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		Captain Abrams looked up and tossed a clipboard he was holding onto his desk. He looked over at Sergeant Tule and nodded. Sergeant Tule nodded back and looked over at the woman sitting across from the captain.

		“So, you look pretty impressive on paper Sarah. Your father was a cop, your brother is a cop, it looks like your whole family has some kind of cop lineage. I like that. So, what brings you here?” Captain Abrams asked.

		“I’d like to transfer into the narcotics unit in your precinct,” Sarah replied confidently.

		“Interesting, most folks aren’t into narcotics, what makes you so interested in my unit?”

		“Your precinct has some of the most dangerous criminals that I want to take down. Chris Jenkins is one main guy I want to take down,” Sarah answered.

		“Really? And what have you got against Mister Jenkins?”

		“Honestly? It’d look damn good on my way up the career ladder,” Sarah said with a smile.

		“The fuck? Are you serious?” Sergeant Tule interrupted.

		“Absolutely. I’ve scored the highest in all my classes, I’ve been on the streets, I’ve got a damn good record from that, and…”

		“Yeah, yeah, you’re the second coming of Jesus fucking Christ,” Tule interrupted.

		Sarah glared at him momentarily. Captain Abrams couldn’t help but chuckle a bit in amusement.

		“Look, you can’t get a better cop than me to do this job,” Sarah rebutted.

		“You sure about that? We have some folks in the field right now, digging up all kinds of information for our cases. We don’t need a smart ass in here trying to make everyone look like shit,” Sergeant Tule barked back.

		“This is my-”

		“Shut the fuck up when I’m speaking. This is why you can’t join our fucking unit, you think you’re fucking better than us. You don’t understand your position. You think you’re hot shit, then fucking hop on over to the office across the hall and join the general narcotics group. When we think you’re fucking good enough, we’ll bring you into our unit,” Sergeant Tule interrupted angrily.

		“Sir, with all due resp-”

		“He’s right Sarah. You look damn good on paper but you’re not what we’re looking for right now. Just get some experience and maybe, maybe we can talk about a future here,” Captain Abrams cut her off.

		Before Sarah could muster a response, Sergeant Tule tossed the clipboard with her credentials onto her lap. He pointed at the door and nodded.

		“See ya next time,” he said with a wink.

		Sarah stood up and walked towards the door. She turned the handle and turned back one last time.

		“You’re going to regret this sirs,” she said.

		“I’m sure we fucking will,” Sergeant Tule replied.

		Sarah shook her head and slammed the door on her way out. She headed straight towards the general narcotics unit. She had to get into the special narcotics unit, one way or another.

		Her phone rang and she looked at the caller. With a sigh she walked into a corner and answered.

		"Hey Uncle Frank, what's up?" She answered.

		"You get the job?"

		"Not yet. Might be a little tougher than I initially thought."

		"We have a lot riding on this."

		"I know Uncle Frank, just give me some time, I'm going to have to take a detour for a little bit. Trust me, it's the long game that's important," Sarah replied.

		"Alright, keep me updated."

		Sarah hung up and took a deep breath. The tool old fools would sooner or later learn of their mistakes. Sarah brushed past a stranger, a small white woman with a cap on. Sarah thought nothing of it and burst through the doors to the general narcotics unit. The other woman quietly walked into the captain's office.

		"Well holy shit, aren't you a sight for sore eyes," Sergeant Tule greeted.

		"Ellen, good to see you finally out. Hopefully the accommodations once you got out of prison are to your liking," Captain Abrams said.

		"Really? This is how you greet someone who's made it out of a hell hole?" Ellen replied angrily.

		“Whoa now, attitude? You think sitting in som-”

		“Shut up Sarge. You’re just your namesake, a tool. I’m speaking with Captain Abrams right now. I sat in a fucking prison for eight months, that’s two more than what you promised. You know how scared I was? Scared that I’d never get out?” Ellen interrupted.

		Sergeant Tule shook his head in surprise and crossed his arms. Captain Abrams looked over and raised a hand, making sure to calm him.

		“I’m really sorry about that Ellen. The fucking legal team lost some paperwork. Trust me, heads will roll on this one,” the captain reassured.

		“And now I’m stuck back in some ghetto apartment, kids fucking crying left and right. You call those accommodations?”

		“That’s the only way we can sell your story. How close have you gotten to Chris?” Captain Abrams asked.

		“Rick and I are fairly close. He trusts me and I’ll be seeing Chris soon. Did you get my info about the warden?”

		The captain smiled and leaned back on his chair. He tapped a newspaper on his desk and slid it over to her.

		“Front page on the Detroit News,” the warden informed.

		Ellen looked down and smiled slightly.

		“Warden Morton, salt in the wound,” she read.

		“Yeah, corny title but you did well. He wasn’t just distributing to folks in prison, he was actually helping to expand Chris’ little drug empire out to the east side,” the captain explained.

		“So what now?” Ellen asked.

		“Now, we get you on the wire. Get some recordings with Chris, Rick and anyone else,” captain Abrams said.

		“A wire? Whoa, I don’t think that’s a good idea,” Ellen replied.

		“This isn’t some giant chunk of electronics. Our surveillance equipment nowadays is much more discrete,” the captain replied.

		“You don’t understand, Chris isn’t just careful, he’s fucking paranoid. Metal detectors, full body searches, he doesn’t play around. How about I just relay information to you?”

		“That’s not going to hold up as well in a court of fucking law,” Sergeant Tule finally spoke up.

		“Look, I’m telling you, a wire will not work. No fucking way it’ll work,” Ellen replied.

		“Ellen, why don’t we at least try once? The equipment we use, you’d be surprised at how well made it is,” the captain repeated.

		Ellen cringed, knowing that she couldn’t give the answer she wanted. She had no choice but to go with a wire. She sighed and nodded.

		“Fantastic! Sergeant Tule will get the equipment ready. And uh… going forward, we’re going to have to change where we meet. Can’t risk anyone recognizing you here,” Captain Abrams said.

		“How many people actually know about me and this plan of yours?”

		“I’m proud to say we’ve kept the lid on this one. It’s just you, me and Sergeant Tule here. Your files are stored in a safe and secure location. Once your job here is done, we pull out the hidden paperwork and reinstate you. Though, if your cover is blown, we can’t protect you, your file remains hidden and you… well, you live your current life,” the captain explained.

		“Which I still think is bullshit. You aren’t risking anything,” Ellen replied.

		“Those were the terms you signed up for,” Captain Abrams answered.

		Ellen knew that in the captain’s twisted view, he was right. She did sign up for this, in a manner of speaking. At least she had some chance of becoming a detective by taking the captain’s offer, otherwise she would have been framed. She couldn’t believe that these were the people who were serving and protecting Detroit.

		“There’s an abandoned warehouse near Jefferson and Fifth, perfect place of operations,” Sergeant Tule informed.

		“No good. Junkies are crawling in places like that. Why not meet under the Ambassador Bridge?” Ellen replied.

