feel more comfortable.” 

“Oh… Do you have so-” 

“No, use your own supply,” Brooke said, cutting Sara off. 

She helped Captain Bolt into her room and slammed the door shut. 

“What the fuck?” Brooke started, trying to keep her voice hushed. 

“Brooklyn, good to see you again,” Captain Bolt replied. 

“What the hell is going on? I haven’t heard from the team in months and you just show up?” Brooke questioned, her voice raising slightly. 

“Calm down, I can explain. The NYPD is breathing down our necks. That last search we had on Lamar raised flags all over their systems… supposedly.” 

“Supposedly?” 

“We think the NYPD has a leak,” Captain Bolt started. 

“A leak? Are you fucking kidding me? They’re corrupt as fuck. I’m fucking selling right in front of the 73rd precinct!” Brooke said angrily. 

She had to try and keep her voice low. Sara could have been listening in on the conversation. Captain Bolt nodded solemnly as he sighed. 

“It’s that bad?” 

“If the team answered my fucking calls, you would have learned that it’s an inside job, not some fucking hacker that got NYPD info,” Brooke said as she crossed her arms. 

“We didn’t want to take any calls for a while. We don’t know for sure yet, but we might be being tapped. I’ve got Roberto looking into it,” Captain Bolt informed. 

“Tapped?! By who?” 

“Who do you think?” 

“Do you think they’re looking for me?” Brooke asked worriedly. 

“No, they don’t have any real details on our operation.” 

“Why fucking ask for our help and then pull this shit?!” 

“I’ve been doing a little research on that. I think someone is trying to make a power play. There’s a young Deputy Colonel, Cedric Lars. He’s been trying to

get a changing of the guard. The Superintendent of the NYPD is feeling massive pressure right now. He’s got the mayor hounding him about the crime and the breach and then he’s got Deputy Colonel Lars nipping at his heels.” Captain Bolt explained. 

“So you think this Deputy Colonel is working with Marcus?” 

“Marcus?” 

“Oh fuck… how far behind are you on the news?” Brooke questioned. 

There was a knock on the door and Brooke flinched. She quickly turned around and just barely opened the door. 

“Big Mack is looking for you,” Sara informed. 

“Okay, I’ll be right out,” Brooke replied as she closed the door. 

“What’s going on?” Captain Bolt asked. 

“I’m being moved over to the Brooklyn Heights.” 

“What? Why?” 

“I don’t have any time to explain. I’m moving on up. Now hurry, we need to go,” Brooke said as she grabbed the doorknob. 

“We’ll find you, don’t worry,” Captain Bolt whispered. 

Brooke nodded, turned the doorknob and opened the door to her room. She gasped as she saw Big Mack standing at the door, his arms crossed. He towered over her as he looked into the room at Captain Bolt. There was a bit of suspicion in his eyes. 

“The fuck is taking you so long?” He questioned. 

“Sorry my man, I was trying to hit some Purple Dream while I was here,” 

Captain Bolt said, purposefully loosening his eyes to look high. 

“Yeah?” Big Mack responded, his eyes narrowing. 

He dug into his pocket, pulled out something and tossed it to Captain Bolt. 

Brooke could clearly tell it was the new product, Purple Dream Plus, PDP. 

“Why don’t you take another hit,” Big Mack ordered. 

Captain Bolt didn’t even hesitate as he grabbed a nearby book and broke the PDP into pieces on top of it. Brooke flinched and Captain Bolt noticed. He gave her a brief nod of assurance as he pulled out a straw. 

“Shit, if it’s free. Damn, helpin’ out a customer huh?” Captain Bolt said as he placed one end of the straw onto the broken pieces of PDP. 

He snorted it up and Brooke bit her lower lip. She knew how addictive Purple Dream could be. The new product was even stronger. After going drug free for so long, there was no way Captain Bolt would be able to handle it easily. 

“Ungh! Damn!” Captain Bolt said with a laugh. 

Big Mack remained still, his judgmental eyes reading Captain Bolt. Brooke could only hope that tattered clothes and dirt all over would be enough. Captain Bolt began to laugh as he leaned back and closed his eyes. 

“Fuck yeah…” Captain Bolt whispered. 

“Aight, let’s go,” Big Mack said. 

“Uh… you guys going to get that hobo out of the room?” Sara inquired. 

“Fucking…” Big Mack muttered as he walked back in and lifted Captain Bolt onto his shoulder. 

Brooke headed out of the apartment, followed by Big Mack. She turned and pointed at the hallway. 

“You want to just drop him off here?” She asked. 

“Nah, fuckin’ asshole can chill outside,” Big Mack replied with a shrug. 

“Pretty cold out…” 

“Fuck it. It’ll teach this mothafucka a lesson.” 

The two left the building and Big Mack quickly tossed Captain Bolt onto the side of the street. He got into his car and waved Brooke in. She paused, glanced down at Captain Bolt and then headed into the passenger side seat. 

“You care too much about your clients. You betta watch yourself. Some of them fuckas be dangerous,” Big Mack warned as he turned on the engine. 

Loud music filled the car and the bass caused it to shake. Brooke nodded as the car lurched forward. She began to zone out as the yellow streetlights zoomed by. 

If what Captain Bolt was saying was true, then her case was about to get that much more complicated. A political civil war in the NYPD while she was in the midst of the largest, most powerful gangs with corrupt cops backing them was an absolute recipe for disaster. Then there was her Captain, lying out in the cold street after taking a pretty strong dose of PDP. It seemed as though the world she knew was crumbling around her. 

“Get some rest. We gotta make a couple stops,” Big Mack said. 

“Any stops I need to be concerned about?” 

“Nah, routine shit. Pickups, whatev.” 

Brooke nodded and closed her eyes. She somehow drifted off to sleep as Big Mack turned the music down. A chill ran up her spine as she began to wonder if Captain Bolt was going to be okay. And even if he was, if he truly would be able to get in contact with her again, now that she was in the Brooklyn Heights. 

Brooklyn Heights

Brooke groaned as she rolled out of bed, her head throbbing in pain as she slowly sat up. The previous night was a blur. It took her a few minutes to get adjusted to her surroundings and for a moment, she didn’t know where she was. 

“Ugh… what the fuck…” She whispered to herself. 

Her surroundings slowly grew familiar; it was her own room… her new room, in a new condominium, right next to East River in the Brooklyn Heights. The sun beamed through the floor the ceiling windows, flooding her eyes with light. 

“Ugh…” Brooke groaned as she got to her feet. 

The bed creaked as she stood up and she reached out and closed the curtains. She was still getting accustomed to her new setting. Lamar had put her in a nice, high rise condo, with a straight view of the Brooklyn Bridge. Brooke was overwhelmed at first, but she grew more used to the surroundings as time went on. 

Captain Bolt hadn’t contacted her since they last met at her old apartment in the projects. She continued to worry that he had become addicted to PDP, Purple Dream Plus, or, worse yet, had succumbed to the cold after taking it. There was only one option left, and that was a safe house, but unfortunately for her, it was all the way on the other side, near Jamaica Bay. 

Her life was careening out of control lately as she rose through the ranks of her particular gang within Lamar and Marcus’ mysterious army. When she first arrived, they had put her in a new gang, Lucky Strike, or, as their gang tag said, LuckyX, while letting her know that Devon, her own pit crew soldier, was in safe hands with another soldier in M12. She actually tried to bring Devon and Cheez with her, but Lamar was adamant that they had to stay where they were. 

No young crew members were allowed until they proved themselves. 

She scratched the back of her head as she walked into the bathroom. The person staring back at her from the mirror looked foreign to her now. She sighed and turned on the faucet, quickly washing her face with the cold rushing water. 

There was a knock on the door and Brooke looked up at the mirror, confused. 

Big Mack wasn’t supposed to arrive until later in the afternoon. She waited, wondering if it might have been the neighbor. Another knock echoed through her apartment and she sighed as she grabbed a nearby towel and wiped her face. 

“On my way!” She yelled as she headed out. 

On her way to the door, she grabbed a t-shirt and a pair of shorts. After quickly putting them on and rustling her hair a bit, she looked through the peephole to see a delivery man idly staring at the wall. She opened the door and poked her head out. 

“Yeah?” She asked. 

“Hi, Brooke?” 

“Yeah.” 

“Package for you,” the man replied as she gave her a small box. 

“Oh, thanks,” Brooke replied as she took it and closed the door. 

She stared at the box, gently moving it around in the air as if she could see through it. After gently shaking it, she shrugged and ripped it open. Brooke gasped as she saw a small little device within the box. 

“What the fuck…?” She whispered. 

It was like a small ear bud and she examined it carefully. She hesitated before she put it in her ear. 

“Uh… hello?” She called out. 

Brooke felt silly as she stood alone in her apartment, talking to no one in particular with a mysterious ear bud in her ear. 

“Brooke?” A voice responded. 

She freaked out and looked around, her eyes wide, and her body shaking. 

“What the fuck?!” She said loudly. 

“Language,” the voice replied. 

Brooke closed her eyes and calmed herself. The voice was very much familiar, it was Captain Bolt. 

“Thank God, Captain Bolt? Is that you?” 

“Yes Brooklyn, it’s me. How are you doing?” 

“Oh fuck, what happened? What is this? Where are you?” She asked excitedly. 

“Again, language Brooklyn. I’m fine, that PDP hit me hard at first but I’ve managed to get through it. How’s the ear bud feel? Roberto was able to find it online at a… relatively low price. I had to pay out of pocket,” Captain Bolt informed. 

“Roberto?” 

“The IT guy,” Captain Bolt sighed. 

“Oh right, shit, I keep forgetting. It feels pretty comfortable. I’ve never seen anything like this before. How is it picking up my voice?” Brooke questioned. 

“Hold on, Roberto… Roberto! Brooklyn is asking how the ear bud acts like a mic.” 

Brooke rolled her eyes and began walking towards her refrigerator. It felt as though a huge weight had been lifted from her shoulders, knowing that her Captain was safe. She heard another voice saying something but it was too garbled to understand. 

“Uh huh… oh really? Vibrations? Does mine work like that too? No? Oh, I see, because I’m on a phone.” 

“Captain? Captain! It’s all right, I don’t need tech speak. It was just me thinking out loud.” 

“Hold on Brooklyn, Roberto can tell you,” Captain Bolt replied, obviously not listening to what she had just said. 

“Hello?” Another voice greeted. 

“Hi Roberto.” 

“Hey. Yeah, so the mic works because the vibrations in your jaw. It’s like those little Bluetooth headsets people have. I modified it, crammed some parts in from an old wire and-” 

Brooke rolled her eyes and walked over to the window, Roberto’s voice trailing off to the back of her mind. She stared out at the water again and watched a couple of ferries slowly roll by. A smile crept up on her lips again as she felt relieved. 

“Roberto? Hey Roberto? Yeah, thanks, this all sounds good and all but I need to talk to Captain Bolt,” Brooke interrupted. 

“Oh, right, sorry, my bad,” Roberto replied. 

There was a slight pause before Captain Bolt answered. 

“Brooklyn?” 

“Captain, don’t you ever do that again. I thought you were a goner,” Brooke said. 

“No need to worry about me Brooklyn. I told you, when I was undercover, I had to go through some… difficult situations. Facing that thug was nothing,” Captain Bolt replied. 

“That wasn’t just some thug Captain. Big Mack is a pretty strong guy,” Brooke informed. 

“What? What does fast food have to do with this?” Captain Bolt asked, his voice sounding confused. 

“It’s Big Mack, with a ‘k’ at the end. That’s his name.” 

“That’s… That’s ridiculous,” Captain Bolt said. 

“Look, Captain, I don’t think-” 

There was a knock on the door and Brooke immediately froze up. She turned and stared at the door, wondering who it was this time. There was another loud knock, much louder this time. 

“Yo, Queen Bee!” A familiar voice yelled. 

“Shit. It’s Mack. Look, I’m going to have to hide this thing somewhere. These guys have metal detectors and all kinds of shit to stop any moles,” Brooke informed. 

“All right. This isn’t a phone, it’s an active wire. You need to get in touch, you put this in your ear and give us some sort of code,” Captain Bolt informed. 

“And someone will be listening?” 

“Yo! Bee! You there? I hear you!” Big Mack yelled. 

“It’ll be Jacob, Diane, Roberto or I listening in. We’re taking shifts,” Captain Bolt informed. 

“Roberto? Really? Fucking… Okay, whatever, I’m out,” Brooke said as she quickly pulled the small ear bud out and tossed it into a drawer. 

She rustled up her hair and pulled her clothes a bit, making her look extremely messy. After taking a quick glance at a nearby mirror she headed over to the door and slowly opened it. 

“Ugh… Oh… Hey,” Brooke greeted, purposefully slurring her words. 

“Yo! The fuck took so long? Who you be talkin’ to in here?” Big Mack asked as he stepped in and looked around suspiciously. 

“The damn TV. Some stupid ass show was playing,” Brooke replied. 

“Shit, lookin’ like dat, I thought you be sleepin’ or some shit,” Big Mack said. 

“I was, with the TV on. Fucking thing got too loud outta nowhere,” Brooke lied. 

Big Mack shrugged and continued to look around. Brooke sighed and placed a hand on her hip. He stopped and looked over at her before smiling. 

“Seriously? After all this shit, you still think I’m some fucking cop?” Brooke questioned. 

“Nah, nah, nah, just checkin’ this place out, you know? Never got a pad like dis before,” Big Mack responded while raising both his hands innocently. 

Brooke shook her head and closed the door. She headed into the kitchen again and grabbed a cup. After grabbing some milk she looked over at Mack. 

“Want some milk?” She offered. 

“Huh? Oh, nah, I’m allergic or whatever to that,” Big Mack replied. 

“What? You’re lactose intolerant?” 

“Uh… is that the milk one?” 

“Yeah.” 

“Yup, can’t drink milk,” Big Mack answered. 

“Huh… didn’t know that. You want some juice or something?” Brooke asked. 

“Nah, I’m good. Got some purple drank back in the Escalade,” Big Mack answered. 

“You guys and your fucking purple drank. Call it grape soda or something, jeez, makes you all sound so ignorant,” Brooke replied as she rolled her eyes and took a sip of her milk. 

“Shit, whateva, I ain’t ignant,” Big Mack scoffed. 

Brooke looked up at her clock and then at Mack. “You’re here pretty fucking early.” 

“Oh yeah, my bad. Lamar and Marcus want to see you. They need to show you some shit,” Big Mack replied. 

“What shit?” 

“I don’t know.” 

“You didn’t ask?” 

“Shit… not my turn to give a fuck. I only do what I need to do, I don’t ask questions,” Big Mack replied as he crossed his arms. 

Brooke shook her head and finished her milk. She looked down and noticed that her nipples were poking through her shirt and quickly crossed her arms in embarrassment. Even though she had worked as a stripper with Big Mack around, she still felt uncomfortable showing off her body. 
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“All right, let me get some clothes, some stuff and then let’s go. Want to watch TV while you wait?” Brooke offered. 

“Yeah, shit, you got HBO?” 

“Sure. It’s one of the higher channels, just look around.” Brooke replied as she walked into her room. 

Big Mack nodded and sauntered over to her couch. He grabbed the remote, turned on the TV and plopped himself down on the couch. Brooke glanced back once before heading into her room and closing the door. 




***

“My Bee! My Queen Bee! Look at you,” Lamar greeted as he looked her up and down. 

Brooke rolled her eyes and shook her head. “Lamar, seriously?” 

“Ha! Come on, Marcus want to give you a gift,” Lamar replied. 

Lamar led Brooke down a long hall and through an area where naked women were packing PDP into packages. Brooke paused and looked around, surprised to see so much inventory. It was the first time she had walked through the warehouse of the gang’s operations and the sight took her by surprise. 

“Gotta keep dem bitches naked, don’t need dem stealing any of our shit in they bras,” Lamar commented. 

“It’s not like they could steal that much,” Brooke replied. 

“It ain’t just about the amount; it’s the principle of the matter Bee. We let a bitch steal some shit, what message do dat send out?” Lamar said as he continued onward. 

Brooke shook her head at the absurdity of his comment. It sounded downright silly to hear a drug lord talk about the principle of anything, let alone integrity. 

She sighed and continued following him, giving one naked woman a small nod as she walked by. 

The two continued down a long corridor, filled with all manners of equipment. 

Brooke was constantly amazed by the amount of materials, equipment and technology the gang seemed to have. She wondered just how powerful the group really was, or if it was all for show. 

The two finally ended up in a large room with a couch right in the center. Marcus was sitting quietly, his legs crossed and a glass in his hand. He took a sip of whatever he was drinking and looked up at the two. 

“Sup cuz, you bring her?” Marcus questioned. 

Brooke stepped out from behind Lamar and gave Marcus a small nod. Marcus nodded in return and reached over to grab another cup. He leaned down and pulled out a bottle of Hennessy and poured it into the empty glass and placed it on a nearby table. 

“Come on down,” Marcus said as he looked over at another seat nearby on his left. 

Lamar plopped himself down and grabbed the glass. He clinked it with Marcus and took a sip. Brooke sat on a chair to the left of Lamar. Marcus poured another glass of Hennessy and handed it over to Brooke. 

“Good to see you again Queen Bee. You been enjoyin’ Brooklyn Heights?” 

Marcus inquired. 

Brooke nodded and clinked glasses with him. She took a sip and coughed as her face scrunched up. Brooke was more of a vodka or rum person. 

“So, what’s up?” Brooke asked. 

“You been impressin’ me and the leadership. Wanted to give you a present to help you wit yo duties,” Marcus informed as he reached back and pulled out a small box. 

Lamar handed the box over to Brooke and took another sip of his drink. Brooke nervously opened the box and tilted her head as she saw what was inside. 

“A phone?” She questioned as she pulled out the sleek, black smartphone with a mirrored finish. 

“Yeah, use dat shit to get in contact with any of us when needed. Or if you need more supply, to call up them suppliers,” Marcus replied. 

“Thought we don’t use phones? Aren’t we supposed to use burners?” Brooke asked. 

“Shit, dat be a burner,” Lamar answered. 

“This is a burner?” Brooke questioned as she twirled the smartphone around. 

Marcus and Lamar both laughed and shook their heads. “She ignant up in here.” 

“What?” 

Marcus pulled out his own smartphone and pressed the button to turn on the screen. He put in his passcode and then slid through the applications. Brooke watched as he loaded up an application and showed her his screen. 

“Don’t need no fuckin’ physical burner no more. There’s an app for that shit now,” Marcus informed. 

Brooke watched as he showed her how the application worked. It had the ability to assign numbers and quickly rid them. She was never really much of a technology person and she was amazed to see such an application existed. 

“They can still trace this to you, can’t they? You have to pay for this app and the numbers don’t you?” Brooke inquired. 

“That’s where them bitcoins come in,” Marcus answered. 

“Bitcoins?” 

“Yeah, some kind of currency that is untraceable. I don’t know exactly how dat shit work, but I got my man workin’ out how that works. I trust him. If he says it’s untraceable then I trust him,” Marcus replied. 

“Well, if you trust them, I don’t have anything to say to that,” Brooke replied as she turned on the phone. 

It was set up exactly as Marcus’ smartphone, a widget showing the time and date, a couple of apps here and there, but the main burner phone app front and center. She pressed on it and watched as the app loaded up. It already had a number set up on it. 

“Already set up?” 

“Hell yeah. If you run out of time, you hit us up. We’ll load dat shit up, but your number will change,” Lamar replied. 

Brooke stared at the phone, a small throbbing headache irritating her. She was stunned by how out of touch she had been while in the police force. Never in her previous life would she have imagined street thugs using smartphones with apps that acted as burners, and currency that was all online. Marcus seemed to take notice and began to laugh. 

“Ha ha, shit cuz, look at how confused your Queen Bee be. She ain’t never seen shit like this, damn. Woman, you need to up yo game,” He laughed. 

“What? I mean, shit, the last phone I had was some fuckin’ flip phone. I never made mad money like this before,” Brooke replied. 

She was half-lying. It was true that her last phone was a flip phone, but it was mainly by choice. She had tried using a smartphone before, an iPhone, and it was more annoying to her than anything else. While the various apps were a nice touch, the actual phone features were extremely lacking. In addition, she couldn’t text just using tactile feedback when she had her hands hidden. 

“Welcome to the big leagues Queen Bee. You now up in dis century,” Lamar said, joining Marcus with his laughter. 

Marcus cleared his throat and put his own phone away. He pulled out a blunt and lit it up as he leaned back in his chair and looked over at Brooke. 

“So look, I also wanted to talk business with you,” he started. 

Brooke looked over, nodded and put her phone in her pocket. 

“Yeah?” 

“We’ve hit a bit of a hiccup with some of our suppliers,” he continued. 

“Is it that fat fuck, Negga Joe?” Brooke inquired. 

“Nah, nah, that nigga be good. But he can only supply certain ingredients. Ya see, my cook has been making some new shit lately and he needs some more shit,” Marcus replied as he took a big puff of his blunt. 

Brooke tilted her head in surprise. This was the first time he had mentioned his cook in open conversation with her. And it was also the first time he had talked about any sort of new product. 

“New shit? You mean PDP?” 

“Nah, PDP gonna be old shit soon. Ya see, in dis market, you need to keep evolving the product. And I ain’t talkin’ about them name changes. I know them fuckin’ Crips be relabeling their shit every once in awhile, but them fiends out there, they know. That’s why they fuckin’ losing ground. That used to work back in da day, but now? Nah, that shit ain’t never gonna pass. Them fiends know that WMD is the same as GTFO is the same has Epik High is the same as WW3 and on. I bet they already realizing that Purple Dream and PDP ain’t dat much different,” Marcus explained. 

Brooke nodded in agreement. It was the general feedback she and her own group had heard many times on the street. 

“So we gotta really evolve our product, make dat shit more pure, make it different, ya feel me? And them evolutions, they start here, where the shit gets sold to them fuckin’ white boys. Them hood rats back in the projects can get their share later. These fuckin’ rich ass white boys? They can fuckin’ tell the difference from just whiffing that shit,” Marcus continued as he took another

puff. 

Brooke listened intently, surprised by how educated Marcus seemed to be. While he had the mannerisms of a street level thug, he seemed to have a vision of someone with a college degree. In any other world, he would have been some manager at some company. 

“And how can I help with any of this?” Brooke asked. 

“See? Dat’s why I like yo ass, always straight to da fuckin’ point. Da other suppliers we work with, they the fuckin’ Italians. I need someone white at the table so they don’t think I’m some ignant black nigga asking them for favors,” 

Marcus replied. 

“Italians? You’re working with Italians?” 

“Only for a certain piece of the pie. Them fuckers can’t realize that I need this shit for a new product. They think I’m using it for some fuckin’ cleaning supplies. If I show up to meet with them with more niggas, they gonna start noticing something, I know it. So I need you to be there,” Marcus said. 

“So… Just because I’m white, they’re not going to get suspicious?” 

Marcus laughed and took another long hit from his blunt. 

“Nah, so when I said cleaning supplies, I meant fingernail polish type of shit,” 

Marcus replied. 

“Fingernail polish?” 

“I need you to come in and act like you own a chain of my salons,” Marcus answered. 

Brooke couldn’t help but grin as she looked at him. “You fucking own salons?” 

“It’s called diversification. Also the perfect joint for cleaning my cash,” Marcus replied, waving her off. 

She was surprised yet again with his response. The fact that he knew he had to diversify and launder cash was surprising to her. She wondered if Captain Bolt

would believe how sophisticated Marcus’ operations were. 

“And you can’t bring the actual owner of the salons?” 

“You fuckin’ kidding me? That means I gotta either bring some ghetto ass bitch or some fuckin’ ching chong slit eyed bitch to come with me. They ain’t gonna believe that either of them are the actual owners of the entire fuckin’ operations shit.” 

“So who actually does the whole operations shit?” 

“Dat’s me of course. I need to keep an eye on dat shit, but I can’t go up to them fuckin’ Italians and tell them dat. They ain’t gonna believe me,” Marcus replied. 

“Because you are some ignorant nigga,” Brooke responded. 

Marcus shook his head with a grin and tossed his blunt onto the ground. He pointed at her and continued shaking his head as the blunt slowly faded away into ashes. 

“Always walkin’ dat fuckin’ edge. But yeah, you fuckin’ got it. Them white boys ain’t gonna think a nigga be smart enough to own them type of operations. They fuckin’ expect me to either just deal shit, shoot shit, or be behind fuckin’ bars,” 

Marcus said. 

Brooke nodded and leaned back on her own chair. “I’m in.” 

Marcus tapped Lamar on the shoulder and stood up. The two walked off, quietly discussing something as Brooke sat alone. They were probably discussing logistics, what she was scheduled to do, and to change any plans they had for her. 

“Yo, Queen Bee, what were you doin’ on Thursday night? Was you makin’ a run with Big Mack to pick up some drops?” Lamar asked. 

Brooke scratched her chin as she closed her eyes and tried to recall her schedule. 

After a couple moments of silence she nodded. 

“Yeah, sounds about right,” she replied. 

The two continued talking in hushed whispers. Lamar would occasionally shake his head. Marcus took out another blunt, handed it to Lamar and pulled yet another for himself. The two lit up and shook hands before making their way back to Brooke. 

“Aight, change of plans. You goin’ with my cuz to meet dem fuckin’ Guidos on Thursday. In return, you get Friday off to do whatever you want,” Lamar informed. 

“Sounds good to me. Marcus, you want me to say anything during the meeting?” 

Brooke asked. 

“Nah, nah, you just sit there and act like some sort of beauty queen or some shit. 

You just light headed but good with taking orders, that’s all they need to think,” 

Marcus answered. 

“And Big Mack will pick yo ass up. I’ll call him with instructions,” Lamar added. 

“Fair enough,” Brooke replied as she stood up. 

Brooke would have to report to Captain Bolt and inform him of the fact that this gang of thugs was also allied with Italians, which also met the Mafia or an offshoot of the Mafia was involved. She began to wonder just how far reaching this group was. 

“See you on Thursday,” Marcus said. 

Brooke nodded and headed out. As she neared the exit, she saw Big Mack, quietly standing around, smoking a cigar. As she got closer, she froze up and her heart raced as she saw a familiar face walk through. 

A tall, bald, slender black man with a small bit of hair on his chin walked in and was immediately surrounded by members of Lamar’s crew. He was well dressed, a three piece suit with a handkerchief in his left breast pocket. Big Mack looked him up and down before looking over at Brooke. 

“Whoa, look at dis fuckin’ nigga. Who you think you be, Uncle fuckin’ Tom?” 

One of the black thugs laughed. 

They circled him suspiciously, some with their hands close to their hips and showing off their guns. 

“Excuse me? I would ask that you refrain from calling me such a foul, degrading term.” The well dressed black man replied. 

Brooke tried to keep her distance as she tried to recall his name and where exactly she had seen him before. 

“Is you serious? Yo, who da fuck is dis nigga?” One of the other gangsters asked as they continued to circle him. 

“I’m here to see Marcus.” 

“And who you be?” 