		“There are still homeless folks there, what’s the difference?” Sergeant Tule asked.

		“How long have you been in this division? Come on Sarge, fucking cops are always hunting junkies for a quick stat boost, but homeless? Who the fuck care about the homeless? Plus, just grab some stuff at the Salvation Army center and you’ll blend right in. There’s no way either of you are going to blend in with junkies,” Ellen replied matter-of-factly.

		Captain Abrams nodded in surprise. He seemed impressed with Ellen’s reply.

		“She’s got a point there. We’ll do that, semi-weekly updates under the Ambassador Bridge. We’ll text you when we’re near and then we can meet near the water,” Captain Abrams agreed.

		“Fucking know it all now,” Sergeant Tule muttered.

		“And be more careful from here on out. With Warden Morton down, Chris is going to be even more paranoid I’m guessing,” Captain Abrams warned.

		“Maybe, a lot of guards seemed to know what the warden was doing. But I’ll still be mindful,” Ellen replied.

		Ellen stood up, pressed down her cap to hide as much of her face as possible and nodded at the captain. She took a quick look at the Sergeant and winked. She was an entirely different person from who she was when she first walked into the office eight months ago.

		***

		Sarah hopped off a treadmill and wiped her face with her towel. She was breathing heavily as she opened her bottle of water. Out of the corner of her eye she saw a well built white guy, wearing the gym's purple and gold colors, as he wandered around with a clipboard.

		She took a swig of her water and wandered over to him.

		"Hi," she greeted.

		The gym employee turned, smiled and put his clipboard down.

		"Hey. Anything you need help with?" He asked.

		"You work here?"

		"Sure do. I'm a personal trainer here. I focus more on small body movements, kind of like a barre class. My name's Alex Goldman, and this," he dug into his pocket as he spoke.

		"Is my contact information. In case you're looking for a trainer," he continued as he handed her his business card.

		"Thanks. I'm Sarah Wood. Look, I'm known to be a direct woman so I'll just lay it to you straight. You look cute and I don't see a ring on your finger. How about a drink sometime?" Sarah asked.

		She had caught him off guard. She watched as his face went blank, his cheeks turned bright red. Sarah couldn't help but smile as she put her towel around the back of her neck.

		"Uh... wow... um..." Alex scratched the back of his next.

		"Oh come on, it's not like I'm asking for a fuck," Sarah said.

		"Wow, you are uh... different," Alex replied.

		"I'm very direct. I know what I want and I go for it," Sarah said.

		"I guess I'd be down for drinks. I... whew, wow, sorry, I just got out of a relationship, just uh, trying to get back in the swing of things," Alex explained.

		Sarah smiled and put her arms on her hips. She saw his eyes dart down to her sweat covered top, momentarily focusing on her nipples poking through the sheer fabric.

		"Eyes up," she said.

		His face turned red as he sheepishly looked away. He was clueless but that's what she liked. Alpha males didn't work well with who she was.

		"I have your number, here's mine," Sarah said as she handed him a card.

		He glanced down and paused.

		"You're a cop?!"

		"Detroit's finest. You have a problem with that?" Sarah asked.

		"Uh... no problem, it's uh, my ex, she was an uh..."

		"Already talking about your ex and we haven't even gone on a date. You really need to work on your game," Sarah interrupted.

		Alex smiled in response and nodded. He put her card in his pocket and looked at his clipboard and then his watch.

		"Oh crap, I have someone waiting. But uh... I'll call you," Alex said as he began walking away.

		"You better. Don't make me track you down. I'm sure you'd rather have me in cuffs than yourself," Sarah replied.

		Alex's face looked like it was about to explode due to the redness. He just nodded his head in response and rushed off. Sarah wiped her forehead again and turned around. She bumped into a large, well built black man.

		“Whoa, sorry,” she apologized.

		The black man leered down at her. She recognized him, he was a foot soldier for Chris Jenkins’ crew. She had to take a couple seconds to remember his name.

		“Deon, what are you doing here?” She asked.

		“Chris wants to meet,” Deon replied.

		“What? Now?!”

		“Yeah, we got our car out back, we be waitin’ round the corner,” Deon said.

		“I can’t go now. Are you crazy? This place is full of cops, they might recognize you,” she said with a hushed voice.

		“Man, I look like any nigga off the street. Plus them cops in here don’t be lookin’ for niggas like me, they too busy trying to look at themselves,” Deon said with a smile.

		“Whatever, just… god, just get out of here. Which car are you guys in?”

		“The white Caddy. Can’t miss it, got some new spinnin’ rims on that shit.”

		“You fuckers couldn’t be more obvious? God, just turn the corner and wait outside in front of Denny’s,” Sarah ordered.

		“What your tone,” Deon warned.

		“Whatever, just go,” Sarah replied as she walked away.

		Deon shrugged and headed out of the gym. Sarah looked at her watch and waited. She had to wait at least five to ten minutes, try to keep eyes off her. She glanced around, checking to see if anyone was staring or even looking in her direction.

		She breathed a slight sigh of relief as she continued looking around. Deon was right, no one was paying attention to them, and in fact, most were looking at themselves in the mirror or the television screens attached to their machines. Sarah did one last check around the gym before heading out. She’d have to come back and change clothes later.

		As she stepped out, the cold chill hit her, shocking her tiny, sweat covered body. She hoped that her meeting with Chris would go by quick. She jogged lightly across the street and around the corner towards Denny’s. Even from a fairly far distance she could spot the shiny white Cadillac Escalade parked on the street.

		The headlights flashed twice as she neared. She nodded as she ran towards it. The dark tinted windows were preventing her from seeing who was in the giant SUV. She stopped when she reached the passenger side door.

		The black tinted window slowly moved down and she saw Deon smiling at her. His eyes were obviously glued to her sweat covered top, centered right on her hard nipples poking through. She crossed her arms, trying to hide her breasts.

		“Aw shit, don’t be like that. I love me them white titties,” Deon said.

		“Oh shut up. Where’s Chris?”

		“Hop in the back.”

		“He’s not here?!”

		“That nigga ain’t gonna just be hangin’ out in a white Caddy. Shit, you know him better than I do, you know he one paranoid ass nigga,” Deon replied.

		“You’re fucking kidding me right? I haven’t even changed clothes yet,” Sarah replied angrily.

		“Bitch, get yo ass in the car,” Deon repeated.

		Sarah sighed and opened the back passenger door and paused. There was a black man, extremely dark skinned sitting on the other side. He nearly blended in with the black leather, since he wore all black as well.

		“Whoa, uh… who’s he?” Sarah questioned.

		“I said get yo ass in the motherfuckin’ car,” Deon said again.

		Sarah hopped in nervously. She had never seen the other black man before. She looked over to check the driver and fortunately, he was familiar.

		“Sup bitch,” the extremely dark man greeted.

		“Who are you?” Sarah asked.

		“My name be Omar, who you?”

		“Sarah. You new to Chris and his crew?”

		“Nah, sheeeeit, me and my nigga Chris go way back. I went to jail for his ass, just got out,” Omar replied as he looked her up and down.

		Sarah was regretting the fact that she didn’t change clothes. Her sweat covered spandex top was barely covering her breasts and the black Lululemon leggings were invitations for him to check out her legs and ass.

		“Nigga just got out of prison, I mean like just now,” Deon said as he turned around.

		“Well, congrats,” Sarah said.

		“Maybe you should give him a bit more than just words,” Deon replied.

		“What?”

		Sarah turned her head and her eyes widened in surprise. Omar had pulled out his long, ebony stick. He was uncircumcised and he slowly rubbed his shaft back and forth, his thick foreskin moving back and forth. She’d been with a couple black men before but Omar was much longer and thicker than other’s she’d been with.

		“Whoa, damn, what?”

		“Chris wants his nigga treated right. Shit Omar, how long were you in for? Fuckin’ ten?”

		“Ten fuckin’ years for my nigga Chris,” Omar replied.

		“This wasn’t part of the deal,” Sarah said.

		“Bitch, you know how much we invested in you? Your dad? Your brother? Fuck, we own you bitch. You do what Chris says,” Deon answered.

		“He wanted information.”

		“And you ain’t providin’ that yet. So, you gotta prove your worth the investment in other ways until you do,” Deon said.

		“Yeah bitch, come on over and suck my big black cock,” Omar ordered.

		Sarah looked around, her heart racing. Years ago, her father had made a deal with Chris and his crew. He was just a street cop, looking to rise to the top. The only problem was, he wasn’t a great shot, nor was he very fit. Instead, Chris offered him a sweet deal. Chris would allow members of his crew to be arrested, framed, just for her father.

		In return, Chris was given free rein to grow his empire and, in time, he was able to help her father and her brother find and catch members of opposing gangs. It was quite the strange relationship, her father rising through the ranks along with her brother while Chris grew his drug empire.

		Now Chris had something to hold over her father and her brother but he wanted more. He wanted someone to be his main contact within the special narcotics unit, Captain Abrams’ secretive group. Her father and brother were both turned down and sent to other districts, not because anyone was suspicious but because they were doing such great jobs. So Chris had tapped her, and helped her get to where she was.

		Unfortunately for her, she wasn’t pulling her weight in the bargain. Now she was paying for it. Her eyes glanced down at Omar’s glistening member. He had spit on it and was slowly rubbing it back and forth.

		“Hurry up and suck my cock,” Omar repeated.

		Sarah gritted her teeth and slowly leaned forward. She’d never seen an uncircumcised cock up close before. The thick foreskin was still covering the sensitive tip of his cock. Each time he stroked back, she was able to catch a glance at the lighter colored head of his cock.

		She could smell his manly scent as she leaned in. Sarah slowly opened her mouth and placed the tip of his cock against her tongue. It was strange to feel his foreskin instead of the usual smooth tip of a cock.

		She had to reposition herself, getting on her knees on the backseat. She wrapped her hand around his shaft and gently peeled back his foreskin to see the ball shaped tip of his cock. She'd never seen this before and found it strangely erotic. She leaned in again and licked the sensitive head of his cock.

		"Ahh yeah... get on that," Omar groaned.

		Sarah slowly liked his shaft from top to bottom, down to his big black balls. The car began to move, heading towards and unknown destination. She had to support herself with one hand while stroking and gently sucking Omar.

		"Shit cuz, how long it been since you had a white bitch suck yo cock?" Deon asked.

		"Sheeeeit nigga, like fuckin' five years. Had this sweet piece of ass in prison for a while dawg. She was a prison guard, bitch got a glance at my nigga dick and she was all over me," Omar said with a smile.

		Sarah's lips wrapped around his cock and she slowly descended. His cock easily hit the back of her mouth, causing her to gag. She pulled away each time, letting her spit slide down his shaft so she could stroke faster. Once enough spit was on his shaft she sucked at the tip of his cock and stroked his shaft as hard as she could.

		"Mm... fuck girl, I ain't askin' for no handjob. Get dirty on my dick. Deepthroat this shit," Omar complained.

		He reached down and pushed her head down onto his cock. Sarah panicked as she felt his long, throbbing member push deep into her throat. She gagged immediately and tried to pull away but to no avail. He thrust his hips, trying to push his way deeper.

		“Ungh… yeah… get it down in yo throat like that bitch, yeah,” Omar groaned.

		Even with just a little over half his cock in her mouth, he was easily choking her. She tried to breathe through her nose but it wasn’t enough. Her eyes teared up and her vision blurred as her lungs creamed for air. Omar held her down, still trying to thrust deeper into her mouth.

		“Damn Omar, look at the bitch chokin’!” Deon laughed.

		Omar finally let her head go and instead, reached over her back and began massaging her sweat covered ass. Sarah pulled away and gasped for air, spitting on his throbbing black member in the process. He pulled his hand back and licked a finger before slowly sliding between her leggings’ waistband.

		She gasped as she felt his long, spit covered finger slide between her ass cheeks. He made sure to rub her tightly clenched asshole before moving his finger over her wet pussy. He rubbed wildly against her sopping wet cunt lips, teasing her clit occasionally.

		“Yeah, fuckin’ tight and wet. Get back to suckin’ my cock slut,” Omar ordered.

		Sarah leaned back in and began stroking his cock with both her hands. She sucked away at the tip of his cock again, trying to avoid deepthroating his long hard cock again. Sarah needed a bit of a break before she could swallow his member again.

		She stroked his shaft a bit more and spit on it. She took one deep breath and began sliding the cock back into her mouth. Omar groaned and vibrated his finger faster against her clit.

		Sarah's whole body grew warm, and her pussy juices slowly slid down her leg and clung to her leggings. Omar slowly slid another two fingers into her wet cunt, slowly stretching her tight pussy open.

		Sarah slowly bobbed her head up and down, swallowing as much of his cock as she could each time she moved down. As she sped up her bobbing, his fingers slid in and out faster, trying to match her pace. He skillfully maneuvered his fingers around and began pressing one against her sensitive clit.

		Sarah moaned with Omar’s fat cock in her mouth, her pussy squeezing tightly onto his fingers as her clit was teased. She hastened her paced, slobbering onto his shaft and balls, even onto the black leather as she sucked away at his big black cock. Omar titled his head back and groaned.

		She felt his cock throb faster and faster in her mouth. She reached over and played with his spit covered balls. She slowly squeezed them as she focused sucking on the tip of his cock. Omar’s fingers moved faster and faster, causing Sarah to moan as she sucked.

		“Ungh… fuck… yeah bitch… here it comes baby… here it… ungh…” Omar groaned.

		Sarah felt his cock tremble and soon, her mouth was filled with his hot spunk. His sticky, salty cum shot into her mouth and throat. Sarah gagged and pulled back, only to be hit in the face with another thick stream of his thick cum.