“Tell him Charles Montgomery Carson, Esquire, is here to see him.” 

Brooke’s eyes lit up at his name. He was a defense attorney and she had seen him a handful of times back in New Jersey. She feared that he would recognize her and looked away as she walked closer to Big Mack. 

“Esquire? Da fuck? You from the fuckin’ magazine? God damn, you doin’ an article or some shit Chuck?” 

“The name is Charles, and you will address me as Mister Carson. Now please, I need someone to inform Marcus that I am here to see him as scheduled by his employers.” 

“Nigga what? Marcus ain’t tell us about no meeting with no fuckin’ magazine. 

You wait like everyone else, and we tell Marcus when we feel like it.” 

Big Mack shook his head as he slowly began to lumber towards the commotion. 

Brooke sighed, knowing she had to follow him towards the group. 

“Again, I would kindly ask that you refrain from using such language when referring to me.” 

Big Mack reached forward and grabbed the gangster by the neck and threw him, almost across the entire floor. He then punched another hard in the gut before

nodding at Charles. 

“You. Tell Marcus that Charles is here. All you other ignant mothafuckas take note, this man here is a fuckin’ lawyer. He’s the one that keeps your fuckin’

dumbasses out of the cages,” Big Mack barked as he pointed at them. 

Charles nodded back and calmly pulled out his handkerchief and wiped his forehead before placing it back. He glanced over at Brooke and she froze. If he recognized her, she was absolutely screwed. He gave her a quick smile before looking forward again and straightening his blazer. 

Big Mack sauntered over to Brooke and led her out of the warehouse. She looked back to see Marcus rush out and greet Charles. Yet another item to take note and report to her task force. 

“Is he really a lawyer?” Brooke inquired, knowing full well Big Mack’s answer. 

“Yeah…” Big Mack responded. 

“What’s wrong?” 

“If that nigga is around, that’s usually bad news,” he replied. 

“What did he mean? That Marcus’ employers sent him?” 

“If you ain’t know what that means, then you ain’t privy to that information,” he responded coldly. 

Brooke knew not to question any further if Big Mack was in this type of mood. 

She’d have to wait and ask later, maybe get him high or drunk first. Patience was key in situations like these, and it killed Brooke to have to wait for information. 




***

Brooke nervously looked around as she stood in front of the small Italian restaurant. Marcus was beside her, as was Big Mack. Lamar obviously had not been asked to attend as Marcus knocked on the door. 

A tall white man in a nice suit opened the door and nodded at them. He kept the door open and silently watched as they entered. His eyes lingered on Brooke for

a moment before he closed the door and led them down the empty restaurant. 

“You guys closed in the middle of lunch?” Marcus asked. 

“We only open for dinner,” the man replied with a heavy New York accent. 

They walked down a small hallway, through the kitchen, and finally out to another large room in the back. There was a large circular table set up with a cloth covering it. An old white man sat silently at the table, his mouth slightly agape. When he saw them, he waved them in and tapped under the table. 

A slender black woman slid out from underneath the table, wiped her lips with the back of her hand and walked off. Marcus grinned and stared at her supple round ass as she walked off. Another suited man made his way out from a small bathroom, the sounds of the toilet flushing briefly filling the room as he stepped out. 

“Damn man, look at dat piece of ass! Didn’t know you was into redbones,” 

Marcus laughed as he sauntered over and extended his hand. 

The older white man laughed and shook Marcus’ hand. He glanced over at Big Mack and Brooke before leaning back on his chair and extending his other hand at the empty seats around the table. 

“Come, venga, sit. Buon pomeriggio! Luciano, get them some wine,” the older man greeted and ordered as he pointed at the suited man who had led them there. 

Big Mack grunted as he sat in his seat, and Brooke sat next to him. Marcus sat down on the seat that was closest to the old man. The suited man who had walked out from the small bathroom sat on the last chair, placed right next to Big Mack. 

“Marcus, my boy, how have you been?” The old man asked as he dug into his blazer’s pocket and pulled out a cigar. 

“Not bad, not bad. You?” 

“Oh, you know me. Amando la vita! Loving life! You know my boy Charlie, right?” The old man asked as he tapped the suited man. 

“Nah, we ain’t never meet. Sup Charlie,” Marcus greeted. 

Charlie nodded in return and looked up as Luciano walked in carrying a bottle of wine and five wine cups. As he circled the table lining up the cups, Charlie pulled out a cigar of his own and snipped the tip. 

“And who is the lovely lady you bring us?” The old man asked as he looked over at Brooke. 

“This be my home girl that runs my beauty salons. Brooke, meet Salvatore,” 

Marcus introduced. 

Brooke nodded and gave Salvatore a smile. “Nice to meet you.” 

Salvatore looked her up and down before turning his attention back to Marcus. 

He took a long puff of his cigar and grinned. 

“Beauty salons? When were you in that business?” He questioned. 

“Makes good money in the streets and it's the best way for me to clean my money,” Marcus responded. 

“My boy, you can’t use beauty salons. There’s no palle, no balls. How will anyone take you seriously?” Salvatore asked as he bit on his cigar. 

Marcus stared at Salvatore and Brooke felt uneasy as she glanced over at Big Mack. After a few minutes of silence, he busted out laughing and grabbing his crotch. 

“Man, I got balls, you wanna see my balls? Shit, in the hood there ain’t much business I can use man. You got restaurants and bars and shit. But try opening that shit in the hood and see what happens. No one gonna believe that it has customers, and it’ll be investigated within days,” Marcus laughed. 

Salvatore laughed heartily and pulled his cigar out of his mouth as he coughed. 

Brooke breathed out a sigh of relief and smiled. Charlie shook his head and took a puff of his own cigar. 

“So, you wanted to meet to discuss getting additional packages of our goods?” 

Salvatore asked. 

“Yeah, just one product,” Marcus replied. 

“Are you expanding operations?” Charlie interrupted. 

Marcus glanced over at him and shook his head. “Nah man, not expanding. It’s actually not for my business.” 

Salvatore raised an eyebrow and tapped his cigar on the table, letting the ashes fall to the ground. He leaned back, the old chair creaking as he did so. 

“Not for your business?” 

“Yeah, we need some extra shit for her,” Marcus said as he pointed at Brooke. 

“Her?” Salvatore questioned as he put his cigar back in his mouth while eyeing Marcus suspiciously. 

“Yeah, she needs it to make some sort of nail polish shit,” Marcus replied. 

“Nail… polish?” Salvatore repeated. 

“Yeah,” Marcus replied confidently. 

Charlie cleared his throat and tossed his cigar onto the ground. He stepped on it and loudly wiped his hands against each other before looking directly into Marcus’ eyes. The room went silent as the two locked eyes, reading each other intently. 

“Bullshit,” he said finally. 

“Excuse me?” Big Mack interrupted, leaning forward as if he was about to stand up. 

Marcus raised his arm and stopped the large black man from trying to threaten Charlie. 

“What’s bullshit?” Marcus questioned. 

“Nail polish? You come and meet with us to discuss additional deliveries for nail polish? You take us as fools?” Charlie barked angrily. 

“Yo man, you need to let up a bit. I ain’t asking for entire new shipments, just one item. Look the shit up, what you think we gonna do with one item? Can’t expand without getting everything,” Marcus replied. 

“Charlie, Charlie, calmati boy, calmati. He brings up a good point. Kind of strange that you are requesting an item for business you set up for cleaning money,” Salvatore agreed. 

“You questionin’ me? How long we be in dis biz?” Marcus fired back, sounding annoyed. 

“Yo man, its cause they think we just some ignant niggas,” Big Mack added. 

“Think?” Charlie responded, strategically moving to let them see his pistol. 

“Oh, you funny now,” Big Mack said, reaching back to show that he had a gun of his own. 

“It’s my fault,” Brooke interrupted. 

Everyone froze and Marcus briefly glared at her as the two Italians looked at her. 

She knew that Marcus wanted her to be silent, but reading the situation, she had to interrupt or else they most likely wouldn’t believe him. 

“Your fault?” Salvatore asked. 

“Yes. Being completely honest, I’m more than just the owner of the beauty salons, I’m also his cousin’s boo,” Brooke lied. 

Salvatore glanced over at Charlie. “Boo?” 

“Fidanzata,” Charlie whispered. 

Salvatore nodded and looked back over at Brooke. 

“I know Marcus wants the salons to be just a laundering thing, but I have plans. 

Some of those street girls really love my salons and I want to eventually get at least some of them legit. I want to show Marcus here that my business can be a lucrative opportunity for him. So… I asked his cousin to kind of… you know, ask for a favor,” Brooke continued. 

Charlie and Salvatore nodded as she finished. Salvatore tossed his own cigar onto the ground and smiled. 

“You think your salons can be a legitimate opportunity?” Salvatore questioned. 

“If I can keep my customers happy and keep ramping up business, I think it can. 

I make a lot of stuff homemade. Makes the hood rats feel like they’re going somewhere upscale. That nail polish that Marcus is talking about is one of those items. I even add little scents to them,” Brooke replied. 

The two Italians stared her down, trying to see if she was lying. Brooke felt uneasy again but remained confident as she stared right back at them. From all her years in the police force, she knew that there were times where confidence, full on bluffing, were the only solutions to selling a lie. 

“You might find it strange, but scented toenails get some guys really going. I mean, REALLY going. You ever seen them guys with foot fetish?” Brooke continued with a smile, leaning in towards Salvatore. 

He leaned in towards her in response, placing one hand on hers, the other on his chin as he stared at her. The entire room fell silent as he stared at her, reading her. Brooke kept calm, trying to look as innocent as possible. 

“Okay, but you have to promise me something,” Salvatore finally said, breaking the silence. 

“That is?” 

“If the business starts doing really well, I want an opportunity to invest in some,” 

he said. 

Marcus laughed and tapped Brooke on the shoulder. “Nah, not before I do.” 

The three laughed and Salvatore took out two more cigars. He handed one to Marcus, another to Big Mack, before pulling a third and lighting it up. 

“So, we have a deal then?” Marcus inquired as he pulled out his own lighter. 

“For the little lady here? Yes,” Salvatore replied as he puffed on his cigar. 

“Don’t you dare fuck us over with this though,” Charlie warned. 

“Figlio! Son, calmati,” Salvatore repeated. 

“Yeah boy, listen to yo pops, you need to chill,” Marcus agreed. 

Charlie glared at Marcus but kept silent. Salvatore tapped his son on the shoulders and rose up his wine cup. 

“Go on, drink, this is how we seal our agreements,” he said as he looked over at Brooke. 

Brooke smiled and raised her glass, followed by Marcus and Big Mack. Charlie was the last to raise his glass. 

“Salud!” Salvatore said. 

“Salad,” Marcus replied. 

Salvatore, Charlie and Brooke laughed while shaking their heads as Marcus and Big Mack gulped down the wine. Brooke took a sip of her wine and glanced over at Charlie and then at Marcus. This couldn’t have been the first time they met, and judging by the hostility there was definitely something burning between the two. 

“Now Marcus, let’s talk about your business then. You have this… what was it called Charlie?” 

“PDP,” Charlie replied. 

“Ah yes, PDP and then you have the Purple Dream. Are you going to continue selling both?” Salvatore inquired. 

“Yeah, but we gonna phase out Purple Dream from the Heights, and raise the price on PDP,” Marcus replied. 

“Good, good, you’re taking my advice,” Salvatore said with a smile. 

“You was right. We gonna move Purple Dream out to the projects, get rid of inventory there,” Marcus replied. 

“Molto bene! You learn very well.” 

Brooke was surprised to hear the Salvatore and the Italians were helping Marcus and his gang. This type of advice giving was rare. 

“And how is Antoine doing these days? You know, I haven’t heard from him in quite some time,” Salvatore inquired. 

There was a slight pause and Marcus glanced over at Big Mack. He stood up and tapped Brooke, signaling her to leave with him. Brooke let out an inaudible sigh and followed Big Mack. As they walked out to the dining area, Brooke leaned in toward the big black man. 

“Who’s Antoine?” She asked. 

Mack shook his head and crossed his arms. Brooke knew that this meant that this wasn’t the right time to ask. She had worked with him long enough now to know when to ask and when not to. No matter how high she rose through the ranks, there constantly seemed to be a limit to the information she would be privy to. 

The two quietly stood outside the restaurant, the cold winter breeze causing Brooke to momentarily shiver. Big Mack pulled off his thick coat and put it around Brooke’s shoulders. 

“You did good back there,” he commented. 

Brooke smiled as she looked up at him. “Wow, a compliment?” 

“Whatever Bee, you know I’m always talkin’ yo ass up,” Mack laughed. 

“You think Marcus will take it that way?” 

Big Mack rubbed his chin and shrugged. He took out a small blunt and lit it up before handing it to her. After taking another one out and lighting it, he puffed on it. 

“He might not. Don’t worry though, I got yo back,” Mack answered finally. 

Brooke sighed, nodded and took a big puff of her own. The two remained silent, watching as random people walked by. This restaurant was most likely a way for

the Italians to launder their drug money with legitimate transactions. 

There was a small buzzing and Mack dug into his pocket. He pulled out his phone, glanced at it and then answered. 

“Sup? Yeah… she still here. Yeah? Aight… Aight dawg, I’ll be there. You good? 

Aight, aight, I’m comin’ around,” Big Mack said. 

Brooke nervously stared up at him as he hung up. He stared down at her for a moment before giving her a big smile. 

“You good to go. Marcus seemed pretty happy with yo performance,” Big Mack informed. 

“No shit?” 

“Yeah, fuckin’ straight up impressed. That’s pretty rare for him. I gotta go back in there for some other shit but he said you could go on home. Do what you gotta do and you get tomorrow off. Actually, you get the whole fuckin’ weekend off. 

Daria will take your spot on the stage and Marcus will still pay out for your night,” Big Mack continued. 

“Holy fuck, are you serious?” Brooke replied, surprised. 

“Yeah Queen Bee. Can you get home from here?” 

“Sure, I’ll get an Uber or something,” Brooke answered. 

“Aight, have a good night,” Mack said as he tossed his blunt away and stepped back into the restaurant. 

Brooke grinned as she watched him head in. This was the first time in a long time that she actually had a night off. It was a strange feeling but she tossed her blunt and pulled out her phone. She’d have to call Captain Bolt to give him an update but before she did, she figured she’d let off a little steam. 




***

Loud music echoed and lights flashed throughout the club as Brooke danced away. She figured she’d take the day off, not just as a member of Marcus’ crew

but as an undercover cop. It had been too long since she had let herself just go with the flow and enjoy her life. She flipped her hair back and raised her arms in the air as the music reached a new level of bass. 

Far off on the other side of the dance floor, but still in direct eyesight, Brooke saw a tall, dark black man with a sharp tapered fade haircut. He was in a crimson button up shirt with thin white vertical lines running through it. His look was finished off with nicely ironed out pants and a bright silver buckle on his black belt. The two locked eyes and Brooke gave him a small smile. 

She watched as he danced his way towards her. As he got closer, Brooke moved towards him. He had small white diamond earrings on each earlobe that shined brighter each time the lights in the room passed by them. 

“Hey,” he said as he leaned in. 

“Hey yourself,” Brooke replied. 

“What’s your name?” 

“Brooke, you?” 

“Cam.” 

“Cam? Like the football player?” 

“Yeah, that’s right,” he answered as he got closer and placed his hands on her hips. 

Brooke turned around and began to grind her ass against his crotch. He leaned in, his hot breath brushing by her neck. 

“You from around here girl? I ain’t never seen you before,” he whispered. 

Brooke turned her head, her lips extremely close to his. 

“Nope, new in town,” she answered. 

Her crotch grew hot as the two began to grind away on the dance floor. She could feel his member as it pressed against her ass. It had been a long time since

Brooke felt this type of excitement. 

Brooke opened up her legs and he slid his right leg between them. His thick, muscular thigh gently pressed against her hot crotch. She responded by grinding her crotch against his thigh, the folds of her sex growing wetter by the moment. 

He leaned in, his hot breath brushing by her neck. Brooke let out a little moan in excitement and turned her head, locking lips with him. His thick black lips easily enveloped hers as his tongue pushed into her mouth. 

The music grew louder and the lights darkened. Brooke was lost in the moment, feeling his member grow hard as she rubbed her crotch against his leg. She pulled away and smiled as she turned and wrapped her arms around his neck. 

“Why don’t we take this somewhere private?” He whispered into her ear. 

Brooke grinned and leaned in, lightly licking his ear lobe. She then nibbled at it before letting out a small moan. The warm air brushed by his ear and she felt his manhood tremble within his pants. 

“Why don’t we head back to my place?” She suggested. 

He nodded and Brooke turned, grabbing his hand and pulling him along behind her. She purposefully shook her ass left and right, giving him a little show to follow. He smacked her ass lightly as they stepped out of the dark club. 

Cam waved one of the valets in and handed him a folded bill. The valet ran off, grabbing a key as he did. Within moments, a sleek, silver Mercedes coupe swung by and stopped on the side of the road. 

“Thanks,” the black man said as the valet stepped out. 

Brooke was surprised to see such a clean, expensive car. Cam noticed her surprised expression and grinned as he walked over to the passenger side. He opened the door and waved her in. 

“Come on in girl.” 

“Wow Cam, you’re doing better than I thought,” Brooke complimented as she stepped into the car. 

He lightly closed the door and headed over to the driver’s side. She looked around the sleek interior of the car and rubbed her fingers along the soft leather seat. Cam hopped in and grabbed the wheel. 

“Well, lead the way girl,” he said. 

“You know where the Brooklyn Heights are?” 

“The Heights? Damn girl, you talking about me doing well when you live up there?” Cam laughed as he shifted gears. 

“It ain’t much,” Brooke replied with a shrug. 

The wheels of the car squealed against the pavement as Cam pressed down on the accelerator. Brooke gripped onto her seat as he sped through traffic. When she was a cop, she drove just as high paced. She grimaced as she shook her head, she was still technically a police officer, she reminded herself. 




***

Cam leaned in and pressed his dark brown lips against Brooke’s. His muscular arms embraced her as he pushed her towards the bed. Brooke reached down towards his pants, practically ripping his belt off. 

He, in turn, pulled her top off and tossed it to the side. Her skirt was next as he dug into the waistband and peeled them off her ass. He paused to look down and admire her. 

“Damn, you fine,” he whispered. 

Brooke grinned and teased him, lightly moving her hips left and right. She was only in her bra and thong, both bright pink. Cam licked his lips as she reached back and undid her bra first, letting it almost slight off her soft, supple breasts. 

“You want to see this?” She teased as she pressed her bra against her breasts. 

“Fuck yeah,” he replied. 

“Let me see what you got then,” Brooke responded. 

Cam grinned and unbuttoned his crimson shirt. He peeled it off his body and Brooke licked her lips in approval. His body looked as though he were chiseled out of marble; peaks and valleys lining his smooth, dark skin. His pants were next, dropping down to reveal his tree trunk like legs. 

“Wow… guess you don’t skip leg day,” Brooke joked. 

“I don’t skip nothing,” Cam replied. 

Brooke’s eyes narrowed in on the bulge between his legs, being held at bay by his tight black boxer briefs. She reached down and rubbed at it, feeling it harden and press against the tight cotton. He leaned in and wrapped his arms around her, squeezing her ass cheeks and kissing her neck lightly. 

Her bra fell off her shoulders and onto the ground and he began to kiss lower and lower. She was soon pressed back against a nearby wall as he descended down to her breasts. Brooke gasped as his tongue slowly circled around her sensitive nipple, his hot breath causing small chills to run down her body. The folds of her sex grew wet as his tongue just barely grazed against the tip of her left nipple, teasing it. 

His right hand moved up her ass cheeks, up her lower back and around to squeeze her right breast. Two of his fingers pinched her other nipple and pulled at it. Brooke leaned her head back against the wall and gasped. His thick lips wrapped around her left nipple as he sucked on it while he continued to tease her right nipple with his fingers. 

“Mmm… yes…” Brooke moaned. 

He continued downward, kissing every inch of her body. His tongue rolled down her abs and paused at her belly button, circling around it before he made his way lower. His right hand moved away from her nipple and down to her ass, while his left hand moved towards her crotch. She gasped as she felt his hot breath brush against her thong and inner thigh. 

Brooke raised her right leg and placed it on his bulging left shoulder, giving him access to her sex, barely peeking out the side of her thong. He gently licked her inner thigh first, just barely letting the tip of his tongue touch the bit of her sex. 

It moved over her crotch, teasing her through the soft silky thong covering her. 

“Oh yes…” Brooke whispered. 

His tongue circled around her crotch as he massaged her inner thigh with one of his hands. She thrust her hips forward, letting his nose press against her clit. 

Cam skillfully continued to tease her, making sure to keep his tongue pressed against her thong, and only occasionally teasing the bit of her labia sticking out to the side. 

“You like that?” Cam teased, his hot breath brushing against her anxious sex beneath her wet thong. 

“Yes, give me more,” Brooke pleaded. 

Cam grinned and moved his other hand between her legs. He wrapped his fingers around her thong and pulled it to the side, revealing her pussy and the small sliver of hair that was lined above it. His tongue circled around the lips of her sex first, just barely brushing past her sensitive clit before circling back down. 

Brooke placed one hand on the back of Cam’s head, running her fingers against his smooth, soft, finely cut hair. Her other hand moved up to her left breast, squeezing her nipple as she pushed her crotch closer towards Cam. She gasped as his tongue gently entered her when she thrust her hips forward. 

Cam was quick to react, pulling his tongue out and opting to only lick the lips of her sex again. Brooke looked down, feeling frustrated as she tried to grind her crotch against his face. Cam grinned and pulled back. 

“Nah, nah, don’t work like that girl. I’m taking my time with this sweet, sweet, pussy,” he teased. 

“What?” 

“Come on, tell me what you want,” Cam ordered. 

“I want you to lick me,” Brooke replied. 

“Yeah? Lick you where?” 

Brooke shook her head and smirked. She moved her other hand down between

her legs and spread her pussy lips open with her index and ring fingers. Cam nodded in approval as she sank her middle finger into her wet pussy. 

“Right here… lick my pussy,” she whispered. 

“Mmm, damn sexy,” Cam said as he licked his lips. 

He leaned in, his lips covering her wet sex and she pulled her hand away. His tongue pressed against her pussy and slowly pushed in. Brooke moaned as she felt his warm tongue swirl around, gently moving up and down as it entered. 

Her juices flowed as she pushed her hips forward, pressing her clit against his nose. His tongue circled around inside, exploring her as his hand crept down around her ass. She gasped as she felt one of his fingers gently caress her backdoor, just barely pushing against it. 

Brooke closed her eyes and shook her head slightly. It seemed that every black man she had met had a fascination with teasing her backdoor. Another moan escaped her lips as his tongue slithered down, sliding between her ass cheeks and teasing her asshole. 

His warm, soft tongue circled around before making its way back up between her legs, past her wet pussy lips. She pressed her lower body against him, rubbing her clit against his nose. Cam placed both his arms under her legs and grunted as he began to stand. 

“Whoa! Whoa there!” Brooke yelled. 

She opened her eyes and placed her hands around his head to balance herself as he lifted her off the ground. Her legs wrapped tightly around his head as he lifted her up to the ceiling. She gasped as his tongue plunged into her sex, circling around and hitting her most sensitive parts. 

Brooke was amazed by his brute strength as she straddles his shoulders. Her hands trembled as she held tightly onto the back of his head. She had never been lifted into the air like this before, with a man’s face buried deep between her legs and his tongue sliding all around inside her wet pussy. 

He slowly turned around and made his way closer to her bed. She cried out in surprise as he lowered her while bending forward. Brooke felt weightless for a

moment as she fell straight down onto her soft, plush bed. Cam was quick, pressing his hands against her inner thighs and spreading her legs wide open. 

Brooke reached above her head and grabbed onto her sheets as she felt Cam’s tongue circle around inside her pussy. She gasped and moaned as she felt his fingers tease her backdoor at the same time. Her own juices flooded Cam’s senses as her pussy clamped tightly around his tongue. 

“Oh yes… yes… right there… that feels so good…” Brooke moaned. 

Cam’s tongue was amazing agile and flexible, flicking upward while also managing to curl downward slightly at the same time. Brooke arched her back as she squeezed her sheets, her toes also curling around the soft cotton. One of Cam’s hands slid down her inner right thigh and between her legs. 

She gasped as he pulled his tongue back and flicked it against her clit. His long, slim index finger pushed in between the folds of her sex, penetrating deep inside her. He turned his palm upward and slid his middle finger alongside his index finger. Once both fingers were deep inside her wet pussy, he curled his fingers, making a ‘come here’ motion. 

“Oh… oh fuck… yes… YES!” Brooke moaned loudly. 

His fingers rubbed against her sensitive g-spot, pressing against the moist, sensitive spot deep inside her. She gasped and arched her back further as he continued rubbing his fingers while circling his tongue around her clit. A warm glow slowly overtook her body, flashing through her like a hot ember rolling along her spine. 

She gritted her teeth as she closed her eyes and screamed. The warmth between her legs exploded, flooding her senses. She felt numb momentarily as she trembled with her back still arched. His fingers continued to rub her most sensitive spot while his tongue flicked faster and faster against her sensitive clit. 

Her pussy clamped tightly around his fingers as her juices flowed down them. 

Cam reached up with his other hand and squeezed her left nipple, pulling lightly at it while he twisted it gently. Her toes dug into her bed sheets as she twirled her upper body left and right. 

“Ohgodohgodohgodohgod…” Brooke moaned. 

She tensed up as her climax peaked. A soft warmth gently rolled through her as Cam slowed his movements, letting her ride out the end of her orgasm. His tongue slowly made its way down her pussy lips as he pulled his fingers out. He brought his two wet fingers up and placed them against her lips as his tongue made its way lower, down to her tightly clenched asshole. 

Brooke parted her lips, letting his fingers slide into her mouth. She tasted her own tartly juices and swirled her tongue around. Her lips pressed tightly around his fingers as she moved her head back and forth, welcoming him to put something else between them. 

Cam continued to circle the tip of his tongue against her sensitive asshole while slowly sliding his fingers back and forth. His other hand was still teasing and squeezing her left nipple. Brooke lightly nibbled on his fingers as Cam pulled up. 

He made his way up her body, kissing every inch as he moved. His body moved to the side and his left hand moved away from her nipple and down to her ass, grabbing onto her thin thong and pulling down her ass. Brooke closed her legs to let him slide it off her legs and past her feet. She immediately spread her legs wide open again, letting Cam move between them. 

His lips soon locked against hers, his tongue swirling around within her mouth. 

Brooke did the same, sliding her tongue against his. She excitedly reached down between her legs, wrapping her fingers around his hardened shaft. 

The tip of his big black cock bounced against the top of her belly button, his shaft pressing down against her sopping wet pussy lips. She was surprised not only be the length but the immense girth of his cock. It felt hot and hard in her palm as she squeezed it, slowly sliding her hand up and down. 

She wrapped her legs around his and moved her hips, letting his shaft rub along the lips of her pussy. Cam’s tongue continued to intertwine with her, their lips locked as the two wrapped their arms around one another. Brooke gripped tightly as she turned her body, slowly spinning Cam onto his back with her on top. 

She pulled back and kissed his neck, her tongue gently rolling across his smooth ebony skin. Her head moved up, her tongue continuing to slide along his sharp, powerful jaw and onward up to his ear. 

“I am going to taste some of that chocolate,” she whispered as one hand brushed his shaft. 

His cock hardened at her words and she grinned. Her body lifted away from his as he released her, his arms falling to his sides. She carefully spun herself around, slowly placing her knees on either side of Cam’s head. A small groan escaped Cam’s lips as her pussy gently landed on his lips. 

Brooke bent forward, her lips touching the tip of Cam’s throbbing shaft. She blew at it gently, letting her hot breath slide by the sensitive head of his cock. 

Cam reciprocated by sliding his tongue gently against the entrance to her wet hole. 

His nose pressed against her backdoor as his tongue plunged in deeper. Brooke gasped and slid her tongue slowly around the sensitive tip of Cam’s cock. She lightly flicked it where the tip met the shaft. 

She got in closer, pressing her lips against his ebony skin. Her mouth enveloped the head of his thick cock and she sucked in her cheeks, her spit gently rolling onto his shaft. Cam groaned and squeezed her ass cheeks, spreading them slightly as his tongue slid down the lips of her sex. The tip of his tongue gently caressed the entrance of her backdoor, sending shivers down Brooke’s spine. 

Her tongue rolled around the tip as she continued sucking in her cheeks. She slurped as she tried to squeeze her lips around his shaft. Cam’s hot breath rushed by her ass cheeks as he breathed out through his nose, his tongue sliding back down between her legs and against her wet sex. 

Brooke pulled back and gasped as his tongue flicked from side to side, faster and faster with each hot breath. She felt a tingling sensation between her legs as she tensed up, heat rushing through her trembling body. Cam pressed his index finger against the entrance to her backdoor as his tongue plunged into her sex. 

“Oh… Yes… yes…” Brooke moaned. 

Her own hot breath brushed by his glistening shaft, making it tremble before her. 

She grabbed his shaft and pulled his cock towards her mouth, sliding it between her lips again. Cam groaned as her warm mouth surrounded his sensitive cock. 

She reached down with her other hand, gently cupping his big black balls and

massaging them within her palm. Her other hand continued to slide up and down, stroking his slick, black shaft as she continued sucking on the tip. Cam’s tongue shook inside her as he sped up, the room filling with the slick sounds of her wet pussy. 

“Mmm… I’m going to give you one hell of a fucking,” Brooke said as she pulled back and hopped off. 

Her body was on fire as she spun around and straddled him. She teased his cock, pressing her pussy against his shaft and grinding her hips back and forth. Her slick juices covered his spit covered shaft as she reached down with one hand and continued to play with his balls. 

“Damn girl, I think it’s gonna be the other way around,” Cam groaned as he reached up and grabbed her soft, supple breasts. 

His large hands roughly squeezed her tits, his fingers pinching her hard nipples. 

Brooke moaned and lifted her hips up a bit while reaching between her legs and pulling his shaft upwards. She rubbed the tip of his cock against her wet pussy lips, constantly teasing it, along with her clit. Cam tensed up as the thick tip of his cock pressed against the entrance to her sex. 

Brooke gripped tightly onto his shaft as she carefully lowered herself on him. 

She felt his thick cock slowly enter into her, spreading her pussy open as it pushed upwards. Her pussy clamped around his cock immediately, squeezing and kneading at the tip of Cam’s thick member as he entered. 

“Oh… fuck…” Brooke moaned. 

She released his shaft and placed both her hands on his smooth, broad chest. Her fingers pressed against him as she lowered herself bit by bit. Every little ridge of his shaft sent shivers through her and every small throb echoed throughout her body. She bit her lower lip, closed her eyes and tossed her head back as his shaft pushed in, deeper and deeper between her legs. 

“Ungh… damn girl… so damn tight,” Cam groaned. 

His hands moved down to her hips and squeezed as he pushed his hips upward. 

Brooke gasped, her fingers digging into his chest as his cock thrust upward, surprising her. His immense girth, coupled with his long, throbbing shaft was

making her head spin. She arched her back as she lowered down further, his clit rubbing against the base of his cock. 

“Ooo… that’s it girl, now grind them hips,” Cam moaned as he reached around and squeezed her ass cheeks. 

Brooke complied, moving her hips in circled as she grinded her crotch against his. His thick, throbbing member was deep inside her, stretching her out. Her toes dug into her soft bed sheets, clenching tightly onto the silky fabric as she continued to grind her lower body in circles. 

Cam squeezed her ass cheeks tighter as he began to move his hips. He gave her ass a light smack with his right hand before he reached up and grabbed her by the hips again. With his steady grip, he began to pull her up and down atop his cock, letting his thick shaft plunge in and out of her, finished off by his balls smacking loudly against her ass. 

“Oh, that’s it, ride that dick,” Cam grunted. 

He began to thrust his hips harder, pounding into her faster and faster. The loud echoes of his balls smacking against her pussy filled the room. Brooke leaned forward, pressing her breasts against his chest and locking lips with Cam. Their tongues intertwined as and she ran her hand along his smooth chin, up to his ear and then along his short cropped hair. She kissed his neck, and then his ear, licking his earlobe and circling around his ear. 

“Is that it? I thought you said it was the other way around,” Brooke teased as she whispered into his ear. 

“Damn girl, I am gonna wreck this pussy,” Cam replied with a grin. 

He wrapped his powerful arms around her upper body, grabbed a handful of her hair and began to hammer his hips in and out. Brooke tilted her head back and squealed as he smashed his cock harder and harder into her. His heated, throbbing member slid in and out, like a piston going full speed. 

“Oh… oh… unf… yes… yes… YES!” Brooke screamed as she thrust her hips to match Cam’s. 

Her belly filled with warmth as she felt her climax rush through her. Brooke

gritted her teeth and tensed up as she felt a ball of heat explode through her like fireworks. Her entire body tingled before it went numb. A chilling sensation rolled right on after the heat shot through. 

“Yes! YES! I’m cumming!” Brooke yelled as she held tightly onto Cam’s head. 

He didn’t seem to care, thrusting without any reservations. His thick cock slammed in and out of her, his balls hitting wildly against her now overly sensitive pussy. Her nipples pressed against his chest as she bit his earlobe and moaned. 

She drooled slightly as the pleasure overtook her. Brooke’s body tensed up again as she reached the peak of her climax. Her pussy clamped tightly around his shaft as she rubbed her lower body against him. Cam’s thick cock had a harder time sliding as the lips of her sex wrapped tightly around it, but luckily her juices kept the path slick. 

“Fuck… yes… don’t fucking stop!” Brooke screamed. 

He held her even tighter as he thrust his hips, the entire bed shaking wildly as he pounded away. Brooke moaned loudly as the two began to turn, and within moments, he was on top of her, grinding his cock around. She gasped and spread her legs wide open, her climax having peaked and her body finally coming back around to some sort of normalcy. 

Cam pulled his upper bad back and grabbed onto her ankles. He held onto them tightly as he thrust his lower body back and forth. Brooke looked down between her legs, mesmerized as his chiseled abs flexed and unflexed with each powerful stroke. She reached down between her legs with her left hand and began to rub her clit, further stimulating her already intense feelings of ecstasy. 

Her back arched as she felt another ball of heat circling through her body. She reached to her side with her right hand and gripped tightly onto the silk sheets. 

Cam pounded away, thrusting his hips at full force, making the entire bed shake as well as causing her to slide up the bed towards the wall. He gripped tightly onto her ankles and pulled her legs up towards her shoulders as he straightened his legs, practically bending her in half. 

“Ungh… ungh… yeah… yeah! This pussy be mine!” Cam grunted. 

Brooke’s toes rubbed against the silk sheets above her head, her thighs pressed down against her breasts and she had an even better view of his thick, long cock sliding in and out of her. Her pussy squeezed tightly around his shaft, pulling back each time he slid out. The contrast between her pink pussy and his black cock was mesmerizing. She could even see her juices as they clung to his shaft, making it glisten even more. 

“Yes! Yes! That’s it! OH GOD! YES! FUCK! FUCK ME! FUCK ME!” Brooke screamed at the top of her lungs. 

The flames within her body sparked again, the pleasure hitting its absolute peak once again. She closed her eyes and crossed her toes while holding tightly onto her silk sheets. The second climax was even more powerful than the last. The world around her seemed to shake and her body grew extra sensitive. 

Even the slightest movement in the air made her gasp in pleasure. She could feel every little drop of sweat as it rolled along her smooth body. Cam’s throbbing member felt even more massive as her pussy clamped shut. 

“YES! YES! OH GAAAAAAAHHH!” Brooke’s voice gave out, unable to finish her screams of bliss. 

She could barely breathe as Cam continued to hammer away. She couldn’t balance herself on her upper back and began to rotate to the right. Cam took this as a chance to let go of her ankles and let her fall to her side. He pushed his cock deep into her and began to grind his crotch against hers, letting his cock tremble and twirl inside her. 

Brooke squealed as her climax peaked while she was on her side. She gripped tightly onto the sheets while also biting at her pillow. Her body had gone completely numb again, just barely tingling back to life. Cam grinned and grabbed her by the waist, pulling her up with him while rolling her onto her elbows and knees. 

He grabbed tightly onto her hips as he thrust wildly into her from behind. His right hand shifted onto her ass cheek, his thumb rubbing against her sensitive backdoor. Brooke pushed her face into her pillow as she thrust her lower body back against him. 

“Yes… yesyesyesyesyes…” She whispered. 

Cam spit between her ass cheeks and gently pressed his thumb into her tightly puckered backdoor. Brooke’s eyes widened in surprise and she arched her back, her eyes rolling back as she felt another intense heat rise, but this time from her ass. He gently shook his thumb while continuing to thrust in and the entirety of his long, slick shaft sliding in and out from her tight pink cunt. 

“Yeah, that’s it, who owns this pussy?” Cam questioned as he smacked her ass with his left hand. 

“Ungh… ungh… you do! Oh God! You do!” Brooke squealed in response. 

Her words seemed to drive him, making him thrust harder and faster. She could feel his cock quivering more and more with each hard stroke. His fat, black balls smacked loudly against her clit, only adding to the intensity. 

“Ah… shit… fuck…” Cam groaned as he pulled his cock out. 

Brooke fell forward, her legs giving out as he released her. He pushed his cock between her ass cheeks, sliding his shaft between them. The tip of his cock quivered and Brooke gasped as she felt his seed erupt onto her lower back and ass. He continued to slide his shaft up and down between her ass cheeks, making sure to place the tip against her asshole occasionally and shooting a couple streams of cum against it. 

“God damn…” He whispered as he stroked his glistening shaft. 

After he squeezed out the last drops of his cum onto her ass, he fell on his back on the bed right next to her. Brooke groaned as she sucked in deep, slow breaths. 

She could feel his hot seed slide around her lower back. Every time her backdoor clenched, his cum clung to it, feeling strange against her sensitive hole. 

“Fuck… can you grab a towel?” Brooke requested as she turned her head to look at him. 

“You got it,” Cam said as he bounced out of the bed. 

His thick black cock was still somehow rock hard, gently bouncing with each step. He walked into the bathroom and grabbed whatever towel was on the rack. 

Once he reached the bed, he leaned in, gave her a small kiss on the forehead and gently wiped her back and ass with the towel. 

“Look at you, such a gentleman, cleaning up after yourself,” Brooke laughed. 

“You fucking know it,” he replied as he finished wiping her body. 

“Damn, and you’re still hard?” Brooke said as she rolled to her side and flicked the tip of his cock with her finger. 

“Takes a lot to get this motherfucker down,” Cam replied proudly. 

Brooke licked her lips as she used one hand to support her head as she laid on her side. His glistening cock continued to bounce as he stood at the side of the bed. Her pussy clenched at the thought of his big black cock entering her again. 

He plopped himself onto the bed and placed his arm under her head. Brooke grinned and closed her eyes, his muscular arm acting as the perfect neck pillow. 

They both drifted off to sleep, the cool breeze coming through the window helping to cool down their hot sweaty bodies. 




***

Brooke slowly opened her eyes and rolled to her side. She gasped as she saw her clock and bolted awake. Cam was still next to her in the bed, sound asleep, her movements not startling or waking him. 

“Fuck,” she whispered. 

Cam slowly opened his eyes and looked up at her. He gave her a big smile, his white teeth sparkling. Brooke shook her head and stood up, shaking slightly as her legs felt weak. In fact, her entire body felt extremely sore. 

“Whoa girl, where you headed?” He asked. 

“I gotta work,” Brooke responded. 

“Work? Shit, you got an eight to five?” 

He got up on one elbow and moved my blanket off to the side, revealing his marvelous chiseled ebony body. Between his legs, his powerful black rod stood proudly, waiting to pleasure me yet again. My crotch grew warm at the sight and as much as I wanted to hop into bed and go another round, I knew that there

wasn’t enough time. 

“Sorry Cam. I’ve gotta head out and so do you,” I said. 

“Damn girl, you cold,” Cam said as he lumbered out of bed. 

“Oh come on, you knew what this was when you fucked me,” Brooke responded, placing a hand on her hips. 

“What? A one night stand? Nah girl, I was hoping for more,” Cam said. 

Brooke was surprised by his response. She hadn’t expected to get close with anyone while on her undercover operation. Her cover could be more easily blown if she had someone get too close to her. It could also put someone she cares about in danger. Both were not ideas that pleased her. 

“You’re kidding, right?” Brooke questioned coldly. 

“Nope. Trust me girl, I’m gonna show you what kind of man I am,” Cam replied as he grabbed his boxers and pants. 

She shook her head as she headed into the bathroom. After turning on the hot water to the shower, she grabbed her buzzing phone. Cam paused, glancing down to try to see who was calling me. 

“Your boo?” He asked. 

“No, my boss,” Brooke replied. 

After a small sigh, she swiped her phone, answering. 

“Hey Mack,” Brooke answered. 

“Yo, I know you had the night off and shit, but dat don’t mean you get today off. 

Lamar be askin’ ‘bout you, askin’ if you at yo station,” Big Mack replied. 

“I’m a little late, sorry,” Brooke apologized. 

“Shit Bee, you know Lamar and Marcus don’t play around with that kinda shit. 

Well, get hustlin’ girl. You got suction now wit that shit you did with them Italians. Don’t be losin’ it already,” Big Mack said. 

“I know, I know, I’m getting washed up right now,” Brooke informed. 

“You need a ride anywhere today?” Big Mack asked. 

“Nah, I can drive today if I need to,” Brooke responded. 

“Aight then. Hit me up tonight, I’ll see if Marcus wants you out tonight,” Big Mack said. 

“Okay, I’ll do that,” Brooke replied, instinctively nodding at the air in acknowledgement. 

Cam finished dressing up, zipping his pants and buckling his belt. He looked handsome, his clothes fitting his powerful physique perfectly. Brooke tossed her phone on the bed and headed into the bathroom, putting her hand in the shower to check that the water had warmed up. She gasped as she felt two powerful arms wrap around her, gently squeezing her upper body. 

“I’m serious girl, let me show you how good of a man I can be,” Cam whispered into her ear. 

Brooke smiled, rolled her eyes and turned around. The two locked eyes, the world seemingly slowing down around them for a moment. Hot steam from the shower surrounded them, like a light fog. 

Cam leaned in, his thick black lips enveloping her thin pink mouth. His tongue gently made its way past her parted lips, locking with hers. Brooke responded in kind, rolling her tongue around his way gently massaging his crotch with the back of her hand. 

As much as she wanted to feel his warm, naked body around her again, she knew she couldn’t. Not from just the limited time, but also from the fear of getting too attached. Cam was supposed to be a quick fling, something to ease her stress on her rare night off. No matter what he said, there was no way she’d be looking for a relationship with him. It was just too dangerous for both. 

She pulled back and gently tapped him on the chest, motioning for him to step back. Cam smiled at her but she responded by shaking her head. He immediately looked at her in confusion as she stepped back. 

“I’m sorry Cam, but you and me… it’s, it’s just not something I see working out right now,” Brooke informed. 

“What? Girl, you can’t be like that. Don’t be like that. I don’t know who might have broken your heart before but trust me, once you get to know me, I can-” 

“Cam, please, look, where I am right now, it’s not… I have priorities right now and you can’t be one of them,” Brooke interrupted. 

There was a brief moment of silence as Cam stared down at her. He sighed, his face full of frustration as he turned. Brooke bit her lower lip, holding off any further comments that tried to pass by. Cam briefly turned and gave her a small nod with a slight smile. 

“Well, you got my number. If you ever feel like your priorities could change, you know where to hit me up,” he said with a wink. 

“You are persistent, aren’t you?” 

“I’ll see you around,” Cam replied as he stepped out of the room, down the hall and out of the apartment. 

Brooke sighed and stepped into the shower, closing her eyes as the warm water rushed by her body. After showering quickly, she stepped out into her bedroom and looked around at the mess the two had caused from the night before. It was oddly silent, even with the loud hustle and bustle of the city outside. 

“Fuck…” Brooke whispered as she put a hand to her forehead. 

It was going to be a long day and a part of her regretted going out. Even more, she regretted hooking up with Cam. She couldn’t believe she had compromised her feelings while working undercover. 




***

“Queen Bee, come here,” Lamar ordered. 

Brooke yawned and stepped towards the silver Bentley parked on the side of the street. It wasn’t the usual car that Lamar rode around it. She found it strange and as she stepped closer, her heart stopped. Sitting in the backseat with Lamar was

none other than the lawyer she had seen the other day, Charles Montgomery Carson. 

“Oh shit,” Brooke whispered, instinctively putting her head down a bit while her eyes darted around. 

Charles was busy staring down at a stack of papers while Lamar was sticking his head out of the back window. Marcus was in the passenger side seat wearing a cap. 

“Hey Lamar,” Brooke greeted. 

“We was swinging by and I thought I’d introduce you to a very important man in our shop,” Lamar said as he moved back a bit. 

Charles put the papers he was reviewing on his lap, took off his glasses and looked over at her. There eyes locked and Brooke felt a strange chill run down her spine. Something about the way he looked at her was making her extremely worried. She’d run into him a couple of times, though they had never formally met when she was a beat cop. With him being a defense attorney, it was a given that he would often work against the police. 

“Hi,” Brooke greeted with a smile. 

“Is this the woman you were talking about?” Charles responded. 

“Yeah, she the one who got us the deal with the Italians,” Lamar replied. 

Charles eyed her up and down, placing the end pieces of his glasses against his lower lip. He had an uneasy expression on his face as he stared at Brooke. Lamar tapped him on the chest, breaking him out of the small trance like state. 

“Dis here be Charles,” Lamar introduced. 

“Have we met before?” Charles asked, pulling out the handkerchief on his breast pocket. 

“Uh, no, I don’t believe so,” Brooke lied. 

Charles calmly fogging his glasses with his hot breath before rubbing them with

his handkerchief. He stared down at his glasses as if he were in deep thought. 

Brooke gulped and dug through her back pocket. 

“You here to pick up today’s share?” She asked, trying to change the subject. 

“Nah, nah, Big Mack will swing by later. I’m on my way to the court house. 

Little nigga of mine be in a jam,” Lamar answered. 

“And Charles here is helping to break him out?” Brooke asked. 

Charles cleared his throat and crossed his legs as he put his glasses on and folded his handkerchief. He gently put it in the breast pocket of his ironed out blazer and stared right into Brooke’s eyes. 

“You may address me as Mister Carson in the future. Brooke, was it? I would rather not discuss what my duties are or are not when it comes to Lamar and Marcus. And, Lamar, I would appreciate if you would have the same courtesy when it comes to our business,” Charles warned. 

“Oh come on man, she’s trustworthy and shit man. We already put her through a trial by fire and shit,” Lamar responded. 

Charles lightly adjusted his glasses with his middle finger and sternly looked at Lamar. Brooke was surprised to see Lamar nervously move a bit closer to the window. 

“Let me rephrase my previous response. Our business is to remain as our business Lamar. The same goes to you Marcus. There are larger items at play here than your little empire building. And personally,” Charles looked over at Brooke. 

Another chill ran down her spine as his gaze pierced right through her. 

“I don’t know you. And yes, somehow you’re familiar to me. That is concerning in more ways than one. Now, I don’t mean to be rude, however we have very important business to attend to. Maybe we will meet again,” Charles said as he tapped the back of the driver’s seat. 

“Well, it was nice meeting you regardless,” Brooke responded. 

“It’s unfortunate that I cannot say the same. Let’s go,” Charles ordered. 

As the car moved forward, she saw Lamar give her a quick shrug. He rolled his eyes and tapped Charles on the shoulder. 

“Yo man, come on, dat wasn’t right,” Lamar said. 

Before Brooke could hear a response, the car was off, heading down towards downtown. She let out a small sigh of relief and walked back over to a bench. 

The rest of her crew were out selling PDP to old rich white businessmen that drove by. Brooke glanced around before putting in the small earpiece she had received a couple days back. 

“Anyone there?” Brooke whispered. 

She was met with silence. Brooke sighed and cursed under her breath as she sat on the bench. There was a small bit of static and then a familiar voice answered. 

“Brooklyn?” 

“Captain,” Brooke replied in a hushed voice. 

“Is everything okay? I hadn’t heard back since we first spoke,” Captain Bolt asked. 

“Yeah, a lot of shit has gone down since,” Brooke answered. 

“That bad, huh?” 

“Look, Captain, you mentioned that there was some corrupt shit going on in NYPD. Have you been able to get any more info?” Brooke inquired. 

“Unfortunately, no, I have been walking on eggshells. Cedric wants me to give details on what Jersey is doing.” 

“The Deputy Colonel right? Nipping at the Superintendent's heels?” 

“Correct. Look Brooklyn, do you know what Cedric looks like? Do you need us to send a photo?” 

“What? You don’t think he’s going to just go and show up in the fucking hood, 

do you?” 

“Language Brooklyn, language.” 

“Fuck language Captain. I’m putting my fucking life on the line here, I think I get a fucking pass. Do you really think the Deputy Colonel is going to come on down to the hood? And why would he? Do you think he’s the source of the leak?” 

“If not the source, then very close to it. Undercover cops are dying left and right and the Superintendent has some massive heat on him. Whatever suction I may have had is gone. We need to deliver on something for him so he can get some breathing room.” 

“Well you’re barking up the wrong fucking tree then. Cedric probably has his shit on lockdown. If you need something to feed the Superintendent, I may have some shit. Look, you know Charles Montgomery Carson right?” 

There was a pause. 

“The lawyer?” 

“Yeah, he’s here, right now. He’s been meeting with Marcus and Lamar,” Brooke informed. 

“He’s the one who’s always defending those low lives, right? The well dressed African American? The guy with the short trimmed afro? He always reminded me of Johnny Cochran, like a younger version of him.” 

“Captain, please, stop going off track. Time isn’t exactly something I have a lot of. But yes, him. Why the fuck would he be meeting with Marcus and Lamar?” 

“They’re low lives, aren’t they? That’s not going to do much to help the Superintendent,” Captain Bolt answered. 

“Thing is, he mentioned that he was meeting Marcus and Lamar because his clients were concerned. Think about that for a second, Captain Bolt. Someone hired Charles to talk with Marcus and Lamar,” Brooke replied. 

“And you think that this client is someone the Superintendent will be interested

in?” 

“Interested in? What if Cedric is the client? What if Cedric is the one who’s helping this group? Marcus and Lamar are small time, but they’re somehow connecting with the Italians. They’re making smart moves like creating different gangs, like a fucking federation of gangs. Independent from one another but still reporting to Marcus. These guys are playing at another level,” Brooke explained her thoughts. 

“Feels like a bit of a stretch,” Captain Bolt replied. 

“A stretch? Really? You think small time guys like Marcus just rise up out of the ranks like this? No one in the NYPD has anything on Marcus. Guy was a fucking ghost right? How does he go from nothing to running a criminal empire?” 

There was a pause as Captain Bolt remained silent. Brooke heard clacking on the line as if he were typing on a keyboard, loudly. She heard someone’s voice, in the background, a familiar male voice; Jake, her old partner before she went undercover. The two were going back and forth talking about Brooke’s theory. 

“Brooke?!” A voice called out. 

Brooke quickly put her hand to her side and turned her head to see her old roommate, Jen, and her boyfriend, Tim. They were obviously high as they wandered over to Brooke. She cursed under her breath and quickly reached up to her ear, acting as if she were scratching it before pulling out the small earpiece and popping it into her pocket. Tim was trying to walk with some sort of swagger, though he was failing miserably. 

“Girl! We never see you no more,” Jen said as she gave Brooke a hug. 

Tim nodded and stood to the side, one hand in his baggy jeans. Brooke rolled her eyes and shook her head as she saw him. 

“Yeah, I’ve been pretty busy lately.” Brooke answered. 

“Too busy to even see your home girls now?” Jen asked with a smile. 

“I know, I know, I should’ve swung by to see you and Sara. How’s the new

roommate?” 

“Eh, you know, she ain’t as good at keepin’ us in line and payin’ the rent. But she still cool,” Jen answered. 

“What are you two doing all the way out here?” Brooke questioned. 

“We heard this was the place to go for some PDP,” Jen answered. 

“Ah, you don’t have a supplier down near the Pits?” 

“Yeah, they got some, but it ain’t like, it ain’t like it used to be,” Jen replied. 

“Shit be weak,” Tim added. 

“The PDP is weak?” 

“Nah, Purple Dream be weak. Don’t know what my niggas be thinkin’ supplyin’

us that shit. Don’t even feel nothin’, you know?” Tim answered. 

Brooke couldn’t help but roll her eyes again. He was still trying to act like a thug. 

“Why don’t you get PDP then?” 

“They out,” Jen answered. 

“They’re out?” 

“Yeah, at least that’s what Cheez told me. He said the supply was limited,” Jen replied. 

Brooke couldn’t help but smirk as she heard Cheez’s name. She was relieved to hear that he was still doing his job, but at the same time, disappointed that he was still stuck living a dangerous life. At least when she was back in the Pits, she could mentor him. Now that she was out, she could only hope for the best for the young kid. 

“And so you decided to come all the way to the Heights?” 

“Well, I heard you moved up here and I heard you were selling PDP, so I figured

we could come up, see if we could get some,” Jen said. 

“And let me guess, you borrowed Sara’s car to get here?” Brooke asked as she dug around in her other pocket. 

“Yeah, she said I could drive it as long as I brought back some for her,” Jen answered. 

“How much do you need?” Brooke looked up at one of the street corner and pulled her hand out of her pocket, along with a small mirror. 

“So… like compared to Purple Dream, how much is it?” Tim asked. 

“Ten for three, or a twenty for seven. You get one free if you pay the twenty,” 

Brooke replied. 

“Damn… that’s pretty pricey,” Tim said as he glanced over at Jen. 

“Well, you’re buying from the Heights. It’s definitely going to be cheaper elsewhere. My clients are different than in the streets,” Brooke replied. 