		“Yeah bitch, eat that cum,” Omar muttered.

		He pulled his fingers out of her pussy and licked them. He grinned as his cock slowly began to deflate. Sarah sat back up on her seat and tapped Deon’s shoulder.

		“You have any tissue?” She asked.

		“What? Fuck no, clean it with your mouth,” Deon replied.

		“Yeah bitch, eat up that nigga cum,” Omar ordered.

		Sarah reluctantly licked her lips and wiped the thick cum off her face with the back of her hand.

		"Lick it bitch," Omar commanded as he zipped up his pants.

		Sarah glared at him momentarily and then licked the sticky cum off her hand. She gagged as she tried to swallow his thick load.

		"Yeah, dirty ass bitch," Omar said.

		The car took a hard right turn and stopped. Deon got out and another black man hopped in. Deon closed the door and wandered off. The other black man turned and Sarah instantly recognized him. His long braided hair, two diamond earrings and a piercing on his nose, it was Chris Jenkins.

		"Sup nigga," Omar greeted.

		"Damn Omar! They feed you up in that joint?" Chris asked.

		"Sheeeit, no fried chicken or anything but yeah they fed me," Omar replied.

		"Fuck nigga, we gonna party tonight. Fuckin' fried chicken, some purple drank and rooms full of hoes," Chris said with a smile.

		He turned his attention to Sarah. He briefly looked down at her cleavage.

		"So, what we gonna do about you? Fuckin' lettin' us down," Chris said.

		"It's that fucking captain. He's just as paranoid as you. But look, I don't need to get into the special narcotics unit to figure out what's going on. If I go through the general unit, make some busts, I can start my own group. Piggy back on Captain Abrams," Sarah informed.

		"Fuckin' Captain Abrams. Fucker's been head of his shop too damn long. He have anything on me?" Chris asked.

		"Don't know. From the couple of pictures I saw in his office, you're still target number one on his list," Sarah said.

		"That cracka ass old fucker got nothin' better to do?" Chris complained.

		Sarah shrugged and licked her lips again. She tasted the remnants of Omar’s cum and a slight shiver of pleasure made its way through her. She shook her head slightly, trying to focus.

		“Well fuck! How long will it be before you can get me some real info? I want that cracka searchin’ for shit that’s nowhere near me. I want him on wild ass goose chases. Just get him off my ass,” Chris said.

		“Just give me a couple of weeks, maybe a couple of months, give me some busts like you did with my father and brother. The faster I get up those ranks, the sooner I can start pitching for my own internal team,” Sarah replied.

		“Aight, I’ll get you some leads to take out one of the niggas across town,” Chris said.

		“Whoa, the fuck? You be snitchin’ now?” Omar asked.

		“No nigga, I be buildin’ an empire. The enemy of my enemy is a friend and shit,” Chris replied.

		“But usin’ po-po as your enforcement? You know that ain’t right nigga, that ain’t how we grew up,” Omar said.

		“Time’s have changed my nigga. One of them Crips snitched on my one of my distributors. warden up i-”

		“Warden? The fuck? Like a prison warden?” Omar interrupted.

		“Yeah nigga. He came to me. Nigga wanted to sell some of my shit, help me expand my empire. Motherfucker just got busted a couple weeks ago. Ain’t nobody shoulda known but my own crew and some prisoners. And you know there be Crips in there,” Chris explained.

		“That nigga Mason in there ain’t he?”

		“Yep. Got my cuz Rick to teach that nigga a lesson. Right after we fucked him up, Rick got out for good behavior, you believe that?”

		“Rick? Shit, I ain’t seen him since he was like… what, fuckin’ ten?” Omar reminisced.

		“Yeah man, nigga be ice cold.”

		“Sheeeeit, I thought he was gonna be all straight arrow and shit. Nigga didn’t accept any of the shit I gave him,” Omar replied.

		“Yeah, that’s what I thought till some Crips came out for a drive by. Fuckin’ took out my sis,” Chris replied.

		“Ah sheeeit nigga. Peace be nigga,” Omar said as he extended a hand.

		“Thanks nigga,” Chris replied as he lightly smacked Omar’s hand.

		“This is great and all, but you guys going to take me back to the gym?” Sarah asked.

		“You already congratulate my nigga on gettin’ out?”

		“If you mean, did I suck him off, then yeah,” Sarah replied sharply.

		Chris grinned and looked over at Omar. Omar nodded approvingly.

		“See, that’s what I like about you white bitches, you got some mad attitude. Just remember that yo power ain’t real power, you hear? You depend on me bitch. I’ll keep in contact,” Chris said as he opened the passenger side door.

		Deon returned and hopped in just as Chris hopped out. Chris pulled a hat out from the back of his jeans and put it on. He huddled up and jogged into an abandoned house nearby.

		“Keep yo head low bitch, we go some five oh on our ass,” Deon informed.

		“The fuck? Cops?!” Sarah replied surprised.

		“Don’t worry about it, they didn’t see you. They just showed up, probably making their usual runs. But just in case, keep yo head down,” Deon repeated.

		Sarah nodded and sunk down in her seat. Her heart raced as the Escalade turned left and back onto the main street. In her mind’s eye, she could see the police car behind them, its sirens going off and her being caught red handed. She closed her eyes, wondering what would happen if she ended up in prison.

		Deon turned the music up and Omar tried humming along. Deon laughed and looked over at Omar.

		“Damn nigga, sorry, shoulda brought some Biggie CDs or somethin’,” Deon said.

		“Sheeeeit, this Dr. Dre’s new album? It finally drop?”

		“Fuck no, he just guestin’ on this song. This be Eminem,” Deon replied.

		“Damn. Cracka really grew up. That nigga Fiddy be doin’ good too?”

		“Yeah, but he ain’t at the level of Eminem or Jay-Z,” Deon informed.

		Omar nodded and rocked his head to the beat. Sarah wanted to lash out, if the cops were following them, loud music would only make them a target. Deon cracked open a window and lit up a small white object.

		“Oh shit nigga, you had weed?” Omar asked.

		“Yeah, you want a hit?” Deon replied, turning around to the hand over the blunt.

		“Whoa! I thought you said the cops are on us!” Sarah interrupted.

		“Yeah, they’re like a couple cars back,” Deon said with a shrug.

		“Do you want me to get caught?! You’re giving them all the plausible causes to stop us!” Sarah said angrily.

		“Oh shut the fuck up, they ain’t gonna stop us. All they do is tail and report,” Deon said as he handed the blunt to Omar.

		Omar cracked open his window and took a good long puff. He blew out smoke in circles and nodded. He handed the blunt back to Deon.

		“Yeah nigga, that’s the good shit,” Omar complimented.

		"Yeah dawg, bet you wouldn't believe I bought this shit off some white boy," Deon said.

		"What? This he cracka weed? Damn them white people know their shit," Omar replied.