“Do you think we could get a discount?” Jen inquired. 

“Jen, seriously?” Brooke sighed. 

Jen sheepishly smiled and gave a small shrug. Brooke couldn’t help but roll her eyes again as she looked at Jen and Tim. She could have easily told them that there was no discount; it was no skin off her back to lose these two as friends. 

They weren’t really even that important for her cover anymore, if they ever were before. Yet, she couldn’t help but feel sorry for the two. 

“How much do you have on you?” She asked. 

Tim dug through his pockets and pulled out a couple of crumpled bills. He handed it to Jen, who then pulled out a few crumpled bills of her own. She didn’t even bother to try to count the money as she handed it to Brooke. 

“Seriously?” Brooke questioned as she stared down at the crumpled dollar bills. 

“Yeah… Oh wait, hold on Sara gave me some money too,” Jen said as she dug

through her back pocket. 

“For fuck’s sake,” Brooke whispered under her breath. 

Another batch of badly beaten bills popped out from her pocket. Jen handed it over and waited anxiously. Brooke sighed and began counting through the dollars. Some of the bills were badly torn or discolored. She paused as she looked through some of the dollars. 

“Wait a second…” She whispered. 

The bills weren’t a light green or even washed out; they were pale. Brooke gritted her teeth as she realized they were fake bills printed on paper and rolled around to try to fool people. She glanced up at Tim who was fidgeting back and forth. It was obviously his doing. 

“Motherfucker…” Brooke mouthed. 

“What’s uh… what’s wrong?” Tim asked sheepishly. 

Brooke debated on whether or not to bring the fake bills to his attention. He would most likely deny it. She wondered if it was worth her time to even deal with these two. After a moment, she crumpled up the dollar, put them in her right pocket and raised three fingers in the air. 

“Okay, head on over to that corner over there. My runner will drop something off for you,” Brooke informed. 

“So… I saw three fingers there. We only uh… you know, getting three pieces?” 

Tim asked. 

“Just go pick your shit up,” Brooke replied. 

“Oh, aight. Thanks!” Tim said as he wandered off with Jen. 

Brooke walked back over to her bench and took the earpiece out of her pocket. 

She plugged it back in her ear as she watched Tim and Jen wander off to the corner of the building she had pointed at. 

“Captain?” Brooke whispered. 

“Brooklyn?” 

“Hey, sorry about that. Customers,” Brooke responded. 

“Customers? That’s what you call them?” 

“Look, don’t give me a hard time right now, all right? So, what do you think about my theory on Cedric?” 

“I don’t know Brooklyn, it still sounds like a big stretch. Why in the world would the Deputy Colonel do that? Why build an empire when he can just leak what he needs to leak?” Captain Bolt replied. 

“Captain, come on, think bigger picture here. Once enough cops start screaming and shouting, the Superintendent steps down and a replacement has to be found, right? Cedric isn’t just going to slide on in, he needs to hit a homerun. What’s the best home run he can hit? Taking down a drug ring,” Brooke explained. 

“So you think he’s building up this Marcus, only to take him down?” 

“Oh for fuck’s sake… I swear, I deserve a promotion after this to detective.” 

Brooke replied. 

“Brooklyn, language.” 

“Look, I’ve been trying to figure out why Marcus isolated up his groups. He’s probably got a group that’s going to take the fall. Once he hands Cedric one of his groups, he gets a free pass to do whatever he wants in these parts. Cedric gets a major drug bust, some massive arrests, gets promoted and Marcus keeps the other groups quiet. Keeps the streets clean for Cedric’s grand coronation,” 

Brooke explained. 

“You… wow… that’s actually…” Captain Bolt paused. 

Brooke could hear him tapping his pen against a nearby pen. She glanced around, making sure no one was looking at her. It wasn’t until this call that she was able to put the fragmented pieces together. Though, there was still the question of what Marcus was doing with the Italians and... 

“Actually, there was one more name that came up recently, an Antoine. Salvatore

mentioned him before I was more or less told to leave,” Brooke started. 

“Antoine? Did you get a last name?” Captain Bolt asked. 

“No, they’re not exactly giving this information away like candy,” Brooke replied. 

A familiar silver Mercedes coupe sped by and Brooke froze, her eyes following the car. She squinted her eyes, trying to see if she could possibly see the driver but the dark tint along with the speed of the car made it impossible. Her head tilted as she saw a van following the car. 

“Sorry Captain, I have to go,” Brooke said as she pulled the earpiece out. 

“Shit… That can’t be,” she whispered. She hopped off the bench and hurriedly made her way to the street. The Mercedes turned hard into a parking lot, followed by the van. Brooke recognized the van for sure, it was one of Lamar’s, used for transporting PDP. 

She cursed under her breath as she made her way into the structure, carefully stepping through the dirty parking lot. There was a loud screeching sound as the van turned a corner above her. She quickly rushed up the staircase, listening intently to try to guess where the van was. 

“Yo, yo! The fuck is you problem?” 

Brooke paused as she heard the shouting. They were one level above her and she took one deep breath before rushing up. If it was Cam, he was in serious trouble, especially if he was trying to act tough in this particular neighborhood. She stepped out of the staircase, keeping low and peered over the hood of a car. 

There were several figures in the distance, at least four or five that had popped out of the van, and one from the Mercedes. 

She couldn’t see the details of each figure, the parking lot too dark. The five men were approaching the one, their arms raised, threatening him. 

“Shit, shit, it can’t be,” Brooke whispered as she pulled out her phone. 

“You serious? Ya’ll want to do this?!” 

“Man, fuck you! Who you think you be? You know where you be right now?” 

The voices grew louder, echoing through the parking lot. Brooke scrolled through her contacts, her fingers trembling as they hovered over Cam’s name. If she could just call him, she could at least try to calm him, if it was him. She pressed the call button on her phone and waited, her heart racing. 

In the distance, she heard a ringing echoing in the parking lot. She bit her lower lip, as it all but confirmed it was Cam. The voices grew louder and as Brooke watched, one of the men pulled something out from his lower back. 

“No, no, no, shit,” Brooke whispered. 

The phone continued to ring and she closed her eyes as she heard a loud bang fill the air. Brooke squeezed her phone and nearly threw it at the ground. The five men panicked and hopped in the van. 

“Fuck, nigga, what the fuck? You was supposed to threaten, not shoot!” One of the voices yelled. 

Brooke readied to hang up, debating on whether or not to follow up with a call to the police. To a certain degree, it would have been pointless. The corrupt cops would’ve just swept this entire thing under the rug. 

“Sup?” 

She froze, the ringing in the parking lot continuing while someone answered her call. Brooke glanced at her phone and then placed it next to her ear again. 

“Sup? Who this?” Cam’s voice inquired. 

Brooke was speechless, her heart still pounding at an intense speed. She nearly cried as she heard his voice. 

“Hello? What is this, a wrong number?” Cam complained. 

“Cam?” Brooke replied, her voice shaky. 

“Brooke? Damn girl, wasn’t expecting a call this soon. You already missing me?” Cam laughed. He was met with silence as Brooke leaned against the nearest car, taking in deep breaths of air to calm herself. “You okay baby girl?” 

“Fuck nigga, let’s go!” One of the voices yelled. 

Brooke heard the sounds of doors slamming as they echoed in the parking lot. 

Seconds later, there was a loud screeching of tires as the van sped off. Brooke pressed the back of her head against the car behind her and sighed. 

“Yes, I’m okay. I thought…” Brooke paused. 

“Hey, where you at?” Cam asked. 

“Never mind, I’m good. Didn’t mean to call you,” Brooke replied. 

“Yo, that ain’t right baby girl. You can’t call me up and then be all cold. What’s up? Where you at?” Cam questioned. 

“Sorry, this was an accident. I need to go,” Brooke said as she hung up. 

Her phone immediately rang and she quickly answered. “Look I said it was an accident,” Brooke answered. 

“What? What you talkin’ about?” 

Brooke paused as she heard the voice. It was Big Mack. “Oh sorry, I thought you were someone else,” Brooke responded. 

“Lamar and Marcus be settin’ somethin’ up right now. I’m comin’ by to pick your ass up,” Big Mack informed. 

“Setting something up? And they want me there?” Brooke inquired. She scratched her chin, recalling the conversation she just had with the lawyer, Charles, with Lamar and Marcus in the car. They must not have taken his concerns into consideration or… they were planning on getting rid of her due to his concerns. 

“Yeah, them Crips be wantin’ to discuss some shit with us. We want to make sure they understand that they don’t mess with the Heights. They need to know that anything that goes through there goes through you,” Big Mack replied. 

“Where you at, anyway?” He questioned. Brooke stood up as she heard honking across the street, that echoed in her phone. 

“I’ll be right out,” Brooke replied, as she rushed down the parking lot. 

“Damn girl, you not workin’ today?” Big Mack questioned. 

“I’m working. Doesn’t mean I can’t take a shit, right?” Brooke responded as she rushed around the building, carefully hiding along cars in the street to make her way back. 

“TMI woman, way too much info,” Big Mack laughed. 

“Then don’t be questioning where I’m at twenty four seven,” Brooke replied as she opened a side door to one of the buildings. 

“Well, you know where I be, hurry it up.” 

Brooke rushed through the halls of the building and took a hard right. After taking a few slow breaths to calm herself, she exited the building and headed straight to Mack’s truck. She hopped in and gave him a small nod. “So, where to?” She asked. 

“You’ll see,” Big Mack responded. 




***

Big Mack led Brooke down an empty street towards a dark, abandoned warehouse. If this were back when she first met him, she would have been afraid, but at this, it felt like business as usual. There was still a bit of lingering fear due to the meeting with Charles. 

“Fuckin’ Crips, takin’ up my time like this,” Big Mack grunted. 

“Why are we meeting with them?” Brooke inquired. 

“They think their relabeled shit is going to sell at the Heights. Create artificial competition and shit,” Big Mack responded as he opened a door. “Fuckers got some smart kid who talked about eco… uh…” He paused. 

“Economics?” 

“Yeah, economics or some shit.” 

“Huh,” Brooke responded as she stepped in. Her heart skipped a beat and she held her breath as she recognized one of the men inside. He was wearing a blue suit, with a black tie, his blazer hanging on one arm as he laughed while looking at Lamar. Brooke froze, unsure of whether to keep moving or not. 

“Yo! Queen Bee! Finally. Come on in!” Lamar shouted. 

The black man in the blue suit turned and locked eyes with Brooke. He looked just as stunned to see her as she was to see him. “Brooke?” He mouthed. 

“Come on, why you frozen?” Big Mack asked as he looked back at her. 

“Uh… um, nothing,” Brooke responded. 

“Cam, dis here be the Queen Bee I was telling you about nigga,” Lamar introduced. 

“Uh… hey,” Cam said as he extended a hand. 

“Hey,” Brooke responded, her hand shaking as she took his hand. 

“She my best seller over in the Heights, and one of the best dancers I had over at my club,” Lamar continued, not sensing the awkwardness the two had. 

“Oh, wow, never would have thought,” Cam responded as he released Brooke’s hand and turned his back to her. 

She could tell he was angry. His jaw was clenched, the muscles vibrating as he kept his eyes away from her. Brooke bit her lower lip, a mixture of embarrassment and anger of her own filling her. While he did have a right to be angry, he had to understand that she had the same right. 

“So you Crips finally seein’ the light huh?” Lamar continued as he laid back on his chair and puffed on a large cigar. 

Marcus was noticeably absent which was strange. She would have thought that if they were planning on a deal with the Crips, that he would have shown up. 

“Nah nigga, my cousin was just looking at options. This ain’t no fuckin’ trade today,” Cam replied, his eyes glancing at Brooke. 

“You sure about dat? Cause we ain’t the type to be wastin’ our time on shit like dis,” Lamar replied coolly. 

“Like what exactly?” Cam questioned. 

“These useless sit-downs where there be no deals. You see, time be money. And money be life. So if you niggas be here to waste our time, then ya’ll be wastin’

our money. That means we gonna have to waste some fuckin’ life,” Lamar replied, a touch of anger in his voice. 

“Shit nigga, you looking to start a war with us?” Cam responded. 

“Ain’t gonna be no war, just a fuckin’ massacre,” Lamar said. 

“Huh… surprised an uneducated motherfucker would know a word like that. 

You get it from Fiddy Cent?” Cam joked. 

Lamar shook his head before reaching around his back and grabbing his handgun. The two black men sitting next to Cam reached for their own weapons. 

The room quickly filled with the sounds of guns clicking. 

“Whoa, whoa, what the fuck guys?” Brooke interrupted, raising her hands to the air. 

“Queen Bee, sit the fuck down,” Lamar ordered. 

“That how you talk to your top bitches?” Cam responded, glaring up at Brooke and sneering. 

“Gonna fuck you up,” Lamar responded. 

Brooke looked to her right to see Big Mac gently shaking his head. She cursed under her breath and walked between Lamar and Cam. A chill ran down her spine as she turned and looked at Lamar, his gun steady and aimed directly at her now. 

“What are you doing?” She questioned with her hands on her hips. 

“Bee, get out the fuckin’ way,” Lamar replied. 

“No. Fuck that. You have Mac drag my ass out here and pull this shit?” Brooke said angrily. 

“Letting your bitc-” 

“And you,” Brooke interrupted, turning to face Cam. “Don’t get to call me a bitch.” 

“What is this about? You know dis nigga or somethin’?” Lamar questioned. 

Brooke turned her attention back to Lamar, her hands still on her hips as she glared at him. “He and I fucked, all right?” She barked. 

“What? You slept with dis Crip nigga?” Lamar replied, standing up, his face scrunched in surprise and anger. 

“I didn’t know he was a Crip.” Brooke fired back. 

“But that’s it right? Ya’ll just fucked, right? You ain’t got no feelings for dis nigga, so get out da way,” Lamar ordered, his voice low and filled with rage. 

“That doesn’t matter Lamar. You brought me here for a reason and it wasn’t to watch you shoot some stupid fucker on the spot,” Brooke responded. 

“Yeah? Yeah? You think dat?” Lamar questioned as he tilted his head, the gun unwavering in his hand. 

“Look, you’re here to make a deal with the Crips right? Cam, you’re looking to sell in the Heights? Let’s cut a fucking deal then,” Brooke said as her head darted from one man to another. 

Cam’s jaw hardened as he glared at Brooke, and then at Lamar. He shook his head as he stood up. “No. If want to sell in the Heights, we’ll sell at whatever price we want. No way you are going to make a profit off of us,” he said as he pointed past Brooke and at Lamar. 

“Is dat right? I was trying to be kind nigga, dat’s the only reason why I took time to even sit across from you, man to man. But I guess I ain’t surprised you niggas can’t keep your word for shit. Talkin’ about how you want to work with us to sell some new product, dat’s some bullshit,” Lamar said as he lowered his gun and

shook his head. 

“We were only entertaining the idea. Nobody ever said we were going to give you a cut of the sales. We only said it would increase the competition, get people to try both products, help us both out,” Cam responded as he dipped his right hand into his pocket. 

Big Mack reached behind his back as subtly as he could, his eyes cautiously following along Cam’s movements. Brooke could still feel the tenseness in the air. She still wasn’t sure what was happening the room. 

“Look, guys, there must be a way for this deal to go through. Lamar, you brought me out here for a reason, right?” Brooke inquired. 

“Yeah, you were supposed to celebrate with dis nigga when we struck a deal but since he already fucked your skank ass, dat don’t matter now, do it?” Lamar responded angrily. 

“So is that what your Queen Bee really is? Some bitch to go whoring herself out to help you make ends meet?” Cam questioned, his voice rising slightly. 

“Watch what you say boy,” Big Mack responded as he stepped closer towards Cam. His massive frame was a stark contrast to Cam’s. 

“Hey, Mack, come on, calm down,” Brooke said as she placed a hand on his arm. 

“Listen to the bitch, unless you want to get knocked the fuck out,” Cam warned. 

“Hey! Cam! You too, calm the fuck down!” Brooke said as she pushed past Big Mack. 

Cam shook his head and took a few steps back. Big Mack kept his distance, his hand still near his lower back towards a hidden gun. Brooke gulped as she saw Cam’s hand move in his pocket and she quickly darted between him and Mack. 

“Bee, what you doin’?” Big Mack questioned angrily. 

She placed her hand on Cam’s chest, gently pushing him back. “I’m not going to watch you all trigger a war.” 

Cam gently pushed forward as if he still wanted to fight but Brooke continued pushing his chest back. She stared into his eyes and lightly shook her head. He gritted his teeth, his chiseled jaw gently trembling as he stared back. 

“You niggas be lucky,” he finally said as he stepped back, pulling his hand out of his pocket and raising it to show nothing was in his hand. 

“Don’t think that dis beef be done here nigga. You watch yo back from here on out,” Lamar warned. 

“Fuck you nigga, watch your back,” Cam retorted as he continued walking back and out towards the door Brooke and Mack had walked in through. 

Once he left and the door slammed shut, Lamar smacked Brooke, the back of his hand slapping her left cheek. She shot him a glare as her cheek turned hot. Her eyes welled with tears from the immediate shock. 

“What the fuck was dat about Brooke? You starting to think about yo pay grade,” Lamar shouted angrily as he kicked a nearby chair. 

“Hey! You’re the one who called me out here for some reason. If it was to trigger a war, you should’ve told me first!” Brooke fired back. 

Lamar raised his hand, threatening to hit Brooke again. “Bitch, I had Big Mack go out and get you so you could celebrate with that nigga once we got our deal. 

Maybe find some shit we could use against him,” he explained. 

He sighed and put his gun away. “You thinkin’ too fuckin’ small Queen Bee. 

Fuck. I wanted you on the inside so dat we could get them niggas from the back,” Lamar continued. He slumped back down on the seat and gave Mack a small nod. 

“Come on, let’s go,” Big Mack ordered. 

“Look, I’m sorry I fucked up the situation but you have to give me some kind of head’s up. I didn’t know what the hell was going on,” Brooke responded. 

“Didn’t think I had to,” Lamar responded as he pulled out his phone. “Go on, do whatever shit you planned for the day. Marcus ain’t gonna be happy with this situation,” he replied. 

Brooke sighed as Big Mack led her back out. Before they reached the door, Lamar called out to them. “Bee, Mack, get back over here!” 

She sighed, rolled her eyes and turned around. Lamar was walking towards them, his phone still next to his ear as he waved them in. “Bee, they want to see you.” 

“They?” 

“Marcus and that rich nigga, Charles,” he replied. 

“Why?” Brooke questioned worriedly. 

“Fuck, I don’t know, they want to see you, so you go see them. Damn it Bee, the fuck has gotten into you? You really letting some shit get to yo head,” Lamar answered angrily, his hand pressed against his phone so that Marcus couldn’t hear him. 

“Fine, calm down. When?” Brooke responded. 

“Now. They’re going to be driving up here in a bit,” Lamar replied. “Yo Marcus, she’ll be outside. Yeah nigga, them Crips be playin’ us. I say we fuck ‘em up,” 

he continued as he turned. 

Big Mack looked down at Brooke and shrugged. “Fuck, everyone in a bad mood today.” 

“You’re telling me,” Brooke whispered back as they headed back outside again. 

As they opened the door, they saw a bright light heading their way. The near blue, white headlights of a Cadillac blinded them momentarily. The car turned and headed down, stopping a couple feet away from them. 

“Let’s go,” Big Mack said. 

The dark tinted window of the passenger side door opened, as did the one on the backdoor of the same side. Brooke’s heart paused for a moment as she saw the lawyer, Charles looking out from the backseat. He had glasses on this time and he was looking down at a book, a bright white LED light lighting up his seat. 

Marcus was in the passenger seat, wearing a doo-rag on his head, with a blunt in

his mouth. 

“Yo Bee, get over here,” he ordered. 

Brooke cleared her throat and walked towards the car. She couldn’t help but continuously glance at the lawyer as she made her way closer. Marcus took a big puff of his blunt and blew out a puff of smoke. 

“Brooklyn...” Charles started as he took of his glasses. He stared right at her as he bit the end of his glasses and closed his book shut with a loud thud. Brooke flinched and gulped as she heard him say her full name. 

He paused before he put his glasses in his blazer’s front pocket. “Heights. That is your department?” 

Brooke let out a small inaudible sigh of relief. “Yeah, that’s me,” she replied. 

Charles nodded as he scratched his nose. “I’ve been hearing about some cops there who have driven by,” he continued. 

“Well yeah, a couple. Nothing new, saw it at the 73rd too,” Brooke answered. 

“Interesting accent you have there. You don’t sound like you’re from Brooklyn,” 

Charles said, quickly changing the subject. 

“Yeah, I was between jobs when I decided to just say fuck it, and try New York,” 

she replied with a shrug. 

Charles smacked his lips as he nodded. “Good place to be for young up and comers.” 

“So, Marcus, what did you want?” Brooke asked as she placed her hands on her hips. 

“Nothin’ from me. My man back there wanted to have a chat with you,” Marcus replied as he pointed his thumb back at Charles. 

“Okay… Uh… Charlie, was it?” Brooke asked. 

“Close. Charles. Charles Montgomery Carson, Esquire,” he replied. 

“Oh, well, Charles, what can I do you for?” 

He smirked as he pulled his glasses back out and slowly unfolded them. With his free hand, he pulled out a small cloth and wiped the glasses, staring down and ignoring her. Brooke impatiently tapped one foot as she glanced at Big Mack. 

“I’m very good with names and faces,” he started, still staring down at his glasses. “Have we met?” He inquired as he put his glasses up to the LED light and continued wiping. 

“Yeah, sure, we met back at the warehouse,” Brooke replied as she scratched her chin. 

“Ah yes, where I met those ignorant workers of yours Marcus,” Charles said as he put his glasses on. 

“Yeah, dem niggas be ignant aight,” Marcus replied. 

“Please, Marcus, that term,” Charles said as he looked up at Brooke. “It’s such a nasty term to use, wouldn’t you agree Brooke?” 

A chill ran up her spine as she looked back at him, his glasses reflecting the bright white LED light from the car. She shrugged and nervously crossed her arms. “I don’t know, if that’s the term rappers and anyone else want to use, who I am to say otherwise?” 

“The usual response I hear from people who are not of color,” Charles responded with a small smirk. Brooke couldn’t shake the feeling that he knew; that he had recognized her from the courts. 

“So? We good?” Marcus asked impatiently. 

“Where are you from?” Charles asked. 

“I told you, Brooklyn.” 

“No, I mean before that. You had mentioned you were between jobs and moved here. Where were you before?” Charles clarified, his eyes unwavering. 

“Well, I was in D.C. for a bit, working the streets there, and then I moved north, 

wandered around and kept going,” Brooke lied. 

“Ever been to New Jersey?” Charles asked. 

“Jersey? Yeah, maybe.” 

“Perhaps in court?” 

Brooke froze momentarily and nervously swallowed. She tilted her head slightly as she tried to think. “I might’ve been arrested a couple of times, what’s it to you?” She responded, trying to go on the offensive. 

“Nothing,” Charles replied as the dark tinted window began to rise up. 

Marcus turned as his own window began to close. “You can’t be serious man,” 

he started as the window fully closed. 

The door behind the driver’s opened and an unfamiliar black man stepped out. 

He reached into his coat and pulled out a gun as the Cadillac moved forward. 

Brooke panicked as she stepped back and into Big Mack. 

“Mack? What’s going on?” She asked. 

“Fuck, I don’t know,” Big Mack responded as he reached back and pulled out his own pistol. 

The Cadillac sped off, leaving Brooke alone with the mysterious black man aiming a handgun at her and Mack behind her, aiming his own gun back at the man. 

“Nigga, what is you doing?” Big Mack questioned as he slowly stepped in front of Brooke. 

“Move nigga, she’s five-oh,” the other man responded. 

“What? She ain’t no fuckin’ pig,” Mack replied. 

“That nigga Charles is saying she is and Marcus is givin’ the order, now move,” 

the other man responded. 

“What? Bee, tell me you ain’t a fuckin’ cop,” Mack responded as he glanced

back at Brooke. 

“I’m not! I thought we were done with this! I’m no fucking cop!” Brooke exclaimed. She peered out from beside Big Mack. “Is this another fucking test? 

I’m not a cop!” 

“Yo dawg, why don’t you put that fuckin’ thing down? Let me call Marcus and Lamar and get this shit cleared up,” Big Mack said, his pistol still pointed at the other man. 

“Orders is orders nigga. Now move.” 

“Come on man, I been by her side since day one nigga. She ain’t a cop. I can vouch for her man,” Big Mack responded. “She even got them fuckin’ white folks to help our crew,” he continued. 

“Motherfucker move! I ain’t tellin’ you again!” The other man yelled angrily. 

“No, I ain’t mov-” 

Before Big Mack could finish his sentence, a loud pop filled the air. He groaned and squeezed the trigger on his pistol. Another loud pop as his gun fired. The other man grabbed his shoulder as he shot a few more rounds. Big Mack fell back, pushing Brooke back and trying to protect her. 

“Mack! No!” Brooke yelled as she heard his gun drop to the ground. 

“Fuckin’ dumb ass nigga!” The other man yelled as he made his way forward. 

Once Big Mack fell to the ground, Brooke was in the open. She tried to grab Mack’s fallen gun but the man fired a couple of shots, one grazing her arm. 

Brooke grunted and gritted her teeth as she covered her wound and stared at the black man. 

“Fuck… Well, let’s get this shit over with,” she sighed as she closed her eyes. 

Another pop filled the air, followed by a loud thud. Brooke shuddered but opened her eyes to see the man on the ground, shot in the back of the head. Cam was behind him, the tip of his pistol smoking. 

“What the fuck is going on?” He questioned. 

“Cam!” Brooke yelped in surprise as she rushed towards him. 

“Whoa, whoa, hold it,” Cam responded as he kept his gun up. “Why is this nigga shooting at you and the fat guy?” 

“We need to go, please… Please trust me Cam,” Brooke responded, tears in her eyes. 

Cam nervously looked at Brooke, his gun still pointed at her. She could see that he was still trying to process what was happening. Brooke slowly walked towards him, both her hands in the air. 

“Cam, please, if Lamar or anyone else from the crew comes out of those doors, we’re both fucked,” Brooke pleaded. 

“What the fuck…” Cam whispered as he lowered his gun. “Fine, come on, my car’s back that way,” he said as he grabbed her by the hand and rushed towards the darkness. 

“What are you still doing here?” Brooke questioned as they reached his Mercedes. 

“That’s a nice way of thanking me,” Cam replied as he unlocked the doors to his car. 

The blinkers on his car flashed briefly, a light beep filled the air as his doors unlocked. She hopped into the passenger side seat as he rushed into the driver’s side. He pressed the button to start the engine, the car purring to life and his bright white lights flooding the darkness. Brooke bit her lower lip as she saw the two dead bodies on the ground, one of them Big Mack. She felt a tinge of sadness as she saw him on his back. 

“Thank you,” Brooke said as she wiped a tear from her eye. 

“Fuck, what the fuck is going on?” Cam whispered as he sped off, carefully avoiding the two corpses. He looked over at her as he continued driving. “So? 

What the fuck? Why are they shooting at each other and you?” 

Brooke bit on her thumb as she glanced at the side view mirror. She was worried that Lamar and his crew would be right behind them. The car swerved and stopped on the shoulder. 

“What? Cam, we have to go!” Brooke said, waking up from her small trance. 

“You have to tell me what the fuck is going on,” Cam responded. 

“We have to keep moving!” Brooke responded. She had to get back to her place as quick as possible so that she could get the wireless communication device Roberto had made for her, and then head directly to the safe house near Jamaica Bay. 

“Nah, not going anywhere until you tell me what the fuck,” Cam replied. 

“Can you start driving and I’ll talk?” Brooke inquired. 

“Yeah, but if you shut down on me again, I’m kicking your ass out the car,” Cam responded as the car roared to life again. 

“They think I’m a cop,” Brooke started. 

“A cop? You? Well shit, I didn’t know you were a member of their crew, so you damn good at hiding who you are,” Cam replied. 

“Hey! You never said you were a fucking drug runner yourself,” Brooke fired back. 

“Whoa, I ain’t no runner. I’m a soldier. Best one in the crew,” Cam replied proudly. “Was about to cap Lamar’s ass if it wasn’t for you.” 

“You were going to start a war?” Brooke questioned as she turned to face him. 

“That’s what soldiers do. We start and finish wars out here,” Cam responded. 

“Why’d they think you were a cop? Seemed like Lamar was talking you up.” 

Brooke hesitated. “It’s just rumors. Look, I passed whatever tests I had to pass to get in the crew and stay in the crew. I was rising up the ranks. They have me confused with someone else,” she responded. 

Cam shook his head. “Are you being honest right now? Don’t lie to me. Are you a cop?” 

“I’m not a cop,” Brooke replied. It was a half truth. She was technically no longer in the police force. She was, at this point, an informant until they could break the case. 

“Well shit, am I taking you back to your place?” Cam asked. 

“Yeah, best place for me to go now.” 

The car sped through traffic, swerving through the dirty streets of Brooklyn. She looked around the neighborhood, feeling less and less safe as they got closer to her home. Cam slowed the car and shifted lanes. 

“Fuck, you ain’t going home, that’s for sure,” he started. He pointed at a car with gold plated rimes. “Look at that nigga over there, you know he’s part of your old crew. Looks like your man Lamar must have seen the bodies.” 
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He gently turned the car down a different street. Brooke cursed under her breath, regretting the fact that she didn’t at least try to hide the bodies. She had to get to the safe house and see if she could at least call the police squad. 

“Let’s go back to my crib, at least you can lay low there,” Cam suggested. 

“Actually, can you stop me off near Jamaica Bay?” Brooke requested. 

“What? Jamaica Bay? You planning on hiding in the marsh or something?” Cam laughed. 

“I just need to get near the area, I have a friend who can help me down there,” 

Brooke responded. 

“You serious?” 

“Yeah, West Brighton, or Sheepshead Bay, anywhere in that area,” Brooke replied. She tried to recall the exact address of the safe house but figured she would keep it to herself. 

“In the middle of the night like this? Shit, there’s enough bums out there looking

for a sexy piece of ass like you.” 

“Thanks for the compliment but I’m sure I can handle them as long as they don’t have guns pointed at me,” Brooke said. 

“Shit, I don’t see why you don’t stay at my place for the night and then I can take you down when it’s light.” 

“I can at least hide in the darkness right now. And trust me, I think you’re going to have to go on the run too. At some point they’re going to figure out you were involved. I’m pretty sure they had cameras monitoring the area,” she informed. 

“Fuck, cameras… Seriously?” 

“Yeah.” 

“Shit, going to have to round up my crew,” Cam said as he turned the car, heading South. 

The car filled with silence as he sped back through Brooklyn. He carefully glanced around streets to make sure there were no cops waiting around corners. 

He, like Brooke, knew that many were in the pockets of Lamar and Marcus. 

Getting caught by them would mean death. 

About thirty minutes had passed and his car came to slow crawl. He looked around before popping open the storage bin in the center console. Brooke reached for the door handle as he pulled out a small pistol. 

“You’re going to shoot me here?!” She exclaimed angrily. 

“What? No, this is for you to carry. Protect yourself out there. Damn, fucking paranoid,” Cam replied as he handed her the gun. 

She breathed a sigh of relief and gripped the small little handgun in her right hand. After carefully putting it in one of her pockets, she leaned in and kissed Cam on the lips. Their lips locked and their tongues danced around one another as Brooke held back her feelings of fear. 

“Be safe out there Cam. Marcus, Lamar and their crew is larger than you think,” 

she whispered. 

“Shit, been through enough wars to know how to handle myself. I may look like a model but trust me, I’m a fucking warrior out on the streets,” Cam responded with a wink. “You take care of yourself out there and you know my number right? You call me if you need any help,” he continued. 

Brooke opened the door and gently ran her palm on his cheek. “Thank you.” 

He grabbed a hold of her hand and kissed her palm. “And I’m sorry about all that shit I said back in the warehouse. I wasn’t thinking straight. I mean, I was angry and all but I should’ve looked past that. Fuck, look at where we’re living, its part of our life to be in one crew or another.” 

Brooke wiped a tear from her eye as she leaned in and gave him a hug. She wanted to tell him that she actually was a cop, that she was deep undercover, but she knew she couldn’t. She gave him one last kiss on the lips before opening the door and stepping out. 

Cam gave her one quick wink as she closed the door. His car gently rolled off the street, and soon she was left alone in the darkness. Brooke sighed as she looked around the unfamiliar area. She began walking towards the closest phone booth she could find, hoping that it still worked. 

Her right hand was deep inside her jacket’s pocket, the small handgun Cam had given her within it. She reached a dimly lit, beat up phone booth and picked up the phone. After a moment to recall the number she wanted, she inserted some coins and dialed. The phone was silent at first, causing Brooke to sigh, but eventually she heard a dial tone. 

“Hello?” A voice whispered. 

“Roberto?” 

“Brooke?” Roberto responded. 

She tilted her head, finding it odd that he didn’t answer with the usual code word. “Aren’t you supposed to say that you’re some Chinese restaurant?” 

“Oh shit, yeah. But this is the parachute line.” 

Brooke lightly pressed the back of her head against the dirty glass window of the

phone booth. Of all the numbers she could recall, she managed to dial the parachute line. It was the codename for the emergency line. “That’s right… pull the chute. Forgot about this one,” she whispered. 

“You okay?” Roberto asked, his voice still low. 

“Yeah, but I’m pretty sure my cover’s been blown. I guess it’s good that I called this line. Why are you whispering?” 

“We’re being ransacked right now. They literally just stormed in about thirty minutes ago. They’re trying to dig you up right now,” Roberto answered. 

“What? Who?” 

“The Deputy Colonel.” 

“Son of a bitch…” Brooke whispered. Her eyes widened as she began to put the pieces together. Charles had recognized her much earlier and was now executing on the fact that he knew exactly who to go after. If he had a pristine memory, he’d be able to recall which precinct she worked in, and further figure out that her commander was Captain Bolt. But there was still something that wasn’t adding up. 

“Wait, how did they know where you guys set up shop?” Brooke questioned. 

“Hold on,” Roberto whispered. 

She could hear rustling before she heard footsteps. “You there! What are you doing?” A voice shouted on the other end. 

“Nothing. I’m still programming that code you wanted to undo the encryption algorithms,” Roberto replied. 

“Why do you have that fucking thing in your ear?” The voice responded. 

“Dude, it’s just a headset man. I can take it off if it’s bothering you that much.” 

“Just get your shit done.” 

“Sir, yes sir,” Roberto replied sarcastically. 

Brooke heard more rustling following by a bit of screeching and creaking. 

“Asshole,” Roberto whispered. 

“You’re helping them?” Brooke responded angrily. 

“Momentarily. I’m also placing a RAT down so that I can remote wipe everything first chance I get. If they hurt or even kill me, I’ve got a logic bomb in place too. But these assholes need to see some results before they decide what they’re going to do to me,” Roberto answered. 

“Placing a rat? What? Look, how did they find you guys?” 

“Jake. Piece of shit whispered in the Deputy Colonel’s ear. Looking to get a promotion, maybe even take the Captain’s place,” Roberto whispered. 

“What? No… Not Jake. He’s not like that.” 

“Yeah, we were all shocked. He was the first one in here busting down the doors. 

Handcuffed Papa Bear himself,” Roberto replied. “Hold on. Hey! Do you think I can take a piss? It’s processing some stuff right now. You can watch the progress bar if you don’t believe me,” he shouted. 

Another rustling, more creaking as she heard Roberto move about. There was a bit of silence, and hushed voices on the other end. Brooke began to worry that the cops had taken Roberto’s phone. 

“Brooke? You still there?” Roberto whispered. 

“Yeah. So you’ve got cops raiding the place? If the Captain was arrested, what happened to Diane?” 

“Taken in too. I’m the only one they kept around because I’m the only one that can break the encryption and…” He paused. “They’re trying to change all your records further. They want to make you into a true criminal. The backup files of your agreement, your police records, they’re trying to get me to change them all,” he continued. 

“Fuck! But there’s enough people that know about me back in the precinct,” 

Brooke said. 

“Yeah, I don’t know to what lengths these guys are going to go, but they’re really trying to alter everything about you. I’ve got your files backed up in my place and also in the cloud. Anything happens to me, your real files will be dispersed,” Roberto answered. 

“Dispersed to who though? If what you’re saying is true, they’re going to make that shit worthless,” Brooke replied. 

“I know. There’s also a report in there calling out the materials we found on the Deputy Colonel during our research on our end. You still have access to email?” 

Roberto asked. 

“Yeah, you know my address. Well, actually, the one you created for me.” 

“Okay, keep an eye on that. I’m going to send everything over to you, your old files, and the materials we managed to get. From there, it’s going to have to be all you to put all the pieces together. And uh… in case I don’t ever see you again, I’m glad you at least remembered my name,” Roberto said. 

“Why do you keep saying that? They’re not going to kill you. I mean, you’re all still members of the police force,” Brooke assured. 

“I don’t know. Something doesn’t feel right. But look, good luck on your end, okay? I got to go, I think they’re getting wise to the fake progress bar,” Roberto responded. 

“Good luck to you too,” Brooke replied, holding back her tears. 

The phone cut off, leaving her in silence. She gritted her teeth as she looked around, knowing that even the safe house was no longer as safe as she thought it was going to be. At the very least, she’d be able to get some supplies and, if Roberto had set up a connection, she’d have some access to her email. 

She flinched as she felt a buzz in her left pocket, it was her cellphone. Brooke stared at the screen, watching as Lamar’s name and number flashed up. After hesitating for a moment, she answered. 

“Lamar.” 

“Queen Bee! We was all worried about you. Where you at?” Lamar responded. 

“Not in a ditch like you’d expected,” Brooke answered. 

“Oh come on, don’t be like dat. Look, if that nigga Charles is true to his word, then we ain’t got no choice, y’know? Why don’t you come on back and we can discuss this like real professionals?” Lamar suggested. 

“Discuss this like real professionals? Marcus was going to have me killed on the spot. You fuckers didn’t even give me a chance to tell my side. You and Marcus are fucking trusting that Johnnie Cochran wannabe!” Brooke yelled. 

“Hey now, you watch yo mouth woman. That nigga Charles is legit. Fuck it, y’know what, don’t come back. You’re going to have a price on your head either way. Whether it be us or the pigs. You’re going to get fucked from both sides,” 

Lamar responded, his voice growing angrier. “We… no, I, you hear me? I fuckin’ trusted yo ass. You did so much good for us and I have to find out it’s for a fuckin’ undercover operation up in our crew? You done messed with the wrong fuckin’ people bitch. You should’ve just told us the truth and fuckin’ takin’ the hits!” 

“Fuck you Lamar! You don’t know shit!” 

“No, no, no, bitch, YOU don’t know shit. YOU don’t know the shit your police crew is in. We might even take that one bitch on your team, what’s her name? 

Diane? Yeah, maybe we’ll have her take your place up in our club,” Lamar threatened. 

Brooke froze as she heard Diane’s name. This was her confirmation that there was collusion. Her blood boiled at the thought. 

“Don’t you fucking dare. I’m going to make this promise to you; I am going to kill you with my own two hands. You motherfucker,” Brooke responded through gritted teeth. 

“Ha, ha, ha, ha! Come at me bitch. But I think you’ll have to serve your time before you come anywhere near me,” Lamar replied. 

Brooke heard sirens in the distance. The familiar blinking of red and blue lights bounced off the night sky. She cursed under her breath as she hung up the phone. 

He had been stalling so that the police could track her. She pulled out a different cellphone from her pocket, a burner, and transferred all the contact information

she could. 

As the sirens neared, she rushed through the dark alleys, trying her best to type in all the numbers she could as fast as she could. After she had all the contacts she needed, she tossed her cellphone and ran, putting her burner phone in her free pocket. She saw one police squad car race by the other end of the alley, screeching as it turned. 

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” Brooke whispered as she hurried. 

She knew exactly how they were positioning themselves. They most likely had a rough triangulation of where she was and were most likely setting up a perimeter defense along the major arterial streets. The alleys would be next, with K-9 units running through them. She had to hurry and get out of the perimeter before they had fully completed their hold. 

There wasn’t much time left and she knew it. The safe house wasn’t too far off, but she still had to be careful. For all she knew, the safe house was already covered by Cedric’s officers. She paused, looked around a corner before she rushed across the street and into another dark alley. 

“I’m going to make them pay,” Brooke whispered to herself as she continued into the darkness. The sounds of the sirens grew further and further away as she got closer and closer to the safe house. She closed her eyes as she opened a side door to a decrepit looking warehouse. Brooke was half expecting to see a squadron of police officers with their guns drawn but let out a sigh of relief as she opened her eyes. 

“Oh damn…” She said as she looked around the empty warehouse. 

Her shoes clacked loudly in the emptiness as she rushed towards an office in the center. Once she entered, she pushed a broken down desk to the side and crouched down. There was a hidden panel in the floor that was a bit difficult to lift up but once it was up, she hopped down. Her fingers fumbled along the wall until she found a set of switches. Lights flooded the room and she briefly closed her eyes. 

When she reopened them, she was surprised by the supplies Captain Bolt had left her. There was even a laptop set up in the corner of the small room. Across from it was a twin sized bed with a blanket and a pillow. Brooke nodded in

approval before she climbed up a small ladder so that she could close the hatch to try and remain hidden. 

She plopped down on the bed and closed her eyes, trying to calm her thoughts. If Jake knew about this location, it meant that she wasn’t safe. Regardless, she had to get some sleep and think of a game plan. Her mind raced as she slowly drifted into a deep sleep, dreaming of the days ahead. 

Brooklyn Fights

Brooke jolted awake and reached under her cot to grab her pistol. Her heart raced as her eyes danced around the dark empty warehouse. She had barely been able to get any sleep, afraid that Lamar and Marcus’ men were going to burst in at any time. After scanning the large room slowly, she lowered her gun and lay back again. 

She gritted her teeth as she thought about her old partner, Jake. He had apparently ratted her out, along with Captain Bolt and her small support team. 

She wondered if the IT guy, Roberto, was still safe. The best couple of days had been a whirlwind of emotions. 

The warehouse had tiny windows near the top of the wall which barely let any sunlight in. She glanced at her watch; it was almost time for the library to open. 

Roberto had sent her a file with everything the team had on the Deputy Colonel, the man most likely behind the raid on her team. 

“Damn bastards… You want me to be a criminal? I’ll be your fucking criminal,” 

Brooke whispered angrily as she stood up. 

While Captain Bolt had stockpiled the warehouse pretty decently, with food, water and supplies, including a handful of weapons; she wasn’t sure how long the safe house's location would be secret. The computer they had left unfortunately didn’t have an internet connection. She sighed as she grabbed two pistols. After holstering them, she put on a long coat to cover her weapons and headed out. 

As soon as she opened the door, a burst of cold air blasted by her. She shivered and held her coat together tightly as she looked around. The warehouse had been surprisingly well sealed and warm, considering how cold it was outside. The closest library was the Jamaica Bay Library which was still quite a while away. 

She’d have to transfer through a couple of local buses. 

Even in broad daylight she felt unsafe. Lamar and Marcus had a tight grip over Brooklyn, but they also now had the help of the NYPD. She had pulled her hair down, covering as much of her face as possible. Unfortunately Captain Bolt had not left her with a scarf or anything to cover her face with. For now, she’d have

to use her hair and her coat. 

A stray dog wandered by in front of her, briefly pausing to look her over and growling before jolting off. She sighed and headed towards the nearest station. 

On her walk, she walked by a gas station and paused as she saw her picture on the newspaper. Her heart jumped to her throat as she read the headline. 

“Drug addict injures NYPD…” She whispered. 

Her fear immediately turned to anger as she read through the first couple paragraphs on the front page. The paper didn’t disclose who in the NYPD had been injured but it mentioned that she was dangerous and most likely armed. At the very least, Captain Bolt and her crew were part of the Jersey police force, so they were most likely safe, meaning that they had to have fabricated the injuries. 

“Motherfuckers…” She continued as she clenched her fists tightly. 

The rest of the story continued on in a page she could not get to. She contemplated breaking the flimsy glass pane but ultimate decided against it. The last thing she wanted was more attention on her. But now, with her face plastered on the front page, she needed something to cover her face for certain. 

Her thoughts were interrupted as soon as she saw a bus stop near her station. She jogged over and pulled some change out of her pocket. The driver impatiently tapped his foot as he watched her board and take a seat. 

She glanced back to see a homeless man sleeping in the seat closest to the rear exit. He had a hiking bag next to him and atop it was an old baseball cap. She made a mental note of it as the bus continued on towards its next stop. 

Brooke sighed as she saw her exit come up. She stood up and headed to the back, eyeing the knocked out homeless man. He reeked of alcohol. Once the bus stopped, she quickly reached over, grabbed his cap and stepped out of the bus. 

After it drove off, she put the cap on her head and sighed as the smell of alcohol immediately ran by her. 

“Why did he have to be a drunk,” Brooke muttered as she pulled the cap down tightly and walked down a couple of blocks. 

Every time a car with its music turned up drove by, she flinched and instinctively

reached toward her gun. Anyone in these neighborhoods could have been a member of Lamar’s crew. She sped up her pace as soon as she saw her other bus. 




***

Brooke glanced left and right as she logged into a computer. The library was only one in name. Loud kids shouted and ran around with single mothers loudly yelling or chatting in the background. She clicked on her drafts, recalling what Roberto had told her about keeping their messages safe. 

Instead of actually sending an email to her address, he would log in and compose a message. Once he was done, he’d save it and logout. There was no trail for anyone to follow unless they knew he had logged into her account. Her heart raced as she opened up one of the attachments he had sent her. 

It was a dossier on Cedric Lars, the Deputy Colonel that her Captain and team had been hounded by. She was surprised by the amount of information they had dug up on him. His finances, his romantic life, it was all there. She scrolled through the files; occasionally looking up to make sure no one was watching her. 

Her finger trembled as she scrolled down on her mouse, bit by bit. Each time the page moved up, she hoped for something, anything to help her build a case against him. Unfortunately, there was nothing of interest to her as a cop. He had been married twice, had two children, one with each ex. His finances looked pristine, nothing too out of the ordinary, modest home, car, and no extravagant purchases. 

“Shit…” Brooke whispered to herself, wondering if he really had nothing to do with Lamar and Marcus. 

She bit her lower lip and leaned back against the chair. Her head ached as she stared up at the ceiling. If the Deputy Colonel wasn’t a corrupt cop, then there would have been no reason for him to interfere in Captain Bolt’s operation. 

There was no reason he would have wanted to know about Brooke. 

“That lawyer,” she whispered as she opened up a browser and looked up Charles Montgomery Carson. 

She began reading through different articles about his work defending petty criminals. If Cedric wasn’t connected to Lamar and Marcus, then maybe he was

connected to Charles. She paused as she read an interview about the lawyer and his past. 

He had grown up in some projects in Brooklyn, bouncing from one foster home to another. If it wasn’t for a kind hearted soul, who he had not named, he might have taken a different path. Brooke bit on her thumb as she stared at the screen. 

Cedric would have been too young to have been a kind hearted mentor for Charles. 

“Wait…” Brooke whispered as he eyes widened. 

She flipped back to the dossier about Cedric. There was a section she had broadly glanced at and ignored. His family history indicated that he had two brothers, one of whom was adopted. She sighed as the file didn’t contain the names she needed, only that he had brothers. 

“Damn it,” she grunted as she leaned back and continued to stare at the screen. 

“What if these two are brothers…” She whispered as she tried to piece things together. 

That would give Cedric a link to work with Lamar and Marcus without having to get his hands dirty. But the question was centered on the why. “What benefit does Cedric get?” Brooke asked herself as she stared at the ceiling. 

The only obvious benefit would have been a promotion. But according to his dossier he was doing fairly decent when it came to pay. He was a well decorated officer, on his way to eventually being the Superintendent. There was no obvious reason as to why he’d push to rush his promotion. 

She lightly tapped her forehead with the back of her left hand as she continued to stare upward. Cedric was vying for a position as the Superintendent, Charles was a top lawyer working mainly with petty criminals in public but privately offering detailed advice to form a criminal empire for street thugs, and then there was Marcus, who was in charge of forming said empire. If Brooke’s gut instincts were right, Charles was the unnamed adopted brother of Cedric, and Cedric’s father was the kind hearted soul that had rescued Charles. She paused and looked back at the Dossier. At least Cedric’s father’s name was listed. 

“Antoine Lars…” She whispered. 

After opening another browser tab, she began searching for Antoine Lars. She found a couple of profiles, bios, but couldn’t find anything in particular. She narrowed the search down to results linked with Brooklyn. There still wasn’t anything too interesting. 

“Damn it,” she sighed as she clicked to the next page of results. 

Her eyes darted towards a new article about a drunk driver. She clicked on the link and landed on an older article about Antoine Lars being involved in a drunk driving accident. He had accidentally hit a bicyclist while intoxicated. There was not enough detail on whether or not the bicyclist had survived or if Antoine had been placed in jail. But there something interesting that had caught her eye. His wife, Katrina, was referred to as a mother of four. 

“One’s missing…” She whispered as she looked back at Cedric’s dossier. The file itself had only listed Cedric, an unnamed brother, and one unnamed adoptee. 

“So whose number four…” 

She closed the file and opened the other attachment. It was a file of her own complete history, including her academy information and her work at the NJ

State Police. She let a small sigh of relief and closed the file. This would be her last beacon of hope in the event that she was caught by the police. 

“Alright fucker, time to figure out what you’re hiding,” Brooke whispered to herself as she logged out and stood up. 

She pulled her cap down tightly and wandered out of the library. A chill ran down her back and she looked around cautiously. Something felt out of place, but she wasn’t sure what. There was a tap on her shoulder and she turned, her hand instinctively reaching in for her gun. She immediately froze as she looked down to see Cheez. 

“Damn, I knew dat was you Bee,” he said. 

“Cheez? What… What are you doing here?” 

“It’s a library, only place I can read one of da books for school. It’s more weird for you to be here,” he replied. 

Cheez was one of the younger sellers from her time at the MG Pits. She had

grown fond of him, and she had hoped he felt the same. He didn’t seem to know that she was being hunted by his own crew. 

“Shit, I just needed to grab something. Shouldn’t you be at the Pits?” 

He gulped and nervously reached behind his back. Brooke shook her head as he slowly pulled out a small pistol. His hands shook as he began to aim the weapon towards her. She immediately reacted, pulling her own gun out and pointing it at him. 

“Don’t do this,” Brooke warned. 

“I’m sorry Bee, but there’s a hit out on you. You’re a fuckin’ pig,” Cheez replied, his eyes filled with tears as he struggled to keep the gun straight. 

“I’m not a fucking cop. It’s a setup,” Brooke replied. “You have to believe me Cheez. Come on, after all we’ve been through, you think I’m a cop?” 

“I don’t know Bee! But I have no choice, y’know?” 

Brooke sighed. “You have a choice Cheez. Just put your gun down. You never saw me. It’s that simple, come on,” she pleaded. 

“They gonna find out and then they gonna kill me then,” Cheez replied, his voice trembling. 

“No, they won’t. Only you and I know that we saw each other. No one else has to know Cheez,” she replied. “You don’t want to take a life Cheez, you’re gonna be fucking changed forever, you know that right?” 

“You were da one who talked about loyalty and shit,” Cheez retorted. 

Her police training was kicking in and her finger got closer to squeezing the trigger. His voice was trembling less and the tears in his eyes were slowly disappearing. She had to find a way to resolve this before he was fully committed to pulling his own trigger. 

“Look, Cheez, how much do you actually know about loyalty huh? Think about what I’ve done for Marcus and Lamar. You ever suck a cock?” Brooke questioned. 

It took Cheez by surprise, his face contorted into disgust. “What? I ain’t… Like, what da fuck.” 

“Yeah, exactly. You think I enjoy sucking dick? I had to fucking gag on some nasty ass motherfuckers for those two. You know that? I had to swing my ass for some fat, ugly fuckers. And what do I get for all that? Huh? I get labeled a fucking pig,” Brooke continued angrily. 

“Yeah, but I bet they had a good reason.” 

“A good reason? You ever met that fucking lawyer? Charles or whatever the fuck his name is?” Brooke questioned. 

“I think I seen that nigga around, yeah,” Cheez responded, his grip on his gun loosening. 

“Yeah? The rich one? Always wearing that nice suit?” 

“Yeah, I seen him. He always talkin’ about how he works at Esquire. Like, why a nigga be bragging about working at a bitch’s magazine,” he replied. 

Brooke rolled her eyes as she quickly lowered one hand, closed the gap, and grabbed Cheez’s wrist. He yelped as she bent his hand downward and popped the gun out from his palm. She caught it mid air, spun it, and then clicked the safety. 

“Yo! What da fuck?” He exclaimed. 

“Now go on, get the fuck out of here. You and I didn’t see each other, you got that?” Brooke responded. 

He paused as he looked at his gun. She quickly pulled up her other hand, pointing her own gun at him. “Cheez, you won’t be able to steal this out from me. Now go.” 

After a moment of hesitation, he sighed and nodded. He turned and began walking back to the library. Before he opened the door, he turned back towards her. “Bee, are you really not a fuckin’ pig?” 

“You think about that. You think about what I just told you I did for Lamar and

Marcus and see if that’s what a fucking cop would do,” she replied. 

He dug through his pocket, causing her to aim her gun at him again. His hand moved around and he pulled out a black cloth of some sort. He walked towards her, carrying it. “Here, you should at least cover your face with something,” he offered her as he handed her his bandana. “I just had it cleaned so you ain’t gotta worry about stinkin’ or some shit.” 

Brooke let out a sigh of relief as she lowered her gun. She still kept her distance as she took it. “Thanks Cheez. If you know what’s good for you, you would get the fuck out of that crew. They are some unloyal bitches, you hear me?” Brooke advised as wrapped it around her chin. 