		The car took a sharp right turn, and then another into a tiny parking lot.

		"Aight bitch, get out here. You're a couple of blocks out from the gym," Deon informed.

		"What? How far?"

		"Bitch, you better hurry before them pigs turn the corner," Deon said.

		“Fucker,” Sarah cursed under her breath as she quickly opened the door and hopped out.

		She quickly ran through a side street, trying to keep low. The car drove off, spinning its wheels as it sped off. Sarah clung to the brick wall of a nearby building and waited, occasionally peeking out at the main street.

		She saw a police car drive past. Deon wasn’t joking, the police were seriously only tailing them. She wondered why they didn’t attempt to stop and arrest them. Knowing Captain Abrams, he just wanted to fry the big fish. Stopping any of the lower level soldiers would have only resulted in fighting against highly paid lawyers.

		Sarah took another look around the street, making sure there were no other cops following. After a few moments, she walked out into the main street. She looked around and saw the gym a couple of blocks away. She sighed and slowly began jogging towards it.

		***

		Ellen paced back and forth, her nervousness getting to her. This was her first time meeting with Chris Jenkins. After months and months in jail, weeks on the streets, she was finally getting a chance to see the big boss of the gang.

		They were in some abandoned building on the outskirts of the city. Ellen heard a car roll onto the dirt pavement. She rushed over to the window and peeked outside.

		“Yo bitch, stay low,” Rick ordered.

		Ellen looked back at Rick and nodded. He had gotten out of jail two weeks after her, as planned by Captain Abrams. She ducked low and barely looked outside to see a white SUV stop by. It was heavily tinted but she could see the outline of someone in the front passenger seat and someone in the back seat.

		The front passenger door opened up and a black man hopped out. Another black man ran in from the side of another abandoned building nearby. He was wearing a hoodie and he hopped in place of the black man that had just hopped out.

		For a brief moment, Ellen saw the outline of the person sitting in the backseat. It was a lithe figure, most likely a woman. She squinted and could barely see the faint outline of a person with a ponytail. The black man who had initially walked out rushed into the warehouse Ellen and Rick were in.

		“Sup nigga,” Rick called out.

		“Rick! Wassup my nigga!” The black man replied as he came by to hug Rick.

		“Omar comin’?” Rick asked.

		“Nah, that nigga and me got some other plans,” the black man answered.

		The black man turned his head and looked Ellen up and down. His eyes lingered on her breasts.

		“Who you?” He asked.

		“Ellen. My father was Paste White Pete.”

		“Oh shit, no fuckin’ way! I didn’t know he had such a hot piece of ass as a daughter! Damn!” Deon exclaimed.

		Ellen crossed her arms, covering her breasts. Deon snickered and looked back at Rick.

		“Just Omar in there?” Rick asked.

		“Nah, it’s a bitch we got on the inside,” Deon replied.

		Ellen’s ears perked up and the gears in her head started to spin.

		“Inside what?” Ellen asked.

		Deon glared at Ellen and shook his head.

		“Excuse me? I get who you be, but who you think you be?” Deon asked.

		“What? Oh, sorry, I’m just really curious,” Ellen replied.

		“Bitch, I don’t give a fuck if you be curious. Right now, you be nothin’ and you ask no fuckin’ questions,” Deon barked.

		“Yo nigga, chill, she legit,” Rick interrupted.

		“Nigga, nobody legit till Chris sees them,” Deon shot back.

		The two glared at each other for a moment, each trying to judge the other. Ellen could tell there must be some bad blood between the two that was hidden when they initially greeted each other. There was a strange tension in the room as the two continued glaring at one another. After a few moments, Ellen heard something buzz in Deon’s pocket.

		“Aight nigga, I’ll see you later,” Deon said as he turned and walked away.

		“See ya later nigga,” Rick replied with a nod.

		Ellen poked her head up to look out the window. She saw Deon rush to the car and open the passenger side door. The black man that had entered previously hopped out and Deon rushed back in. Ellen, once again, caught a small glimpse of someone in the back, her bare white skin glistening slightly. She could tell it was a white female but nothing further.

		The black man that had hopped out rushed towards the warehouse she and Rick were in. The white SUV took off in a rush, just as a door to the warehouse opened. The black man walked in, his hoodie up. A line of black men rushed in right behind him.

		“Rick!” He called out.

		“Sup cuz!” Rick yelled back as he rushed over.

		The two hugged and nodded in respect to one another. The black man hunched over and looked over at Ellen. Ellen instantly recognized his face, and his hidden dreadlocks under his hoodie. It was definitely Chris Jenkins, her main target.

		“This the lady?” Chris asked as he walked towards her.

		Ellen smiled as he approached. He paused as he drew closer and squinted. A small smirk ran on his lips.

		“Ellen! Rick wasn’t makin’ shit up. Damn girl, you have grown!” He said as his smirk turned into a smile.

		“Chris, it’s been years!” Ellen replied as she hugged him.

		Chris had worked a bit with her father years ago. Her father, Paste White Pete was a business associate, of the lowest kind, for Chris and his budding crew. Ellen had met Chris when he was younger and as she grew older and further away from the city, she eventually stopped seeing him and her father.

		Chris hugged her for a minute, pulled back and then slapped her in the face. Ellen stood, slack jawed and confused, staring at him. Even Rick was speechless as the room fell silent.

		“What the fuck are you doing here?!” Chris yelled.

		“I’m… I joined up with Rick while in prison,” Ellen explained as she put a hand to her cheek.

		“I know that! Fuck, why you be in prison in the first place? Your father wanted more out of you than that! I know he was a shitty drug runner, hopped up on shit he was supposed to sell, but he wanted a better life for you,” Chris said angrily.

		He pulled down the hood of his shirt and turned around. The other black men who had entered with him stood silently, observing the situation. Ellen was surprised at the amount of gray hairs Chris had, he had aged significantly since she last saw him.

		“Fuck him,” Ellen replied.

		Chris turned, his face scrunched up in anger. He raised his hand as he made his way towards her.

		“Go ahead, give me another slap. You niggas always asking the question of who I am, well I’ll tell you who I am. I’m a fucking bitch who knows what she wants and gets it. My father was a nobody. Look at his fucking nickname, Paste White Pete. Seriously, he was just some crack addict. Cared about me? My ass he cared about me. His crack was more important than my future!” Ellen shot back.

		Chris paused, his hand still in the air. He seemed surprised by Ellen’s powerful attitude. Ellen didn’t even flinch as his hand moved, making its way back to his side. Rick slowly walked towards Ellen as if to protect her.

		“Hey cuz, come on man, she’s legit man, she’s the one who took that one nigga out,” Rick said.

		“I know she’s legit. I fuckin’ watched her grow up. It’s just disappointing, that’s all,” Chris replied.

		He regained his composure and nodded at one of the black men behind him. The black man rushed out, only to return with a chair. He placed it near Chris and then fell back to his original space. Chris sat on the chair and looked up at Ellen.