He shrugged and headed back to the library. “I ain’t got no other choice Bee. I’ll see you around.” 

She watched as he went back in the library before holstering her weapon. After tying the bandana on tightly to cover her lower face, she stuck Cheez’s gun in her waistband behind her, like he had. She glanced around once more before hurriedly making her way towards the nearest station. There was no way she would risk another chance encounter like that again. 




***

Brooke cursed as she felt a slight shock from trying to twist two wires together. 

She was trying to hotwire a car in a parking lot. It was a lot harder than she remembered from her training. She had even picked out an older model car, hoping that it would be easier. 

After a flicking the wires against each other a few times, the engine finally came to life. She let out a sigh of relief and headed out. The windows were heavily tinted, which meant she’d be able to drive through the Brooklyn Heights without being seen. 

The car rumbled a bit as she raced through the streets of Brooklyn. Familiar sights and streets passed by as she made her way to the Heights. She came to an abrupt stop as soon as she saw a familiar luxury car. “That’s him,” she whispered to herself, recognizing the car and license plate number. 

The sleek, black car rolled through the front of the Heights and stopped. The

lawyer, dressed in a navy blue pin-striped suit strolled out while carrying a briefcase. A couple of larger black men flanked him, obviously guards. 

He boarded the luxury car as one of the larger black men got in the passenger side seat. The other two headed to another luxury car that was idling not too far off. Brooke scanned the area and slowly crept forward, making sure to keep her car at a safe distance. 

The luxury cars sped off with Brooke following them. She guessed that they would be heading over to meet Lamar or Marcus at one of the distribution centers or even possibly the strip club. There were a few recognizable faces on the street as she drove by. While she was worried that someone might recognize her, no one actually paid any attention to the cars passing by them. 

“Where are you going, you motherfucker,” she whispered as she gripped tightly onto the steering wheel. 

The cars turned down towards an old, abandoned looking warehouse. They came to a full stop and Charles stepped out, adjusting his blazer as he did. He glanced around before heading in, still carrying the briefcase from before. 

Brooke gritted her teeth as she watched him. He had been the one who had recognized her and blown her cover. She quietly exited her stolen car and made her way towards the warehouse. Her heart raced as she followed along the side of the building, heading towards the nearest fire escape. She had to carefully make her way on top of a dumpster before jumping to reach the staircase of the fire escape. 

After making her way up, she went to the closest open window. She was worried that someone would see her in broad daylight. The metal rattled slightly with each of her steps but she tried her best to keep quiet. 

The inside of the warehouse was rather dark but she was still able to spot Charles as he made his way towards the center of the large empty room. Brooke found it strange that his guards weren’t flanking him here. 

A door on the other side of the warehouse opened and slammed shut as a figure entered. Brooke squinted, trying to see if she could recognize him. He was a baseball cap on, pulling down to cover the upper half of his face. Brooke couldn’t recognize him at all, only able to tell that he was dark skinned man. 

He spread open his arms and gave Charles a big hug. He was considerably taller than the already tall lawyer. Brooke grinded her teeth as she watched the two man talking. She couldn’t hear a word, only whispers echoing about, teasing her ears. 

“I need to get closer,” she whispered to herself. 

Charles handed the briefcase over to the tall black man and finished by giving him another hug. He headed out first, leaving the tall black man alone for a moment. Brooke quietly contemplated her next moves as she waited for Charles to come back into the warehouse. As the tall black man stood silently holding the briefcase, she heard the luxury cars head off, their engines roaring through the neighborhood. 

Brooke quickly rushed down the fire escape, being as careful as possible to not make too much noise. She jumped off the stairs and onto the dumpster before making her way to one of the doors. Unfortunately for her, the nearest door she tried to open was locked shut. 

“Fuck,” she grunted as she turned and headed around the building. 

She hoped that the tall black man was still standing in the warehouse as she rushed around the building, heading towards the door that he had entered through. As she neared the door, it burst open. Brooke came to a quick stop. She rushed over to the nearest wall and took a deep breath, regaining her composure. 

The tall black man sauntered out, heading in the opposite direction from Brooke. 

She pulled her bandana up to cover her nose and mouth before rushing to him. 

He continued onwards in the long alleyway, a small swagger to his step. She reached back and pulled out Cheez’s gun. 

“Stop right there,” Brooke ordered as she pressed the gun into the tall black man’s lower back. He froze and tried to turn his head. “I said stop motherfucker. 

That means don’t move… at all,” she repeated. 

“Hey, hey, whoa now, why don’t we talk through this?” He suggested. 

“Nothing to talk about. Drop the briefcase,” she ordered. 

“Afraid not baby girl. I ain’t knowing who you be but I’m warning you, this be a

bad idea, you feel me? This ain’t shit you be wanting to get into.” 

“Oh trust me, I know exactly what I’m into. Now drop the fucking briefcase,” 

she repeated. 

“And if I don’t?” 

“I shoot you in the fucking spine. You want to be paralyzed for the rest of your life?” Brooke threatened. 

He released his grip on the briefcase, letting it drop loudly on the ground. As soon as it hit, he turned, spinning around while reaching back with his free hand. 

Brooke saw him coming, jumping back and avoiding his grip. She immediately raised her gun up to point towards his chest. 

“And now, you move again and I fucking blow out your lungs,” Brooke warned. 

He tilted his head and shrugged, impressed by her quick response. “You a cop?” 

He questioned as he stepped towards her. 

She immediately aimed downward and shot him in the knee. He cried out in pain as he grabbed the wound. His eyes were wide open in shock as she aimed towards his face this time. 

“I don’t know, you tell me,” she replied. 

“FUCK! What the fuck?!” He screamed as he gripped tightly onto his knee. 

Brooke ran full force towards him and brought up her right knee. She smashed it into his face, hitting it with all her might. He groaned and fell to the ground, his nose obvious broken from the strike. 

“Now stay down,” Brooke ordered as she leaned in and grabbed the briefcase off the ground. 

She sighed as she noticed it was locked, which wasn’t a complete surprise. After walking several steps away from the fallen black man, she put the briefcase on the ground and carefully aimed her gun at one of the locks. A loud bang filled the air and the briefcase fell, a piece of plastic flying and clattering on the ground. Another shot later and the case opened right up. 

“Now, let’s see what you’re up to,” she said as she looked through the briefcase. 

Her eyes widened as she saw large stacks of cash. There was easily thousands and thousands of dollars in the briefcase. Hidden beneath the stacks of cash was a passport. She opened it up and laughed. 

“Anthony Lambert? Really? Why do I get a feeling that this isn’t really your passport?” Brooke questioned as she tossed it at the fallen man. 

“The fuck, you bitch! I don’t know who the fuck you are, but I’m going to find out. I’m going to make your life a living hell!” He roared as he sat up, still holding tightly onto his bloody knee. 

“Good luck with that,” Brooke replied lightly as she put the cash back in and pulled out some of the papers in the case. “What’s this?” She questioned as she tried to decipher the documents. 

It was obvious that the lawyer had encoded the documents. She walked over to him and kicked him in the knee. He cried out in pain as she pressed her boot down further. 

“So, you going to tell me what these papers are?” She interrogated. 

“I don’t know,” he groaned as he tried to grab her ankle. 

Brooke shot at the nearest brick wall and then placed the heated tip of the gun against his cheek. He screamed in pain as she held it in place. “Does this help educate you?” She questioned. 

“Ow! You bitch!” He screamed. 

“Come on Anthony, if that really is your name, tell me what the fuck this shit is,” 

she ordered. 

She pressed down with her boot harder. He growled and shook his head. “Fine! 

FINE! Fuck! Get off my knee!” He yelped. 

Brooke stepped back and placed one hand on her hip, the other still pointing her gun at his head. He bit his lower lip before he sighed and stared at the passport on the ground. “It’s nothing but instructions. Where to go to pull money out, 

where to put it back in,” he started. 

She raised her right eyebrow as she heard his words. “Wait… For what reason? 

Laundering?” 

“We don’t do any laundry,” he replied. 

Brooke lighted kicked his knee. “You know what I’m talking about, asshole.” 

“Gah! Fine, fine! Fuck! Stop hitting my knee! I don’t want to lose a leg,” he groaned. 

“If you don’t want to lose that leg, you better fucking talk,” Brooke replied. 

“Look, I don’t know for sure what happens with the money, alright? I don’t know how laundering works, I just do what he tells me to.” 

“And how do you decode this?” Brooke pressed. 

He hesitated, staring at her boot. She could tell he was contemplating on attacking her. His movements were obvious to her, with her years of training. 

She took a couple of steps back, her gun still trained at his head. 

“Fuck…” He whispered to himself. “Look, why do you even want to know if you ain’t a cop?” 

“You called me a bitch right? Well, you know what else is a bitch? Payback,” 

Brooke answered. 

“The fuck are you talking about? Charles do something to you?” He asked. 

“Tell me how to decode it,” she ordered again, ignoring his question. 

“It’s hard to explain. It’s all in my head,” he responded. 

Brooke sighed and shook her head. “Wrong answer,” she said as she pointed her gun at his other knee. 

“Wait! Wait! Hold on! You gotta give me a pen and paper or something!” He replied. 

“Oh come on, it can’t be that complicated.” 

“You think you can remember this? You have to reverse the alphabet first. So ‘A’

would be ‘Z’,” he started. 

“Seems simple enough,” she replied. 

“Then you need to shift…” He paused as he glanced to the right. 

Brooke looked towards the ground and saw something move, a shadow near her. 

She turned and jumped, just barely avoiding a man from stabbing her with a knife. He lunged at her and she fired instinctively, hitting the man in the shoulder. His hoodie covered his face but she could still hear him growl in pain as he reached and grabbed his shoulder. 

Anthony tried to stand and tackle Brooke but was met with a boot to his knee again. She immediately fired another shot at the leg of the other man. In the distance, she heard more footsteps, followed by a siren. 

“Bitch, you dead now,” Anthony groaned. 

Brooke rushed over and grabbed his passport and jammed everything into the broken briefcase. She held it tightly against her chest and rushed out of the alleyway, making sure her bandana was still covering the lower half of her face. 

She heard shouting from behind her and quickly turned down another alley. 

“Shit, shit, shit,” she mumbled as she ran as fast as she could. 

He hadn’t finished telling her how to decode the papers but at least she had wads of cash and a passport to follow up on. Her heart felt as though it would burst out of her chest as she ran with all her might. There was more shouting in the distance and sirens blared by as cops came converging near her. 

“Fuck, fuck, I need an exit,” she whispered. 

A police cruiser went flying in front of her before she heard it screech to a stop. 

Brooke rushed, running faster, hearing the car burn rubber as the cop put it in reverse. As soon as she rushed by the alley, the cruiser zoomed back. The car turned hard, barely making the ninety degree angle so that the cop could drive his cruiser behind her. 

Brooke rushed towards a main street and immediately cut through traffic. Cars came screeching to a halt to try and avoid her. The cruiser behind her rammed into one of the cars, its siren whining to death. 

“Shit, where’s my car,” she said to herself as she turned again, heading back towards the warehouse. 

More sirens began to zone in, collapsing around her. She saw a black man with a doo rag glancing at her. He reached behind his back and she immediately jump while running, raising her knee and slamming it into his face. She felt a small crack in her knee as he fell to the ground hard. 

“Fuck,” she growled as she began to limp. 

Her stolen car was not too far off. She rushed as fast as she could, managing to slide into the car just as a police cruiser came blasting through the road. Brooke took a couple of deep breaths to try to calm herself as she tossed the briefcase on the passenger side seat. She flicked the two wires together again and the old car came rumbling to life. 

After lowering her bandana a bit to catch a few more breaths, she drove off, watching as police cruisers went racing all around her. All the shots she had fired had most likely gotten the attention of the police, but she wasn’t sure where the man with the hoodie had come from. 

“I need to decode this,” she groaned as she managed to get on the nearest highway. 

Her right leg throbbed with pain emitting from her knee. The thug with the doo rag had an extremely hard head, she thought. She was immediately met with traffic and she sighed. At least she now had some time to think. 




***

Brooke scribbled some notes on a paper pad and sighed. She was having no luck decoding the paperwork she had managed to steal from Charles. The effort was going to take a significant amount of time. 

“Fuck, where’s Roberto when you need him,” she whispered. 

She had managed to find a small little motel to stay at. The owner was a bit cautious of her when he first saw her stroll in with a bandana covering her face and a cap on low. Once he saw the wads of cash, he immediately let her know of her current open room. 

In the background, she had her television on for background noise. When the music of the local news hit, she turned her attention towards it. Her face was immediately plastered on the screen as a person of interest. 

“Local police are searching for a menace. This woman was recently found attempting to murder innocent people in an alleyway. NYPD suspects that she had been on a drug induced...” 

Brooke rolled her eyes and changed channels. It seemed Cedric Lars was doing everything he could to paint her out as a horrid human being. She had moved all the cash from the broken briefcase to a backpack she had bought. 

“If I can crack this, I know it can be used to bring down that prick,” she whispered as she stared at the paper. 

In the distance, she could hear sirens echoing through the streets. She had the advantage of being able to travel in the dark now. Though, she had hoped she didn’t have to. She scratched through one of the notes she had on her paper and tried to decode a sentence again. 

As she tapped her pen against her lips, she felt a strange chill run down her spine. It had grown oddly silent while she had been attempting to decode a sentence again. Even the sirens in the distance had dissipated into the night. She slowly stood up from her seat and packed the papers from the briefcase into her backpack. 

There was a brief movement outside her window, a small shadow near the edge of her motel’s curtain. She slowly back away into the bathroom and opened the window. It would be a tight fit, but she’d be able to get through it. She had attempted it once when she first checked in. 

There was a brief flicker in the air, followed by the quick sound of static. Brooke quickly slammed the door to the bathroom shut and opened the window. She heard something slam into the front door, followed by loud shouting. 

“This is the police! Stay where you are or we will be forced to shoot!” An officer yelled. 

Brooke tossed her backpack out the window first and then climbed on the toilet. 

She heard the front door fall followed by several footsteps as the police entered the room. Her heart raced as she tried to fit through the window, her body squeezing to get through. 

“Clear! Check the bed!” A voice screamed. 

Brooke gritted her teeth as she struggled to make her way out. Her ass got stuck in the window and she wiggled, sharp pain hitting her everywhere. She heard a knock on the bathroom door. 

“Anybody in there? This is the NYPD! Open up!” A voice shouted. 

She finally managed to squeeze out, landing on the ground with a thud. After shaking her head a couple of times, she picked up her backpack and rushed out. 

Red and blue lights flashed all around her as more and more police cruisers came rushing into the parking lot. She gulped as she saw more officers come climbing up the stairs. 

“Shit, tactical vests… what are they, S.W.A.T.?” Brooke whispered as she hopped over the railing. 

She took a deep breath and hopped down, her hands catching the bottom rung of the railing and stopping her from landing on the ground, which was still fairly far down. An officer stuck his head out of her bathroom’s window and looked around, just barely missing Brooke’s hands on the bottom rail. Brooke took a deep breath and braced herself as she released her grip. She bent her knees as soon as she felt the ground on her feet. 

“Fuck,” she whispered as she felt the pain in her knee return. 

Her injured leg trembled as she tried to stand up. There was shouting nearby as more police officers rushing around the motel, trying to track her down. She tried to run but her injured leg gave out, causing her to limp around. More and more she began to feel claustrophobic as she could feel the cops slowly converging on her location. 

“Shit, shit, shit, shit,” Brooke repeated as she looked around, ducking down near the closest car to her. 

There was no way she’d be able to hotwire another car with police surrounding her. She also didn’t want to try and shoot her way out. Her options were running out minute by minute. She limped her way towards another car when she heard a gunshot behind her. The passenger side window of the car she was heading towards exploded. 

“Fuck! They’re firing live rounds?!” Brooke yelped as she got low and rolled towards another car. 

Another loud bang filled the air as the officer fired again. Brooke curse as she heard the bullet hit the pavement close to her. It didn’t seem as though they were shooting to injure. She gulped as she tried to figure out what to do. 

As her hope began to creep away, a loud screeching filled the air and a familiar blue BMW came blazing through the parking lot. It slid as it turned before it came to a full and complete stop near her. The window was rolled down and she could see Cam waving her in. 

“Come on! Run!” He yelled. 

Brooke gritted her teeth and stood. She jogged towards the car, her leg screaming in pain with each step. Another gunshot filled the air, hitting the side of the BMW. Brooke gasped as she opened the door and jumped in. Before she could even close the door, Cam stepped on the gas, the car roaring as it raced forward. 

“Cam? What? How?” 

The sports car jumped a curb and launched itself out from a sidewalk and onto the main street. Brooke looked back to see police cruisers flying out of the parking lot and chasing them. Cam kept both hands on the wheel as he began to race through traffic. 

“You need to let me out! I can’t have you marked as an accomplice,” Brooke said. 

Cam smirked as he took a hard right turn, the car skidding again. He narrowly

dodged a slow moving truck as he danced between lanes. “Little late for that, y’know? Got a damn bullet in my car now,” he replied. 

Sirens echoed through between buildings as Cam slipped in and out of traffic. 

They turned on Utica Avenue and came to a screeching halt. “Fuck,” Cam grunted as he stared out at a sea of traffic. 

“Where are you trying to go?” Brooke asked. 

“Eastern or maybe C-Town, go park in one of the supermarkets there,” he replied. 

“I don’t think Utica was the best choice. The fucking station is behind us.” 

“Well, thanks for that. Not like I know what the fuck I’m doing with all these cops chasing me. Hold tight,” he responded as he tugged hard on the steering wheel. 

He hopped up on the curb and on the sidewalk. People ran out of the way as he honked and made his way past traffic towards the next block over. He took a hard right on Sterling, hopped back on the street and raced forward. Brooke glanced back, watching as police cars raced by. 

“You really got some mad heat on you. They think you’re a cop killa,” Cam said as he turned left. 

“What? What fucking cops did I kill?” She questioned. 

“I don’t know, I just heard that shit on this radio,” Cam replied as he tossed her a police scanner. 

“What the? Why do you have one of these?” 

“Well, when I saw you n the news, I had to figure out a way to find you. Figured if I could listen to the fucking cops, I’d get something,” Cam answered. 

Brooke felt her face grow warm. He actually cared for her. Enough to risk his life to not only find her but save her as well. A rush of guilt ran through her, knowing that he was not going to be happy about her actually being a cop. 

He took another hard turn, this time towards a parking lot. After making his way towards the center of the lot, he skidded to a stop and backed into a spot between two other luxury cars. The two waited quietly as sirens continued to ring out around them. 

“I hope this works,” Cam said as he glanced around. 

Small beads of sweat rolled down his forehead, dripping down of his chin as he nervously gripped onto the steering wheel. Brooke took a deep breath and closed her eyes, trying to regain her composure. Her heart continued to race incredibly fast in her chest. 

“What is that?” Cam asked as he squinted. 

The two heard a constant thudding noise from the air. Brooke gasped as she recognized the sound. “Shit… that’s a helicopter,” she whispered. 

“You serious?! Okay, what the fuck? That’s some crazy ass shit. You really a cop killa?” Cam questioned as he looked out his tinted window. 

“I am not a cop killer. Look, I’m in a really fucked up situation, that’s all. Lamar, Marcus, their whole crew, they’re being backed by the NYPD,” Brooke responded. 

Cam looked at her, his face contorted in confusion. “What? Them niggas is cops?” 

Brooke sighed and shook her head. “No, they are not cops. They’re working for them.” 

“Like snitches? They CIs or some shit?” 

“Not quite. The NYPD is feeding them information,” Brooke answered. 

“The fuck? You just said that they working for them fucking cops, but now you’re saying the cops work for them?” 

“Look, it’s complicated. I’m trying to wrap my head around all this too. I haven’t put all the pieces together yet,” Brooke replied as she nervously looked up at the sunroof. 

She saw a helicopter fly by and she caught her breath. Both remained silent, as if the helicopter could somehow hear them. Cam nervously glanced at Brooke and took a deep breath. “You think they’ll find us here?” He asked, his voice hushed. 

“You have a pretty distinctive car but I don’t think its special enough. Blue Beamers are everywhere in Chinatown. But if they searching on foot, those bullet holes in your car are going to give it right away,” Brooke answered. 

“Bullet holes? Fuck! So they did hit my car,” Cam complained as he smacked his hands on his steering wheel. 

“You can’t have one of your chop shops fix it up?” Brooke inquired. 

“Seriously? Do I look like a ‘spic? Fuck. Well, we got to get the fuck out of here,” Cam responded. 

“No, I need to get the fuck out of here. You need to lay low. I don’t need you involved with this,” Brooke said as she opened her door. 

Cam reached out and grabbed her wrist before leaning in close and giving her a kiss on the lips. His tongue snuck in past her lips and danced with her own. She felt her body grow hot as the two embraced, her right hand slowly letting go of the door. 

She pressed her hands on his chest and reluctantly pushed back. “I’m sorry Cam, I can’t. It’s too dangerous,” she said as she stepped out of the car. He sighed as she crouched low and headed for one of the older cars. She tugged at the doors, cursing under her breath as it was locked. 

“Here, let me,” Cam said as he stepped in carrying a long hanger wire. 

“Cam, seriously?” Brooke whispered. 

“They shot my car, they’re eventually gonna find out who owns the car and pinpoint it on me. I’m already in too deep,” he responded with a wink. 

He expertly slid the wire between the window seal and tugged, the door unlocking like magic. Brooke glared at him for a moment before making her way to the passenger side seat. The two boarded the car and he dug under the steering wheel. After a few flicks, the car started right up, much faster than her

attempts in the previous car she had hotwired. 

“You’ve done this a few times, huh?” Brooke questioned. 

“Don’t act like you ain’t done this before,” Cam replied with a grin. 

He slowly pulled in reverse and drove carefully out of the parking lot. More sirens blared through the streets as police zoomed through the narrow streets. 

Cam was careful to drive like a civilian, making sure to turn his signals on at every light and also coming to a full and complete stop at every traffic light. 

“Where are we going?” Brooke asked. 

“My crib,” Cam answered. 

“Well, if they eventually find the car and track it to you, then your crib is the next obvious target.” 

“My second crib. Nobody know about it. Not even under my name,” Cam replied. 

“Not under your name?” 

“Yeah, got a cuz that got outta this life. He’s a high profile real estate guy now. 

Got me a sweet place under his name. I’m allowed to crash whenever,” he answered. 

“For free?” 

“Hell yeah for free. He only got the place because he saw the land prices were going up or some shit. He wanted to keep the place empty but I sweet talked him into letting me watch over it. After we take a break, I’m gonna get in touch with some of my niggas, get you some real protection, you feel me?” 

“You mean your Crip brothers? Why would they want to get involved with this shit?” Brooke questioned. 

“Cause Lamar, Marcus and whatever the fuck they want to call their crew has been fucking with us for far too long. No more of this shit. They think they run Brooklyn, they got another thing coming,” Cam replied. 

He turned down towards the Columbia Street Waterfront District. She pulled her cap down even lower, hiding her face as much as possible. “Really? You realize how close this is to the Heights, right?” She questioned. 

“Yeah, I know. But them niggas ain’t going to be searching there anymore. 

Unless they think you stupid enough to try to head back to your old home,” he replied. 

Brooke nodded, agreeing with him in silence. The car turned a corner and down into a garage of a condo. She looked around, impressed. “Wait, how old is your cousin? This was supposed to be an opportunity for investment? Looks like this place has always been that,” she said. 

“Yeah, right after the recession. That nigga bought all kinds of places,” he said as he parked the car. 

He hopped out and headed over to the passenger side, opening her door and helping her out. Brooke still had a slight limp in her step as they made their way to the elevators. She kept cautious, glancing around for any obvious cameras. 

“You’re safe here, you can lower that,” he said as he pulled her bandana down. 

She tried to pull it up but he shook his head. “That’s gonna draw more attention, trust me,” he continued. 

They entered the elevator and he pressed the button to one of the higher floors. 

As the elevator began its ascent, she leaned in towards Cam’s chest, rubbing her cheeks against his powerful chest. She could almost hear his heart beating with it so close to her ear. 

“You really shouldn’t have gotten involved with all this,” she said. 

“Shit, you really don’t know me, do you? I ain’t letting a woman like you get put down by them fucking niggas,” Cam replied as he held her tightly with his right arm. 

Brooke felt a rush of guilt wash over her as she looked up at him. She wanted to tell him right there and then that she was actually a cop. That she had come up from New Jersey to go undercover for the NYPD. 

The elevator came to a stop and Cam reached down with his other arm, easily

lifted her up in his arms. She yelped as he smiled and carried her out. His powerful arms carried her as if she were weightless, heading down the quiet hall towards a door at the end. 

“You know I can still walk, right?” Brooke stated. 

“I know. I bet you can do some other shit to,” he replied with a grin. 

Her crotch grew warm at his words. She could feel the folds of her sex grow wet as he opened the door. Once the door slammed shut, he carried her through the surprisingly large condo and into the master bedroom. He tossed her on the king sized bed, covered in soft, silky bed sheets, which were, of course, blue. 

As she lay on her back and climbed up on the bed on all fours, his hands gently massaging her body as he got closer. He leaned in and gave her a kiss on the lips before his hands made their way back down to her sore thighs. She moaned as his fingers squeezed around her tired legs. He carefully massaged her injured knee, gently caressing it with his warm but strong hands. 

“Oh…. that’s it,” Brooke whispered. 

Cam’s hands gently made their way down to her calves and finally down to her ankles. He pulled off her shoes and tossed them to the side. She giggled as he pulled off her socks and tickled the soles of her feet. He pulled her feet towards him and glided his tongue between her toes. She gasped and sucked in her lips as she wiggled her toes. 

His hands roamed back up to her waist, undoing the button on her jeans and unzipping it. She crossed and raised her lower body up, letting him peel her jeans away from her creamy, round ass. His thick black lips wrapped around her big toe, sucking on it lightly as he pulled her jeans up and off her. 

He licked his lips as he looked down at her. Brooke spread her legs wide open, her red thong just barely able to hide the lips of her sex. “Mmm… damn, that looks good,” Cam said as he leaned back in to kiss her on the lips. 

As the two locked lips, Brooke’s hands reached down between her legs to undo his belt. She fumbled a bit but managed to pull it off. His jeans were next as she expertly unbuttoned and unzipped them. Cam helped a bit, reaching down to pull of his jeans and boxer shorts, unleashing his massive hard-on. 

She bit lightly on his lower lip when his heated member smacked against her wet sex. Only the silky thin fabric of her thong was between the two. She reached between her legs and stroked his hardening shaft, making sure to pay extra attention to the sensitive tip. Both of them moaned as they kissed, twirling their tongues against one another. 

His hands roamed under her shirt, squeezing under her bra to knead her soft, supple breasts. He pinched her hard nipples as she rubbed his shaft against her thong faster and faster. She peeled her soaking wet thong to the side, letting his hot black shaft brush against her naked sex. 

“Damn, you are so fucking hot,” Cam whispered into her ear. 