		“Unfuckin’ believable. Fuckin’ Paste White Pete havin’ a kid like you. Pretty and fuckin’ attitude. Two things that cracka didn’t have. So, what brings you here, then?” Chris asked.

		“I’m guessing Rick already told you, but I went into the police academy with some drugs. Figured I could sell to some dirty cops and maybe spread it out onto the streets while I started going on patrol,” Ellen lied.

		“Fuckin’ genius or fuckin’ stupid. I heard that a lot to get to where I am now. You got somethin’ in you, drive, I like that,” Chris said.

		“Oh she got drive alright. Took on six niggas at once one time. She’s somethin’,” Rick quipped.

		Ellen’s face blushed slightly. Her plan wasn’t to be known as the slut that the entire gang could use. Though, her body did grow warm and her crotch grew wet as she remembered the night she took on the six black men. Their thick members penetrating her in every which way.

		“Yeah? Pretty fuckin’ impressive. Why don’t you show me that body,” Chris ordered.

		Ellen’s heart raced as she stared down at Chris. Captain Abrams and Sergeant Tule had insisted that she wear a wire to this meeting. Though the wire was a more modern one, there was still a small black line between her breasts and knowing Chris, his request was for her to strip.

		“What? You nervous or somethin’?” Chris asked.

		Ellen shook her head and nervously smiled. She looked over at Chris, and then at Rick. She had to get out of sight to get the wire off her body as soon as possible. The minute Chris saw the small black piece of metal between her breasts, he would have her killed.

		“Nah, I’m not nervous. I have to go to the bathroom though,” Ellen said.

		Chris paused, his eyes narrowing as he looked at her. He was trying to read her, trying to figure out if she was lying.

		“You still a cop?” He asked.

		“Fuck no,” Ellen replied.

		“You a snitch?”

		“The fuck? No! What the fuck do you think I am?” Ellen asked angrily.

		“Yo, Rog, see if she’s wearing a wire,” Chris ordered.

		“Whoa cuz, she ain’t no cop,” Rick said.

		Ellen watched as one of the black men walked towards her. He was the fattest of the group, but huge, easily towering over her. Ellen gulped and looked over at Rick, and then Chris.

		“I ain’t no fuckin’ cop,” she repeated.

		“Then you should be fine with this,” Chris said.

		The fat black man, Rog, as Chris called him, stopped as he reached her. He began patting her sides, making sure to tap the sides of her breasts a couple times and then moving down to her ass. He made sure to take his time on her ass as well as he made his way lower.

		“Seriously? You think I’m wearing a fucking wire?” Ellen asked.

		“Nah, I’m just fuckin’ with you. Rog, let her go,” Chris said as he smiled and waved Rog off.

		The fat black man nodded and moved away. Ellen tried to keep her surprise a secret and looked down at Chris. She was trying to figure out if he was joking, testing her or was being serious.

		“So I can go take a piss?” Ellen asked, a hand on her hip.

		“Yeah, whatever, just go around that corner. There should be an old ass bathroom back there. The water probably won’t work though,” Chris said.

		Ellen nodded and hurriedly walked in the direction he pointed. She didn't care that Captain Abrams and Sergeant Tule were listening in, she had to get rid of the wire. She turned a corner and saw a door with a bathroom sign on it. She pushed through the door and rushed to the sink. The water didn't run as Chris said.

		"Fuck," she whispered.

		She pulled up her sweater and moved her bra down. The small pipe, like a tiny hairpin, attached between her breasts was clearly visible. She grabbed it and pulled, the tape peeling off easily. She rushed over to the toilet and tossed it in. The rancid toilet already had some strange mixture in the bowl and her tiny wire faded away into the abyss.

		She could almost hear Sergeant Tule, yelling at her for tossing an extremely expensive piece of equipment for nothing. Ellen didn't care as she left the bathroom. She made note to tell her superiors that she was not going to use a wire ever again.

		She walked back towards Chris and his crew, who were all huddled together. Ellen tried to quietly approach them, her open toed heels clacking ever so slightly.

		"Yeah so them chinks be askin' for some of our good shit. We be settin' a meet for next week, over at..." Chris paused and looked up.

		Ellen's heart jumped as his eyes met hers. She just straightened her skirt and continued walking towards them. Chris waved his crew away and leaned back on his chair, his arms crossed.

		"Damn quiet bitch," Chris said.

		"I didn't want to interrupt your talk," Ellen lied.

		Chris only smiled in return and then looked up at Rick.

		"You trust her?" Chris asked.

		"Shit cuz, bitch be good at what she do. I know she ain't be no cop," Rick replied.

		Chris shook his head and pointed at Ellen.

		“I didn’t ask if she be a cop nigga, I asked if you trust her,” Chris repeated.

		“Damn cuz, you always so fuckin’ paranoid. Yeah I trust her,” Rick replied.

		“Nigga, if you wanna be the king, you gotta be careful. The crown that I wear be fuckin’ heavy, you feel me nigga?” Chris asked.

		Rick shrugged. “Heavy be the crown nigga.”

		Chris nodded his head towards Ellen.

		“Aight then, why don’t you show me what you got,” Chris said.

		Ellen nodded and slowly made his way towards him, shaking her hips left and right seductively. Her heels clacked loudly onto the concrete floor as she made her way towards him. She could feel all the black men’s gazes on her, watching her breasts jiggle slightly with each step, and her ass sway left to right.

		“See, what I tell you cuz? This bitch be good,” Rick said.

		Ellen slowly pulled up her shirt, pausing slightly as she neared the bottom of her breasts. She let the black men barely see the edge of her lacy black bra. Her hips moved back and forth, mesmerizing the black men. Her months in prison had allowed her to actually slim down a bit more and she couldn’t help but feel horny as the black men slowly rubbed their crotches.

		Chris sat silently, his hands clasped as he watched her movements. Ellen peeled her shirt off, pulling it over her head and tossing it to the side. She reached back and slowly unclasped her bra, letting her breasts free from their prison. Rick even licked his lips as he watched her strip.

		At times like this, she missed Tasha and wondered slightly what her cellmate was doing back in prison. She grabbed her skirt and slowly pulled it down, showing off her tiny black thong. She turned around, showing off her ass to the black men as she shook her ass, letting her skirt fall to the ground.

		“Damn!” Rog said from the back.

		Chris leaned back and turned his head. He laughed at Rog, who was nearly drooling at the sight of Ellen stripping.

		“Aight, you niggas get over here and show this bitch a good time,” Chris said.

		The four black men standing behind Chris made their way around Ellen. They surrounded her and pulled down their baggy jeans. Ellen looked around, she was still surprised at how thick and long big black cocks could get. Even Rog, who was easily overweight, had a beast of a cock hanging between his legs.

		“Rick, pull up a seat. I still need to talk to you about them chinks,” Chris ordered.