He nibbled on her earlobe before gliding his tongue down her neck. Brooke gasped and squeezed his shaft. Her legs wrapped around his powerful waist as she began to move her lower body back and forth, rubbing her wet pussy lips against his fully erect shaft. With a twist of her own hips, she rolled her body, making his roll on his back. 

She released his hardened manhood and grabbed the bottom of his polo shirt. 

After getting a good grip, she peeled it off his muscular body, pulling it over his arms but stopping as soon as she pulled it over his head, not quite taking it off him. She returned the favor, licking his neck and making her way down to his chest, his face covered by his shirt. 

She kissed his body, going lower and lower as her hands roamed his arms, then his sides and finally the base of his massive black cock. Her mouth watered as she stared at the thick throbbing shaft pointed straight up towards her lips. She wrapped her fingers around the base and gave it a small squeeze before she slid them up his lengthy member. He groaned beneath his shirt as his hips buckled with excitement. 

Her tongue gently rolled around the tip of his cock, her warm breath brushing by it. She teased him, sliding the tip of her tongue down the underside of his cock, and then making her way back toward the sensitive spot where the shaft met the head. At the same time, she massaged his balls with one hand while gently stroking the bottom half of his shaft with her other. 

“Ah fuck…” He whispered. 

She teased him further, lightly touching the tip of her tongue against the tip of his shaft, tasting the small bits of cum leaking out. Her tongue wagged left and right, making his tremble beneath her. She gave his balls a tighter squeeze before wrapping her velvety red lips around the head of his cock. 

“Ungh… yeah, that’s it,” he groaned. 

She pulled back and grinned. “You like that?” 

“Fuck yeah,” he responded, his voice muffled beneath his shirt. 

“You want me to suck this big black cock?” She teased as she stroked his member. 

“Hell yeah I want you to swallow this beast,” he groaned back. 

Brooke released his balls and pulled off his shirt, tossing it to the side. She pulled her thong off, spun around and mounted his face, her soaking wet pussy above his thick black lips. “Well, you better return the fucking favor if you want me to suck this cock,” she teased as she moved her hips left and right, rubbing her pussy against his lips. 

His warm tongue glided against her wet pussy lips as soon as her own lips sank around his throbbing black cock. Both let out muffled moans as they teased one another with their mouths. Brooke’s cheeks sucked in as she took in his cock. 

Cam moved his hips slightly, pushing his cock into her mouth as she slurped away. 

At the same time, he pushed his tongue deep into her pussy while squeezing her ass cheeks and spreading them open. His flat nose pressed against her tightly puckered backdoor while his tongue journeyed further into her quivering cunt. 

Brooke pulled back and gasped as she trembled atop his muscular frame. She grabbed his massive shaft and squeezed it as she turned her attention towards his smooth black balls. 

Cam’s tongue slid out from between her pussy lips and circled them, teasing her clit for a bit. It then slid between her slit and up towards her outspread ass cheeks. She shivered as the tip of his tongue circled her backdoor, teasing her tight little hole. Brooke’s own tongue slid down to the base of his shaft. She flicked her tongue against his balls, going from one to the other excitedly. 

Her hot breath rushed by, even sliding past his balls and up past his ass, making his let out a groan of pleasure. His tongue dipped into her ass, squeezing into her tight little backdoor. Brooke immediately tensed up and clutched his thick black cock even harder. She slipped her lips around one of his balls, suckling on it as she moaned. 

Cam’s tongue made its way out and back down to her pussy. His index finger tapped against her asshole, slowly pressing in and out as his tongue plunged into her cunt once again. Brooke slid her tongue up his shaft and once she reached the tip, her lips enveloped his cock. The thick rounded tip of his cock throbbed in her warm mouth as he excitedly moved his hips. Brooke’s toes curled as his finger pushed into her ass while his tongue rolled downward and flicked her most sensitive area. 

“Mmm…. MMMM…. MMMMPH!” Brooke moaned as she trembled on top of Cam while trying to suck on his cock. 

She grasped onto his thighs as her pussy tightened around his tongue. Her body grew hot as she climaxed. Cam could tell, sliding his finger in and out of her ass faster. Each time his knuckle slipped in and out, it sent vibrations throughout her entire body. She could barely breathe as she slobbered on his big fat cock. 

Her thighs squeezed his head as she finally pulled away from his manhood and cried out in pleasure. She continued to stroke his spit covered shaft as she rubbed her pussy against Cam’s face. As her climax subsided, she excitedly hopped off his face, rolled on her back and spread her legs wide open. She slid two fingers between her legs and slid her pussy lips open. 

“Come on in big boy,” she teased as she wiggled her toes in the air. 

“Fuck, you sexy!” Cam exclaimed as he pulled off his jeans and boxers before mounting her. 

He grabbed the base of his cock and tapped his massive shaft against her sensitive clit. Brooke moaned and squirmed, reaching down between her legs to tease the tip of his manhood. As soon as her soft, warm hands gripped his shaft, his own hands moved outwards to hold her ankles tight. 

“You put it in,” he ordered with a huge grin. 

Brooke nibbled on her lower lip as she pressed the tip of his massive cock against her outspread pussy lips. She gasped as his hot, thick member spread open her tight white pussy, easing in bit by bit. Her hands squeezed his shaft to help glide it in between her legs. He held tightly onto her trembling ankles while tilting his head back and groaning as her warm cunt enveloped his hot member. 

“Fuck… You are so tight…” He groaned. 

Brooke moaned loudly as more and more of his lengthy member plunged into her. Cam pushed his lower body forward bit by bit, inching his cock deeper with each small movement. She closed her eyes and squeezed, her pussy clenching tight around his shaft as it slid in. 

“Fuck!” He groaned as he squeezed her ankles tighter. 

Her toes wiggled as she trembled beneath his powerful body. With one final thrust, the entire length of Cam’s cock submerged into her slick wet pussy. Both of them moaned and paused, adjusting to the heated sensations of pleasure rolling through their bodies. Cam leaned his upper body inwards, pressing his chest against her breasts as he kissed her on the lips, his thick throbbing cock still deep inside her. 

Brooke was the first to move, grinding her lower body against him. Even with her legs spread wide apart and pulled up near her head, she was able to move her ass up and down, using the strength of her abs. Cam groaned as he began to pull his cock back out, her pussy still clamping tightly around his shaft as if to stop it from leaving. 

Once his shaft made it about halfway out, he slammed his hips forward, hammering her pussy again. His big black balls smacked against her soft white ass cheeks, the sound echoing through the room. Her breasts rocked slightly even with his chest pressing down on them. As their tongues continued to tango, he began to thrust harder and faster, pistoning in and out of her drenched cunt. 

Brooke arched her back and cried out in pleasure as her feet trembled. A powerful ball of warmth bounced through her body as she climaxed yet again. 

Her pussy clenched even tighter around his shaft, kneading it as he continued to plow away into her. 

“Yeah! That’s it girl! Cum on my cock!” He groaned as he released her ankles, 

sat up and grabbed her hips instead. 

Brooke’s legs automatically wrapped around his waist as her climax peaked. He thrust his hips harder, slamming in and out of her with all his might. She responded by moving her ass up and down, grinding her lower body against his, her clit rubbing against the base of his shaft each time he shoved his big black cock into her cunt. Once her climax had peaked she unraveled her legs from his hips and pushed off him, rolling away and grinning seductively. 

“Damn, you done already?” He laughed as he stroked his silky, gleaming shaft. 

“Oh, no, we’re just getting started. Get on your back, let me show you how a woman fucks,” Brooke replied. 

He smirked and laid down, his throbbing member excitedly pointing towards the ceiling. She quickly mounted him, reaching between her legs to grip tightly onto his shaft and help guide it into her still tight pussy. Both moaned as she slid down on his cock, her knees on the bed. 

She started by grinding her lower body back and forth with his cock deep inside her. With her head tilted back, she closed her eyes and focused, squeezing the muscles in her pelvis. Cam squeezed her ass cheeks tightly as her pussy wrapped tightly around his shaft. 

“Oh fuck…” He groaned. 

“You like that?” Brooke teased as she continued to grind her lower body back and forth. She loved the way his smooth skin teased her clit each time she moved forward. 

“Damn woman, how you get so tight?” He responded as one of his hands reached up and gripped her breast, squeezing her hard nipple tightly between two fingers. 

Brooke grinned as she repositioned herself, moving her knees upward so that she was squatting atop his cock. She began to hop up and down, slamming her body atop his cock, making sure to pull off up until she reached the tip before moving back down, letting the entire length of his member slid in and out. Her hands rested on his chest, giving them a hard squeeze as she frantically hopped atop him. 

The entire bed creaked and groaned beneath them. Even though it was sturdy, it still shook violently with her movements. Cam grabbed onto her tits as he squirmed beneath her, his cock throbbing wildly as an intense pleasure rushed through him. He could feel his balls readying to unload and he took long deep breaths, trying to hold back. 

“Damn woman! Fuck, slow that ass down!” Cam groaned. 

Brooke smiled as she slowed her pace, gently sliding her ass up and down off his thick black cock. She made sure to continue squeezing her pelvis, making her pussy grip onto his shaft like a vice. Cam struggled to take deep breaths as her soft, velvety pussy squeezed his shaft. 

“Ah shit… I think that’s worse,” Cam groaned as he tried to fight his impending orgasm. 

She slowly lowered her knees back down and began to grind her lower body against him again. With one hand, she reached back and around her leg to grab his balls. She playfully squeezed them as she rocked her body back and forth faster. His hot throbbing cock quivered inside her and she could feel his body tense up. 

“You going to cum for me?” She teased as she massaged his balls. “You want to cum in this pussy?” 

“Fuck….” Cam groaned as he closed his eyes and gritted his teeth. 

Brooke felt his cock stiffen and she quickly dismounted him. His cock quivered wildly in the air, the tip of his cock a darker shade than the rest of his cock. “Aw come on! What the fuck?” He groaned in disappointment. 

“Not today,” she teased as she scooted back and lowered her face towards his crotch. 

Her tongue gently caressed the now extra sensitive tip of his cock. She flicked the tip of her tongue back and forth before she ran it down the underside of his shaft. He groaned in approval as he grabbed tightly onto the bed sheets. 

“Time to make you pop,” Brooke quipped before she wrapped her lips around the tip of his cock. 

She gave it a hard suck while stroking his shaft and braced herself. Cam tensed up and pressed the back of his head against the pillow beneath as he dug his fingers deep into the sheets. 

“Ah fuuuuuuuuuuuuck!” He groaned as his cock unleashed a stream of his hot, thick cum into Brooke’s mouth. 

She swallowed the first couple of blasts and gagged, his seed slipping out from between her lips and down his lengthy shaft. Her hand continued to stroke his shaft, squeezing and milking it as she sucked away at the tip. His salty, creamy, slightly sour and sweet seed filled her mouth quickly and she had to pull away, spitting some while swallowing the rest. She stared down at his cock, watching as even more cum continued to spew out. 

“Wow, you’re still like a fucking fire hose,” she said as she wiped her lips with the back of her hand. 

His cock still quivered as the last bits of his seed leaked out. He groaned and placed his hands on his forehead, his hips gently thrusting. “Damn that felt good,” he said as he ran his hands along the sides of his head before locking his fingers behind it. 

“And look at this thing, it’s still standing at attention,” she laughed as she shook his member left and right. 

“I can go all night,” he replied smugly. 

“Yeah?” Brooke responded as she licked her lips, tasting the remnants of his creamy cum on them. 

“I still want a piece of that ass,” he said. 

“What is it with black guys and trying to jam these fuckers up women’s asses?” 

Brooke replied as she squeezed his shaft. 

Cam shrugged. “Cause white girls be nasty?” He laughed. 

Brooke shook her head and laid down beside him, placing her smooth, silky leg on his hard abs. Her knee rested right above his crotch, his throbbing member under it. She squeezed it with the pit of her knee while she teased his nipple with

her fingers. 

“Thank you again,” she whispered into his ear. 

He leaned in and kissed her on the forehead before looking into her eyes. 

“Nothing I can’t do for a women I can’t get out of my head,” he replied. 

“Wow… You really do want this ass, don’t you?” She teased. 

His hand slid around behind her and his fingers danced down the curves of her ass. His index finger slid between her ass cheeks and rubbed against her backdoor. “You got me,” he replied with a grin. Brooke rolled atop him again, making sure to press down on his cock with her crotch. 

“Well then… You have a bottle of lube?” She asked as she rubbed her pussy back and forth along his shaft. 

“Fuck yeah!” Cam replied excitedly. 




***

Brooke rolled off the bed and groaned as she stretched. Her ass was still sore from the pounding Cam had given it. She slowly stood up and looked around, Cam missing from the bed. The smell of bacon passed by her nose and she rubbed her eyes before grabbing the nearest piece of clothing, a button up shirt, and putting it on. 

She strolled into the kitchen and smiled as she saw Cam, wearing nothing but an apron as he took a bite of bacon. He looked up at her and grinned. “Shit, was I too loud? Was gonna serve you some breakfast in bed.” 

“Well, you’ve already surprised me with this breakfast in general,” Brooke replied as she circled behind him and wrapped her arms around his waist. 

Her hands slid around and underneath his apron, teasing his hardening member again. He groaned in approval as her fingers danced around his balls. “That was an amazing night,” he whispered. 

“Well, unfortunately for you, I have to go now,” Brooke replied as her hands slipped back. 

“What?” 

“I’ve got revenge on my mind Cam. I have to take down Marcus and Lamar,” 

she replied as she grabbed a piece of bacon and bit into it. 

“Well, you ain’t going on your own,” he said. 

“I know anything I say won’t stop you. So… At least listen to what I order you to do,” 

He shrugged. “I’ll do the best I can. But if I get a chance to shoot one of them niggas and you tell me not to… Well, I can’t say I would listen to you then.” 

Brooke rolled her eyes before she sat up on the counter, taking another bite of the bacon. “Look, as much as you think those two are just some thugs that came up through the hood, I’m here to tell you that they are smarter than that,” she started. He nodded while flipping a piece of bread on the frying pan. “They have the backing of the NYPD,” she continued. 

“Well, so do we,” Cam interrupted. “We got enough lining their pockets with our shit.” 

“This is different. I’m not talking about some beat cop that barely makes minimum wage. I’m talking about the higher ups,” Brooke replied. “And they have a powerful lawyer in their back pocket too,” she continued. 

“The one in the pin striped suit right? Nigga looks like some sort of pimp gone legit,” Cam quipped. 

Brooke laughed as she finished her piece of bacon. “That’s right. Charles Montgomery Carson.” She felt a flood of anger as she said his name. His face flashed before her and she clenched her fists. “We need to take him down for sure.” 

“Wow, you have a grudge against that nigga in a clown suit?” 

“He’s the one that tried to frame me as a fucking cop,” Brooke answered. 

“Damn,” Cam paused as he took a sip of his juice. “So they believe him over you. He have something on you that proves it?” 

“You still don’t believe me? Fine, I’m a cop. Is that what you want to hear?” 

Brooke responded angrily. 

Cam smiled as he gave her a kiss on the lips and wrapped his big, powerful arms around her. He squeezed her tightly, hugging her and lifted her from the counter. 

“You’re cute when you’re angry,” he whispered. 

“Fuck you,” Brooke whispered back before she kissed him back on the lips. She pulled back from him and walked to the other side of the counter. “So… You have any guns?” 

“Shit, you serious? What kind you need?” Cam responded with a grin. 




***

Brooke quietly stared out the window of Cam’s new car, a dark blue Mercedes Benz. It was a coupe, similar to the BMW that he had to leave behind at the parking lot in Chinatown. Cam was next to her, sucking in on an e-cigarette and blowing out the sweet smelling smoke. 

“You think that nigga is really gonna come out of there?” He asked, pointing at the courthouse. 

“He’s a lawyer and he had a case lined up,” Brooke replied. 

“It was on the internet or whatever?” 

“Yeah, on their schedule.” 

“Ain’t that shit like fake? I never trust that shit on the internet. Tried to sell some nice fucking weed online once and almost got jumped by some fucking crackas. 

Damn white boys came at me with a fucking shotgun,” Cam said. 

“Well, there’s certain shit that you shouldn’t trust online. Hold up, I think…

Yeah, that’s his Bentley,” Brooke interrupted. 

“A fucking Bentley? Damn that nigga be off the hook,” Cam replied as he tried to peer past Brooke. 

The well dressed lawyer looked agitated as he boarded the car. He was probably

still trying to figure out what had happened with Anthony Lambert. Brooke tapped Cam on the arm and nodded. “You ready?” She asked. 

“Let’s do this shit,” Cam replied. 

He slowly eased his way out of the parking spot and followed at least two car lengths behind the Bentley. Brooke was actually impressed by how well he was tailing the lawyer’s car. “You’ve done this before?” She asked. 

“Shit, last time I had to drive by a nigga, I had to track him for fucking ages,” 

Cam responded with a wink. 

Brooke smirked as the two continued trailing behind the lawyer. They headed in towards a more broken neighborhood, the perfect spot for Brooke to execute the next part of her plan. “I think it’s time for the second part of our plan,” she informed as she cocked her pistol. 

“Aight, I’ll catch up to this nigga up there,” Cam said as he pointed in the distance. 

He took a hard sharp turn to the right and then to the left, going down the road parallel to the Bentley. The Benz skidded in and out of traffic as he rushed down two blocks, getting ahead of the lawyer’s car. Brooke unclasped her seatbelt and took a couple of deep breaths. 

“Couldn’t see how many were in the car already,” she said. 

“Guessing each seat gonna be occupied. If that nigga be as spooked as you say, he’s gonna be protected,” Cam responded. 

“Yeah, two shots through the doors?” Brooke suggested. 

“The doors? Shit, I was gonna just shoot out the windows, taken the niggas out on the side quick.” 

“You’re planning on killing them?” Brooke asked, surprised. 

“Well, shit, yeah. What else was your plan?” 

“Injure.” 

Cam shook his head as he took a hard left, just barely avoiding an oncoming car. 

“Injure? The fuck girl? Ain’t these niggas the ones that fucked you over?” 

“Yeah but the guys protecting him weren’t involved with that.” 

He swerved around and looked towards his left, seeing the lawyer’s car. “Well fuck, you know they’re going to shoot to kill, right?” He said as he pointed towards the Bentley. Brooke gritted her teeth as she stared at her gun. She knew he was right but shooting potentially innocent guards was not originally part of her plan. 

“Fine, take out the windows, but if you can, don’t shoot to kill. These guys are just doing their job,” Brooke said. 

“If they be soldiers from Lamar’s crew, I ain’t gonna guarantee that. You ready?” 

Brooke took one last deep breath and nodded. “Let’s do this.” 

As the signal turned for the Bentley to go, Cam sped forward, blocking him with the back half of his car. He stepped out and aimed his gun at the windshield. 

Brooke hopped out from the passenger side and made her way around to the passenger side. She tried to open the locked door unsuccessfully. 

“Nigga! Open the fucking door!” Cam yelled at the driver. 

The black man driving the car shook his head and reached towards his inner pocket on his blazer. Cam fired a shot, cracking the windshield and hitting the driver on the shoulder. He made his way to the door and aimed it at the tinted window. “Open the fucking door!” He repeated. 

A loud bang from inside the car caused Brooke to immediately duck down. The passenger side window exploded outward as the man inside fired a shot. Brooke cursed and shot out one of the front tires. The car began to move forward and she shot out the back tire. Cam did the same, shooting out the remaining two tires. 

“You see this shit? Shoot to kill,” he yelled as he shot at the driver side window. 

The door behind the driver’s side door swung open and another black man stepped out carrying a shotgun. He fired a shot which missed Cam by mere

inches. The shotgun pellets spread out and slammed against Cam’s car. 

Before he could pull the trigger again, Brooke jumped up and shot him in the chest. The passenger fired another shot as soon as he saw Brooke, the bullet winging by her arm, grazing by it. There were screams as bystanders ran off. 

Sirens blared from the distance, slowly closing in towards them. 

“Motherfucker!” Cam yelled as he fired at the passenger through the driver’s side window. 

Brooke rushed around towards the open back seat door and saw the lawyer calmly sitting with a briefcase on his lap. She kept her gun aimed at him. “Get out!” 

“I am sorry Miss, but I cannot seem to make out what you are saying because of that ridiculous little scarf around your face. That skull design is so outdated, don’t you think?” Charles replied calmly, his eyes still staring forward. 

“I said get the fuck out of the car before I shoot you!” 

“Oh please. You do know you can tell who you are, correct? Brooke, please, you are an officer of the law. Shooting me will only harm you. In fact, this crime that you are committing as we speak is…” 

“Motherfucker,” Cam grunted as he unlocked the door on the driver’s side and made his way towards Charles’ door. 

The lawyer flinched as his door opened and Cam grabbed him by the collar. The police sirens grew closer as Cam manhandled Charles, ripping him out of the seat and pulling him along to their car. Brooke pulled out a long rope and grabbed the lawyer’s hands, pulling them behind his back and tying them tightly. 

“It seems you are well versed in-” 

“Shut the fuck up,” Cam interrupted as he smacked the lawyer in the face, knocking his glasses to the side. 

Brooke opened the back seat door and Cam tossed Charles in. The two then quickly hopped in the car and sped off. Brooke turned and pointed her gun at Charles’ forehead. 

“Oh please Brooklyn. You may show your face. It does not require a man of much intellect to know it’s you,” Charles started. 

“Who is Anthony Lambert?” Brooke questioned, ignoring him. 

“Who?” 

Brooke pressed her gun harder against his forehead. “You heard me!” 

“Ah… You must be Cameron Westing. You do understand that you are now an accomplice to all of her crimes, correct? The NYPD does not take kindly to those who injure them. And you, Brooklyn, what is your ultimate plan by lining up with another thug? Hm?” Charles responded. 

“Fine, you want to play that way? Well Charles Montgomery Carson Lars, you think I don’t know who you are? That I don’t know that you are Cedric Lars’

adopted brother?” Brooke fired back. 

She saw his right eye flinch ever so slightly. Yet, his demeanor remained the same. He smirked and leaned back on his seat. 

“And if I were? What are you trying to imply? Does this fact not hurt you more than it does myself? If I were the adopted brother of the Deputy Colonel of the NYPD, then my statement that you are a police officer only gains more merit. 

Which, I’m sure, makes you, Cameron, question what exactly you are doing here,” Charles responded as he glanced up at the rear view mirror to look Cam in the eyes. Cam gritted his teeth and gripped tightly onto the steering wheel. 

“Hey! Shut the fuck up!” Brooke interrupted as she cocked her gun and pressed the barrel of it into the lawyer’s forehead, pressing against his skin. “If you think I’m a cop, then you must understand that at this point, I would be a cop with nothing to lose. You think I can’t pull this fucking trigger at this point?” She questioned angrily. 

Charles shrugged and gave her a small smirk. “Your threats are empty Brooklyn,” he started. 

“My name is Brooke, you stuck up piece of shit!” She interrupted as she spun her pistol around and whipped the butt of it against his face. 

Blood ran down his lip as he glared at her. “Brooklyn, as I was saying, your threats are empty. You grew up in a privileged life, a family of cops. For some reason you decided to try and spend your time as an officer of the law in New Jersey, a dirty, useless hole of humanity,” he continued. He licked his lips and sat straight as his eyes held hers. “You see, Brooklyn, while you may believe that I am stuck up, the fact of the matter is… I was born in a dirty, useless hole of humanity. Treated like trash since birth. I fought, tooth and nail, literally sweating blood to claw my way to the top. You think I have not met people like you? Your words ring empty in my ears.” 

Brooke felt a chill run down her spine as she stared at his soulless eyes. She cocked her gun and again pressed the barrel against his forehead. Cam glanced at his rear view mirror before making a hard right and parking in an underground lot. He gritted his teeth as he glanced at Brooke and then at Charles in the rear view mirror. 

“Jersey?” Cam inquired. 

“Cameron, I have no reason to lie. This woman here, pointing her weapon at me, she is a member of the New Jersey State Police. We know everything about you Brooklyn,” Charles said. 

“Fuck this,” Brooke murmured as she pointed her gun down at his thigh and pulled the trigger. 

A loud bang filled the tight space and Charles cried out in pain. His ears rang, as did Cam’s. He slammed his head several times against the back of the seat. 

“Shit! What the fuck?” Cam yelled as he covered his right ear with one hand. 

“You have to warn me before you shoot.” 

“Charles, if you do not start answering my questions, you will bleed out. Your thigh is a major artery and that blood is not going to stop. If you keep this bullshit up, I’m going to shoot you in the stomach and you’re going to die and even slower, more painful death,” Brooke warned. 

“What more do you think I have to tell you? You seem to have figured out that my brother is Cedric. What else are you looking for?” Charles groaned. 

“Who is Anthony Lambert?” Brooke repeated as she pressed the hot tip of her

gun against his wound. 

“GAAAH! Why are you so interested in him?” 

“Because you gave him a shitload of money and a fake passport. Now, who is he?” She pressed. 

“He is our brother… Born after I was adopted,” Charles groaned. 

“What?” Brooke pulled her gun back, confused at his response. “Another brother? What… Why… Why are you giving him a fake identity and money?” 

Charles took a deep breath and closed his eyes. “Are you not a detective? You should figure the rest out on your own,” he groaned. 

“That’s it, I fucking warned you,” Brooke replied as she aimed her gun at his gut. 

As she cocked her gun, Charles sighed and shook his head. “Fine. You are not quite the detective that you were sold as. Anthony Lambert is currently a felon, still on NYPD’s list of targets after six years of being on the run. Antoine Lars, look him up, if you are still allowed in your police databases,” he explained. 

“Antoine Lars? That nigga who shot up a bunch of fucking rich white folk? That nigga was greedy from what I remember,” Cam quipped. 

Brooke shot Cam a glare before turning her attention back to Charles. “So your brother is a felon on the run, what does that have to do with Cedric and you working with Lamar to build an empire?” Brooke pressed further. 

“Come on now Brooklyn, you can at least put a couple of pieces together yourself. Neither of us want to continue seeing our brother on the run. There is only one position in the NYPD that can call off a statewide manhunt.” 

“The Superintendent…” Brooke whispered. 

“Exactly. And Cedric, being as young as he is, would take quite a long time to climb the ladder. Unless of course, there was chaos on the street and one man was able to rise above the trash,” Charles continued. 

Brooke gritted her teeth as she contemplated on pulling the trigger. Cedric Lars had not only used Marcus and Lamar, but he had betrayed the NYPD to try and rise through the ranks. All to save his brother, a murderer. Undercover cops, and confidential informants in New York had their information leaked out through Charles, all so that the current Superintendent was made to look incompetent. 

“I see the gears in your head turning. So glad you have finally decided to join me,” Charles said. 

“Man, this is some James Bond shit with you just yapping about your fucking master plan,” Cam interjected. 

“And pray tell, why do those villains go on their monologues?” Charles asked, his smile growing larger. 