		Ellen was surprised by not only the big black cocks surrounding her, but the luck that she had, sitting right in the middle of Chris and Rick’s conversation. The four black men rubbed their members, stroking themselves as she slowly spun in a circle. She made sure each of them got a good look at her ass, with only a tiny thong blocking their view.

		She squatted down and grabbed hold of two big black cocks. She spit on them and rubbed at them, stroking back and forth on their hardening members. She leaned forward and teased Rog’s fat black cock, twirling her tongue around the sensitive tip.

		“Yeah bitch, lick my cock,” Rog groaned.

		Ellen teased his cock more, just barely licking the underside of his cock, gently gliding down his shaft with the tip of her tongue. She continued to stroke the other two cocks hard, squeezing and twisting her hands. The last black man got on the ground and placed his face between her ass cheeks.

		Ellen moaned as she felt the black man’s hot breath against her wet cunt. He pulled her thong slightly to the side and snuck his tongue into her tight hole. He expertly twirled his tongue inside her wet pussy, sliding deep inside her and twisted around.

		“She tight?” One of the black men asked.

		Ellen felt the man beneath her move, his tongue disappointingly sliding out of her. He licked her inner thigh and then nodded slightly.

		“Damn, this bitch is tight. She tastes fuckin’ sweet too!” He said.

		His tongue plunged right back into her pussy, slipping straight into her wet hole. Ellen gripped tightly onto the two cocks she had in her hands and moaned. She gently rocked her hips back and forth, enjoying the feeling of her cunt rubbing against the black man’s face. Especially the tip of his nose rubbing against her clit each time.

		“Oh yeah, this bitch gettin’ into it,” Rog said.

		Ellen’s ears perked up as she heard Chris talking to Rick. Through the pleasure, she tried to focus in on their conversation.

		“So you know that one dirty joint? That fuckin’ Chinese restaurant over on… fuck, what was it, Curry Ave and…” Chris scratched his head.

		“University Ave? That fuckin’ Flying Tiger place?” Rick asked.

		“Yeah nigga, fuckin’ Flying Tiger. Them chinks want to meet near there, get a bit of a drop off goin’,” Chris replied.

		“So we dealin’ with chinks now? When that start?” Rick inquired.

		“Damn cuz, how long were you in for? Them chinks got them shady little eyes but fuck, they know who to sell to, and in fuckin’ bulk,” Chris said.

		Ellen moaned in surprise as she felt the man beneath her press his tongue against her tightly clenched asshole. It wiggled its way in just as Rog grabbed her by the hair and pulled her face right up against his cock.

		“Suck my balls bitch,” Rog ordered.

		Ellen immediately sucked on Rog’s fat black balls, trying to get one in her mouth. She wondered if Rog was having trouble getting laid, as his balls were huge. A part of her anticipated the load he had waiting for her in his big black balls.

		“So what time?” Rick asked.

		“It be on Monday, at six thirty,” Chris answered.

		“Fuck cuz, that’s when I was gonna watch some football,” Rick replied.

		“Fuck yo football nigga, this is a huge deal,” Chris said.

		Rick shrugged and turned his attention to watching Ellen. Ellen licked the bottom of Rog’s balls and then finally slipped his cock into her mouth. Rog groaned and thrust his hips, immediately trying to get her to deepthroat his thick black cock. The man beneath her pulled away and crouched down behind her. He pulled her ass up, pulled her thong aside further and rubbed his cock between her sopping wet pussy lips.

		“Yeah, I’m gonna fuck this bitch good,” he said as he pushed the tip of his member inside her.

		Ellen moaned while she had Rog's dark member in her mouth. Her pussy stretched, inviting the man behind her. Her soaking wet cunt never seemed to get tired of big black cocks.

		The black man behind her thrust deep into her, penetrating her quick and hard. Ellen had to move her hips back to meet his thrusts. Rog grabbed a fistful of her hair and began fucking her face.

		Ellen gagged and drooled onto the dirty warehouse floor. Her knees hurt as she slid back and forth. One of the black men to her side grabbed a nipple and gave it a twist. Ellen pulled away from Rog and screamed in a mixture of pleasure and pain.

		“Yeah Jay, fuck that bitch,” Rog said.

		The black man behind her, Jay, held onto her thong and began pounding harder. Her thong stretched as much as possible, the thin fabric rubbing wildly against her clit. She thrust her ass back, enjoying the feeling of his balls rubbing against her cunt.

		“Get back to suckin’, bitch,” Rog ordered.

		Ellen’s lips wrapped tightly around his glistening black cock. She twirled her tongue right where the shaft met the head of his cock, teasing the most sensitive area. Rog’s head tilted back and he let out a loud groan. He began to thrust his hips wildly, trying to jam his cock deep into her throat.

		Her spit slid down the sides of her lips as she tried to swallow his fat cock. Her jaw ached but she kept focused, trying to take in more and more of his long hard member. Jay slapped her ass as he pounded into her from behind.

		“Yo, what happened with that salty nigga?” Rick asked.

		“Who? Morton?”

		“Yeah, I heard that nigga got caught.”

		“Some fuckin’ nigga snitched on him. Another reason why we gotta sell more to them chinks,” Morton informed.

		“Nigga got what he was comin’ to him. He tried to get more shit from us,” Rick replied.

		“It was all fair, the nigga didn’t get everything he ordered. I wanna know who snitched,” Chris said.

		For a moment, Ellen’s eyes met Chris’. A chill ran down her spine as she wondered if he knew it was her. He only nodded at her, reassuring her that he was not in on her secret.

		“I bet it was that nigga Mason,” Rick replied.

		“Motherfucker. You know that nigga Leroy is gettin’ up in my territory,” Chris said.

		“Leroy? Mason’s bitch?”

		“Yeah, fuckin’ right hand man is now thinkin’ he be in charge,” Chris replied.

		Ellen tried to recall who Leroy was, but her mind could not focus. The intense pleasure from being pummeled from behind was driving her wild. She could barely focus as she felt Jay’s thumb sneak into her asshole.

		“Mmm, I want me some of dat,” the black man to her right said.

		“Yeah? Shit, Marshawn, let’s get this bitch on top of you. Oreo this bitch,” Jay replied.

		Jay pulled out of her cunt with a sloppy wet pop. He smacked her pussy lips with his cock and then stepped away. The remaining black men helped her on her feet. She could barely balance herself on her heels with her legs so weak.

		Marshawn lay back on the ground, his spit covered cock pointing straight up. She was mesmerized by the throbbing, glistening member. Ellen slid her stretched thong off and straddled Marshawn.

		She slowly lowered herself in a reverse cowgirl position, gently guiding the tip of his smooth black cock against her tight little asshole. She gritted her teeth and let out a moan as she felt the tip of his cock pop into her. Marshawn grabbed a hold of Ellen's hips, pulling her lower and lower.

		"Oh... un.... god...ohgodohgodohgod...." Ellen murmured as the cock inched its way deeper into her ass.