The sounds of sirens surrounded them, and Brooke turned to see red and blue lights flashing in the parking lot. Her eyes darted from side to side to see police wearing tactical gear heading towards them. “Fuck! How did they know?” She yelled as she sat back in her seat. 

“We need to go!” Cam yelled as he started the engine. 

The tires squealed as he backed out from the spot he was parked in. Charles immediately fell to his side and rolled down towards the floor of the car. The rear window exploded as the police opened fire. Cam stepped on the case, the Mercedes speeding off towards the exit. 

“Brooke, you need to get out, I’ll take their attention,” Cam said as he made a sharp right turn, avoiding an oncoming police cruiser. 

“What? I can’t do that!” Brooke responded. 

“I don’t think there’s a way outta this fucking garage. Nigga probably wearing some kind of tracking shit. I’m gonna get as close to an elevator or staircase as I can, but you gotta go baby,” Cam replied as the car blazed down the parking garage, heading downwards. 

Police cruisers screeched down from a distance as they were chased lower and lower. Charles laughed from the back. “Cameron, do not waste your time with her. She is an officer of the law. You are nothing but a mere thug. A true Romeo

and Juliet story, down to both of you dying,” he said as he laughed. 

The Mercedes drifted as it slid towards a door to a staircase. He braked hard and looked at Brooke. “Go on baby girl. Get out of here,” he ordered. 

Brooke held back her tears and leaned in, giving him a long kiss on the lips. 

“Come with me,” she pleaded. 

“Someone is gonna have to stall them, now go!” He yelled as he pulled out his pistol. 

She hesitated momentarily before leaning in and giving him one more kiss on the lips. “I’m so sorry,” she whispered as her eyes filled with tears. Her trembling hands grabbed the handle for the door and opened up. The sirens grew louder and she hurried through the door and into the stairway. 

The sounds of shots being fired echoed outside as she rushed upwards, skipping as many steps as she could. She rushed, her police training kicking in as she paused near one of the stairway entrances. An officer wearing a tactical suit burst in and she quickly wrapped her around his neck and squeezed while dropping to the ground. 

The officer struggled for a bit but he was soon knocked out. She stripped off his tactical gear as fast as she could. His radio came to life and she froze for a moment. 

“10-39 Miller.” A voice cracked out, mixed with static. 

“Fuck,” Brooke whispered as she pulled on his gear, tightened it around her body and pulled his helmet over her head. The signal ‘10-24’ meant they were waiting for a call back from Miller, who was most likely the officer she had choked out. 

She wasn’t sure how well she would actually blend in but she pulled down the visor, took his radio and continued running up the stairs. Her heart sank as she heard a familiar code ring through the radio. 

“10-53! 10-53! Hold your fire!” A voice shouted. 

The call meant that there was a man down. Whether it was Cam, Charles or

another police officer, she couldn’t tell. She paused and opened the door once she reached the first floor. It was an empty office building, the floors pristine with no signs of life. She rushed out and ran down the hall to the nearest exit. 

“We got him boys. Hostage is injured but safe,” the radio crackled. 

“Anybody get eyes on Miller? He went radio silent,” another voice interrupted. 

“We’re still missing the female suspect.” 

There was a pause on the radio and Brooke quickly pulled off the tactical gear, tossing it to the side and tying her hair back. She dug through one of the pockets of the gear and found a pair of black aviators. After putting them on, she placed her hands in her pockets and calmly walked away from the building. She kept the radio with her though, trying to use it to keep a step ahead. 

“Shit. 10-6 boys,” the voice on the radio ordered. 

Brooke made it across the street and sighed. The most recent order was to change channels. She had a hunch on what channel they had switched to, but it was no guarantee. The NYPD procedures were different than the ones in Jersey. 

She rushed away, turning off the radio and holding back her tears. More police cruisers raced right by her, heading towards the parking lot. She wondered if they had only arrested Cam or shot him. Knowing how corrupt Cedric was, he most likely ordered a ‘shoot to kill’ command. 

“Fuck,” Brooke whispered as she hit a nearby newspaper stand. 

Charles most likely had some sort of tracking device on him, Brooke surmised as she dug through her back pocket. She pulled out the passport of Anthony Lambert and flipped through the pages. In one of the back pages was a neatly folded piece of paper. 

“What the hell?” She whispered as she unfolded the paper. 

It was an address. She was stunned that she had initially missed this. The address wasn’t too far from where she currently was. She gritted her teeth and began jogging, rushing to the apartments listed on the paper. 

Each time a car raced by, she worried, thinking that they had identified her. Once she reached the address, she took a deep breath and tailed along another person. 

She headed up to the third floor, stepped off and walked through the quiet hall towards her destination. Her hand instinctively reached back behind her and tapped her pistol, confirming that it was still there. 

She placed a finger over the peephole and knocked on the door. There was a small thump, followed by footsteps. “Who’s there?” A voice asked. Brooke remained silent and knocked again. 

“Yo, like answer or go the fuck away,” the voice continued. 

Brooke cleared her throat. “Hello? You ordered an escort right?” 

“The fuck? An escort?” 

“Yes? I can’t exactly stand here wearing what I’m wearing forever,” Brooke replied, keeping her voice high and sexy. 

“Get the fuck outta here!” 

Brooke sighed and bit her lower lip. She cleared her throat again and leaned in closer towards the door. “Hello? Hey Lamar, what the fuck is going on? I’m at the place you told me to go and they’re sending me back. The fuck? I even had my ass prepped for this. I’m still getting paid though right? This better be some prepaid shit or I’m going to lose it!” Brooke yelled, hoping that the man behind the door would hear. 

The doorknob turned and Brooke bent one of her knees, lowering her center of gravity. As the door opened, she pounced, launching her knee up at chest level and jumping with all her might. “Oh I didn’t realize it was already paid fo-” 

Before the man could finish his sentence, Brooke nailed him with her knee. 

“Ugh! You?! What the fuck?” Anthony Lambert, or really Antoine Lars, yelled as he fell back in pain. 

Brooke slammed the door shut with her free leg and pulled out her pistol in one smooth strike. The black man froze and raised his hands up, his eyes darting from side to side. Brooke smacked him hard with the pistol, knocking him out instantly. 

“Okay motherfucker, now… How do I get you out of this place?” She whispered as she looked around the apartment. 

The first thing she found was some duct tape, which she used to confine him. 

Getting him out of the apartment was not going to be easy. After making sure he was tightly bound, she headed out into the halls towards the janitor’s supply room. She busted the door open and nodded as she saw a large hamper filled with old dirty towels. 

Carefully, she pushed it out and back to Antoine’s apartment. She managed to dump the larger black man into the hamper and covered his limp body with the towels. After making sure no one had seen her, she pushed the hamper back out and down the elevator. Now, all she had to do was tie him up at Cam’s place, take a picture and head off to demand a meeting with the Deputy Colonel, Cedric Lars. 




***

“Yeah, so then I grabbed one of the donuts and the lady goes fucking crazy. 

Y’know what I’m saying man? Like she… whoa… whoa, whoa, what the fuck?” 

One of the police officers in the station said as he stood up and pointed at Brooke. 

She calmly walked in, her pistol drawn but in the air, along with her free hand. “I surrender. But I want to talk to the Deputy Colonel first.” 

“Whoa there, uh, I’m afraid I can’t-” 

“Shut up. Tell Cedric Lars that I have Anthony Lambert. Just tell him that.” 

Brooke interrupted. 

“Uh…” 

More officers ran over carrying their weapons. Brooke shot each of them a glance. “Tell Cedric that I have Anthony Lambert. If he still orders you to shoot me, then fuck it, shoot me,” she repeated confidently. 

One of the officers pulled out his radio and tapped on it. “This is Officer Winters. I need to reach Deputy Lars.” 

There was a brief pause. “What is it?” A voice responded. 

“Uh… Deputy Lars, we have her, Brooke. She’s saying she has Anthony Lambert and wants to see you,” Officer Winters answered. 

Another long pause and Brooke readied herself. This was a risky plan but she wasn’t sure what else she could do. Her heart began to race faster as she stared at Officer Winters’ radio. 

“Escort her to my office,” Cedric ordered over the radio. 

“Yes sir,” Officer Winters replied. 

“All right, you heard the man. Winters, you and Johnson take her over,” an older officer ordered. 

Officer Winters and another police officer nodded and carefully walked near her. 

Brooke sighed and headed onward, knowing exactly where to go. The two policemen flanked her when the older officer stepped in front of Brooke and held out his hand. 

“Leave your firearm,” he ordered. 

Brooke nodded and handed her pistol over. The three headed towards the nearest elevator. She took a deep breath as they entered. All kinds of thoughts raced through her mind as the elevator slowly ascended. 

Brooke kept her fists clenched as she walked into the Deputy Colonel’s office. 

The two officers standing to her sides followed along, their hands hovering above their weapons. The Deputy Colonel, Cedric Lars, smirked as he watched her enter. He stood up while carrying a cup of his favorite whiskey. 

“Ah, so glad you could come see me in person,” he greeted. 

He was tall and could easily have been a basketball player when he was younger Brooke thought. His dark ebony skin was like the night, contrasting sharply with her own white skin. His bald head had small beads of sweat slowly rolling down the sides. He extended a hand for a shake and Brooke smacked it away. 

The two officers to her sides quickly grabbed her arms and Cedric shook his

head. “Boys come on, calm down. A justifiable reaction from a reckless criminal like herself. You may leave,” he ordered. The officers paused before giving him a nod and heading out, closing the door behind them. 

“Now then, sit,” he ordered as he walked around his desk and sat back in his cushioned leather chair. 

Brooke sat in the hard, uncomfortable seat in front of his desk and crossed her legs. “Cedric.” 

“Brooke.” 

“What did you do to my team?” She questioned. 

He took a sip of his whiskey and shook his head. “I’m afraid that’s not how this works. I ask, you answer. If you’re good, maybe, just maybe, I’ll tell you more about what’s happening on my end. Now,” he paused as he leaned in and stared directly into her eyes. “Where is my brother?” He questioned. 

“Your brother is safe somewhere. Let me ask, do the other cops here know that Antoine Lars is your brother? I’m surprised you weren’t investigated about his whereabouts. What, did you hide it somehow? Is that why you’re trying to become the Superintendent?” Brooke fired back. 

Cedric leaned back and shook his head as he gripped his glass cup tightly. “You know, this is the first time that I’ve been at such a disadvantage. A bit disappointing how ignorant you are of the NYPD. Superintendent? That title has long since changed. Another reason to stop these clandestine operations with trash like the Jersey police when I become Chief. Did you hear that? Chief of Police, that’s the correct title,” he informed as he took another sip of his drink. 

Brooke gritted her teeth as she glared at him. He had the same demeanor as his adopted brother, the lawyer, Charles. She smirked and leaned back on her own hard seat. “Well, you still haven’t answered my question, Deputy Colonel. Why is it that no one knows of your relation to Antoine Lars, a known, wanted felon?” 

“No one asked. And even if they had, what magical leap of the imagination do you think they would have taken to blame me for his crimes? Ultimately, you are the one harboring a known felon on the run, not me. So tell me where he is, and

maybe, maybe, I’ll pull the charges against you,” Cedric offered. 

“And reinstate my position with the Jersey police?” 

He smirked and shook his head again. “What the Jersey morons do is none of my business. Don’t look to me to try and restore your files.” 

“Then where are Captain Bolt and the rest of my team?” She asked again. 

“The only way you get that information is if you tell me where my brother is,” 

Cedric responded. 

“At least tell me if they’re okay,” Brooke requested. 

“Is my brother okay?” 

Brooke crossed her arms and gave him a nod. “He’s fine.” 

“You didn’t shoot him in the thigh or the stomach, like Charles?” Cedric pressed as he placed his cup on his desk. 

“He’s fine,” Brooke repeated. 

“Really now? Well then, your team members are fine.” 

Brooke slammed her fist on the desk and glared at Cedric. “How am I supposed to believe you?” 

“I can ask the same of you. Especially considering the last hostage you had, my other brother by the way, almost died,” Cedric replied. 

“Here,” Brooke said as she pulled out a Polaroid picture of his brother tied to a seat. 

He grabbed it and stared at it for a bit, examining it, verifying that it was his brother. “Where the hell did you find a camera that still does this?” He laughed. 

“Can’t exactly use a phone right now. And any electronics doesn’t seem like a bright idea either,” Brooke replied. 

“Touche. Well then,” Cedric said as he pulled out his laptop. 

He typed something and scrolled through the screen. After a few minutes, he spun it around to show Brooke live footage of Captain Bolt, Diane and Roberto locked up in a cell of some sort. They looked tired, and beat. 

“You put them in a jail?” She questioned. 

“Not quite. But I can. I can easily put them in a prison to rot. You honestly don’t understand how much power I have now, do you? At this point, giving me the title of Chief is nothing more than a formality. There’s nothing further you can do about it. Now, tell me, where is my brother?” Cedric repeated. 

“Was it true? What your brother told me? You did all of this to call off the manhunt on Antoine? You caused all this chaos just for your brother?” Brooke questioned. 

“Let’s be honest. The previous Chief was useless. He didn’t know what his job was. New York was going to shit regardless. I only sped it up a bit.” 

“By revealing undercover cops and confidential informants? Do you realize how many good cops died because of you? And their families? Do you even know what happened to their families?” Brooke responded angrily. 

“Big picture Brooke. They were already on the lower end of the performance spectrum. They were undercover doing nothing. And the CIs? They were dried up. It was time for a change,” Cedric replied. 

“You motherfucker,” Brooke growled as she leaned in towards him. 

“You can’t make an omelet without cracking some eggs. Don’t worry, once I’m Chief, I’ll make it right. Now Brooke, my offer will only stand for so long. Tell me where my brother is and I can at least guarantee all charges against you will be dropped,” Cedric offered again. 

Brooke smirked as she leaned back and placed her feet on his desk. She shook her head and gave him a middle finger. “Fuck you asshole,” she said calmly. 

The door burst open and a group of officer marched in, their weapons aimed into the room. Cedric stood up and waved his arms gently. “Calm down boys. What are you doing in here?” He asked. 

His heart skipped a beat as he heard his own voice echo out from one of the radios on an officer’s chest. He turned his attention back to Brooke, his mouth slowly opening in shock. No words escaped from his lips as Brooke placed her hands on the back of her head. 

“You should have at least checked to see what I had on me,” Brooke said as she reached behind her lower back with her right hand. She pulled out the police radio she had been holding since she had escaped the parking garage where she had to leave Cam. “Asshole,” she continued. 

“Now hold on! Boys, come on, I was only egging her on. You know me. Come on, you know-” 

“Shut the fuck up,” one of the officers yelled as he cocked his pistol. 

Cedric sighed as he reached out and picked up his cup of whiskey. He took a long whiff before he drank the remaining amount. His eyes glazed over as the police officers surrounded him and closed in. 

“I’ve got to say Brooke, that was impressive,” he whispered. 

Brooke felt a strange chill run up her spine as she saw his hand grip even tighter around the glass cup. She saw small cracks forming around the edges as he squeezed. Within seconds, the glass exploded and he swung his arm upward while holding a large piece of the broken cup. 

“Fuck! Stop him!” Brooke yelled as she shot up to her feet. 

The officers were too slow, Cedric managing to impale the glass piece into his throat. He immediately went down, the police converging around him and grabbing his arms. Brooke quickly pulled out the glass and placed her hands over the wound, applying pressure. 

“Get an ambulance out here! 10-13!” One of the officers yelled into the radio. 

“You motherfucker… You better not die like this you fucking coward! I need to see you rot! I need to see your ass in prison getting pounded!” Brooke yelled angrily as she reached up with one arm and ripped a piece of her shirt off. 

She placed the ripped clothing on his neck and pressed down. Her anger flooded

her as she watched him struggle. He had taken the easy way out and she still didn’t know where Captain Bolt and her team were. 

An ambulance screeched to a stop outside of the station, its sirens loudly echoing outside Cedric’s window. Paramedics rushed in and pulled Brooke away. They pulled out some gauze and covered his wound while grabbing a small oxygen tank. 

“Will he survive?” Brooke questioned. 

“Not sure. His pulse is pretty weak,” one of the paramedics answered as they pulled his body onto a gurney. 

“Make sure he survives, you hear me? He’s got some of my friends locked up and I need to know where. And once he does that, I want to see his sorry ass rotting in prison,” Brooke said. 

“Uh… Okay?” The paramedic responded, confused as he pushed the gurney out of the building. 

One of the police officers nearest to her tapped her on the shoulder. “Hi, Sergeant Will Rogers. You said you were looking for some friends?” He introduced. 

“Yes. I was assigned out here with a team. Speaking of… Do you know where I can find Jake Padilla? I’ve got a bullet with his fucking name on it,” Brooke inquired. 

“What does he have to do with this?” Will asked. 

“He was on my team until he gave away our details to that piece of shit that just went out the door,” Brooke replied as she watched the ambulance doors close. 

“And don’t you need an escort on them? He might be able to lie and get out of the hospital,” she continued. 

“On it,” Will replied with a small smile. “Unit 2, trail the ambulance. Make sure the Deputy Colonel keeps grounded,” he said on his radio. 

“10-4,” a voice crackled back. 

“Now, let’s go get that other son of a bitch,” Will said as he headed out the door. 

Brooke followed along and got into the squad car. She felt a sense of relief as the cruiser blazed through the streets of New York. 

“Now, about that team you were talking about. Was that the Captain and others you had mentioned?” Will asked. 

“That would be them. I think they’re locked up in a prison somewhere. Cedric showed me a live video feed,” she answered. 

Will nodded and made a sharp right. “I have a feeling I know where they are. 

Detective Padilla is going to be there too. Hope he didn’t hear all the chatter on the radio.” 

Brooke glanced around outside and noticed some familiar sights. “Wait, you’re heading towards the Pits?” She asked. 

“Yeah. There’s a precinct there. Bunch of corrupt assholes. Cedric took a liking to them,” Will responded. 

“The 73rd?” 

“Holy shit, yeah, how’d you know?” 

“As part of this op, I sold at the Pits. Hell, I ran the Pits. I paid off those fuckers,” Brooke informed. 

“Jesus Christ,” Will whispered. “Units 3, 7 and 12, I need you all to converge on the 73rd Precinct.” 

“10-4.” 

“Doesn’t that give it away? There’s no way Jake won’t see this coming.” 

“No worries. Private channel. Let’s go nail this bastard,” Will replied with a grin. 

The car came to a screeching halt and Will stepped out first. A couple of officers at the 73rd Precinct saw him but shrugged. Once Brooke stepped out, some of them recognized her immediately. 

“Holy shit…” One of them whispered. 

“Calm down. She’s in our custody now. Do you boys know where Detective Padilla is?” Will asked. 

“Uh yeah, he’s in the back watching over her accomplices,” the officer replied. 

“Well, we need to go in and see him,” Will said. 

“Uh, sorry uh…” The officer squinted towards Will’s badge. “Uh, Sergeant. That area is locked down to the Deputy Colonel and only the people he’s approved. 

You know, procedure and all that,” he continued. 

“You have a lot to learn about procedure. We’re going back there,” Will dismissed. 

The officers slowly began walking towards the entrance of the building, planning on blocking them. However, more police cruisers raced into the parking lot and as soon as they saw the officers step out, they stepped away. Will nodded and glanced back at the reinforcements. 

“Great timing boys. Let’s go,” he said. 

Brooke followed along Will, his reinforcements surrounding her and protecting her. The officers inside the building looked up at them, confused but didn’t try to stop them. Will tapped on a desk in front of one of the officers. 

“Where’s lockup?” He questioned. 

“Uh… that way,” the officer responded, pointing to his left. 

Will gave him a nod and continued onward. Brooke clenched her fists tightly as she thought about what she was going to do to Jake to pay him back for turning on her and the rest of the team. They turned the corner and Will paused, raising his arms in the air. 

“Whoa there,” he said. 

Brooke pushed past the officers and gasped as she saw Jake. He was standing behind Captain Bolt, one arm wrapped around his neck, the other pointing a gun

at the Captain’s head. His eyes darted from side to side until he saw Brooke. 

“Stand back,” he ordered. 

“Jake, what the fuck?! Honestly? After all we’ve been through?” Brooke questioned as she stepped past Will. 

“Look, I was tired of this low level bullshit alright? Never get a promotion, always putting my life on the line for some fucking druggie,” Jake responded as he stepped back while still holding Captain Bolt. 

Brooke glanced over to see that Diane and Roberto were still safe, quietly sitting in a cell. They looked tired and beat but they were still alive. She sighed in relief and turned her attention back to Jake. 

“It’s over. Cedric’s been arrested. You have no one backing you at this point,” 

Brooke informed. 

Jake visibly shook as he pressed the tip of his pistol against Captain Bolt’s soft, fat cheek. Captain Bolt, to his credit, remained calm and kept his arms down, not struggling to break free. Brooke tried to keep her cool as she took another small step forward. 

“Stop! Don’t you get near me! I’ll blow his fucking brains out!” Jake warned. 

“And then what? You think you’ll be able to shoot me fast enough? Cause I swear to God, once I get my hands on you, I am going to hurt you. I am going to make you cry and you are going to be my little bitch,” Brooke responded. 

Jake gritted his teeth as he glared at her. “You were always such an asshole, you know that? Fuck you,” he said as he pointed his gun towards her. 

Captain Bolt took this as a chance to ram his elbow into Jake’s gut. A loud bang filled the air as Jake instinctively pressed down on the trigger. Brooke rushed forward, feeling a slight pain in her shoulder as she closed the gap between them. Her hand quickly wrapped around the pistol and pulled while Captain Bolt stomped his foot on Jake’s own. 

“Ow! Fuck!” Jake screamed as his grip over Captain Bolt’s neck loosened. 

Brooke pulled her arm back and then launched it forward, punching Jake in the face with all her might behind it. She felt something crack against her knuckle, and her own hand cracked back in response. A couple of hand bones had definitely broken, but in return she had definitely broken Jake’s jaw. 

He went down instantly, his eyes rolling back as he landed on the ground with a thud. Brooke quickly mounted him, punching and elbowing him the face several times. Captain Bolt finally pulled her off when he saw the damage she was inflicting on Jake. His face was a bloody mess when she was pulled away. 

“Let me go! This piece of shit ruined it all!” She screamed angrily. 

Her Captain held her tightly and raised her up into the air, pulling her away as officers of the 73rd Precinct rushed in. They stared down in horror, some of them grabbing their guns. Will raised his arm and shook his head. 

“Nothing to see here boys. Call an ambulance,” he ordered. 

“She just attacked one of us. You guys are going to let her do that?” One of the officers responded. 

“You boys haven’t heard yet but the Deputy Colonel is being arrested as we speak. Well, after he gets his injuries looked at. Any of you who have been working directly with him… If I were you, I’d be walking on eggshells starting now. And this piece of shit lying on the ground here? He helped the Deputy Colonel on some corrupt ass plans. If any of you know the details, I think you’re going to want to volunteer your information over. Maybe make a deal,” Will informed as his gaze wandered from one end of the room to the other. 

Several officers avoided his gaze, looking at the ground with guilt. Others looked completely baffled and confused, unaware of what was happening. 

Captain Bolt pulled Brooke away towards Diane and Roberto’s cell. 

“Let me at him Captain! I’m not through with him!” She screamed. 

“Calm down Brooklyn, calm down,” Captain Bolt whispered. “You’re hurt. And its better that he’s in prison than dead,” he continued as he coddled her. 

Brooke’s eyes filled with tears as she felt a rush of relief come over her. The hellacious journey was finally over. At the same time, she felt a sense of

emptiness, knowing that her efforts didn’t result in any of the gangs being disbanded and that Lamar and Marcus were still free to continue expanding their efforts. 

A couple of officers opened the jail cell, letting Diane and Roberto step out and give Brooke and Captain Bolt a hug. Paramedics came in and stared down at the badly beaten face of Jake. 

“Damn. The hell happened to him?” One of them asked. 

“He messed with the wrong bitch,” Brooke replied as she wiped her tears. 

The paramedics shrugged and helped him up and onto a gurney. Brooke turned and hugged Captain Bolt, squeezing him tightly as tears filled her eyes. She held them back as best as she could. Thoughts of Cam flooded her mind and she looked over towards Will. 

“Hey, do you know what happened to the driver that had Charles?” She inquired. 

“The black guy? Cameron Westing? Yeah. Think it was being labeled as a suicide by cop case,” Will replied. He paused as he saw her reaction. “Shit, did you know him? Was he cop?” 

Captain Bolt looked down at her and tilted his head. “Who’s Cameron?” 

Brooke’s eyes filled with tears as she heard the news. “Not a cop, but a brave man regardless,” she sniffled. 

“Was he a CI? Do we need to inform anyone? File any paper…” Will paused as Captain Bolt shot him a glare and shook his head. 

The officer immediately shut his mouth and wandered away. Brooke continued to hold Captain Bolt, holding back her tears as much as possible. She glanced up and smiled. “Nelson, can we please just go home now?” 

“Excuse me? I am still Captain Bolt to you Brooklyn,” he responded. 

“I don’t think so Nelson. Not until I’m officially back in the workforce,” Brooke replied with a grin. 

Captain Bolt shook his head, squeezed her tightly and then released her to pay attention to Diane and Roberto. “You heard her, let’s go back home,” he said. 




***

Brooke sighed as she put her feet up on her desk and leaned back against her chair. It creaked and she glanced over to see Diane walk by. She smiled and gave her a nod. 

“Diane, how’s your day been?” 

She shrugged and leaned in against Brooke’s cubicle wall. “I’ve had better. I got a stupid virus on my computer at home.” 

“Oh no! You need to go talk to the IT guy,” Brooke replied. 

“Really? I’m still considered the IT guy?” Roberto sighed as he stood up from his cubicle. 

Brooke smirked and pulled on one of her desk drawers. She grabbed a bag of chips and opened it. Diane rolled her eyes and continued on, handing her laptop over to Roberto and making her way to her own spot. 

Captain Bolt poked his head out of his office and looked towards Brooke. “Hey! 

Brooklyn, are you eating chips again? I can hear you from here.” 

“Papa Bear, I just finished this stupid ass paperwork. Let me have a break,” 

Brooke replied. 

“A break? Brooklyn, if you’re free, I need you in here. I think you’re going to like this case,” Captain Bolt responded. 

Brooke sighed, finished her chips, tossed the empty back and stood up. She wiped her hands on her jeans and headed into Captain Bolt’s office. Two months had passed since the NYPD case but Captain Bolt kept her busy. He had attended Cam’s funeral with her, both of them quietly watching it from afar. 

The pain was slowly subsiding but both she and Captain Bolt knew it would take quite a bit of time for her to fully heal. Beyond the pain was a deep anger. She knew that Lamar and Marcus were still free, corrupting Brooklyn with their

tactics. And for now, there was nothing more she could do. 

“Brooklyn, I think you’re really going to love this case,” Captain Bolt started. 

He tossed a thick binder on his desk as she sat. “It’s time you start really being a Detective,” he continued. Brooke nodded as she opened up the binder and felt a rush. Her time undercover might have been over, but her love for taking down criminals was still budding. 
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