		Marshawn snuck his hand around between her legs and rubbed her clit. Ellen moaned loudly and her body trembled, her first orgasm catching her by surprise. She had begun to love anal sex, the thick throbbing member inside her ass driving her wild. Her pussy quivered and a stream of her juices flew onto the dirty warehouse floor.

		“Oh shit nigga! You didn’t tell me she do them circus stunt shit!” Chris yelled in surprise.

		“Fuck yeah nigga, I told you she was good,” Rick laughed.

		Once Ellen reached the base of his cock, she moved her hips back and forth, grinding her ass against his rock hard abs. Jay positioned himself between her legs and pushed her back onto Marshawn. He grabbed her by the ankles and spread her legs wide open, her pussy gaping open, waiting for his delicious black cock.

		Jay plunged his cock deep into her wet pussy, surprising Ellen. She was being filled in both holes at the same time. She could feel the two monstrous members rub against each other inside her. Rog grabbed Ellen’s hair and tilted her head back. He smacked her cheeks with his cock and then jammed it into her mouth.

		“Shit nigga, move back a bit,” the last black man said to Jay.

		Jay straightened his back and the last black man straddled over Ellen, placing his cock in between her breasts. He squeezed her breasts together and spit in between them. He began thrusting back and forth, stroking himself off using her tits.

		All four men began thrusting their hips in unison, rocking her body with each thrust. She felt as if she were floating being held by these powerful black men. Her entire body felt as if it were on fire, pleasure blazing through every inch of her. She could no longer focus on what Chris and Rick were discussing as she was pounded in every which way.

		Marshawn and Jay took turns, one sliding out as the other slid in. Rog and the black man fucking her breasts did the same. They had a rhythm going as they each took turns thrusting their hips. Ellen’s mind went blank as the pure pleasure took over.

		Another orgasm rushed through her body, her pussy squeezing tightly onto Jay’s big black cock. Jay began hastening his pace as he felt her pussy squeeze and push, her juices squirting out as she came. He gripped tightly onto her ankles and grunted, shoving his cock deep into her pussy one last time as it squirted his cum. His hot jism shot deep into her wet pussy, filling her up with his sticky cum.

		“Ungh… fuck!” Jay groaned.

		“Shit nigga, you fill her up?” The black man fucking her tits said as he squeezed her hard nipples.

		“Fuck yeah nigga, this bitch was fuckin’ nice and tight,” Jay replied as he pulled out.

		His gooey, sticky cum slowly leaked out of her pussy, slid down between her ass cheeks and onto Marshawn’s cock deeply implanted in her ass. Jay walked off, allowing the black man fucking her tits to take his place. He easily slid into her cum filled pussy, stretching her right back open.

		Rog began massaging her tits as he fucked her face, occasionally twisting and squeezing her hard red nipples. Ellen continued to gag, her drool sliding all over her face. She could barely get enough oxygen, her vision blurring and dots forming before her eyes.

		“Sup nigga?” Chris said as he picked up his phone.

		Strangely enough, with her vision blurred, her lungs screaming for air, her pussy and asshole being pleasured to the max, she seemed to be able to hear more clearly. She could nearly hear the other person on the line. It was another man, she could barely hear what he was saying.

		“I told you, next fuckin’ week. Damn. I don’t go calling up your ching chong restaurants to bother you, so why don’t you show me the same respect?” Chris replied.

		Ellen could only guess that he was talking with one of the Chinese dealers he had been talking about. She heard the voice on the other side of the call grow louder, most likely frustrated with Chris’ response. Just as she tried to hear more of what Chris had to say, Rog’s fat black cock in her throat trembled.

		A huge stream of cum shot deep into her throat, causing her to cough and gag. He kept his cock implanted in her mouth, his balls hitting the tip of her nose. Cum dribbled out of the corners of her lips.

		“Yeah, swallow that shit,” Rog groaned.

		He finally pulled away and wiped the tip of his cock against her cheeks. Ellen coughed and spit some of his cum out to the side as she gasped for air. Marshawn and the other black man began to speed up, their powerful thrusts rocking her body as she tried to swallow the remainder of Rog’s cum.

		“Aight niggas, hurry up, I need to meet up with one of them chinks. They want to show me around a massage parlor to clear up a misunderstandin’,” Chris said.

		“Fuck man, I just got up in this pussy,” the black man fucking her replied.

		“Yeah nigga, I still need to fuck this ass some more,” Marshawn quipped.

		“Shut the fuck up and get this bitch cleaned up. I got me a nice little China pussy I got to fuck,” Chris said as he stood up.

		The black man fucking her cunt pulled out, the cum in her pussy leaking right out. He wiped his cock against her thigh and moved aside, allowing Marshawn to pull out as well. Ellen felt incredibly empty as the last cock popped out of her asshole.

		“Damn, I really need to fuck that ass some more,” Marshawn said.

		Ellen could only nod as she lay back on the dirty warehouse floor. Her body was covered in sweat, spit and cum. After the black men got dressed, they tossed her a towel. She looked around to see that Chris had already left.

		“Aight bitch, get back home and get cleaned up. Chris is gonna want you around later. Them chinks like white bitches,” Rick said.

		“Fuck the Chinese?” She asked with a scrunched face.

		“Ha, nah, we don’t share our bitches with them. They can give us all the chink pussy we want but they don’t touch our bitches. We know how to keep ahead of them,” Rick replied.

		Ellen nodded as she cleaned herself off. She pulled her skirt on, leaving her thong on the dirty floor. She pulled on her shirt and followed Rick out of the warehouse. The white SUV was back, but only the driver was in the vehicle.

		Rick got in the passenger seat and Ellen got in the back. Marshawn followed her in, leaving the remaining black guys at the warehouse. The driver took off, heading towards Ellen’s home.

		“That one bitch was fuckin’ hot. She sucked Omar off like a fuckin’ champ,” the driver said.

		“Not here,” Rick replied.

		“Oh shit, sorry,” the driver answered.

		Ellen could only guess that he was speaking about the white woman she saw in the car earlier. She began to wonder who the other woman was. In her limited time hanging out with Chris and his crew, she was among the few white women in his group. In fact, she practically knew all the other white women.

		The ride home was quick, the driver speeding through the streets. It seemed as though they were in a rush and needed to just get rid of her for the time being. The car took a sharp turn right as they reached her apartment.

		“Alright bitch, I’ll call you when we need you,” Rick said.

		Ellen nodded and hopped out of the SUV. It sped off immediately as she closed the door. They were in a huge rush over something. Before she could even turn to get into her apartment building, her cell phone buzzed. She looked at it to see that it was a text from Captain Abrams.

		“Location B, right now,” she read.

		She sighed and put her phone away. It seemed she had to be at the beck and call of everyone these days. The location the captain was texting was only a block away, an abandoned building rooftop. She hated the location as there were no working elevators, and after being fucked, she was not looking forward to climbing up stairs.

		The walk to the building wasn’t bad, even in her high heels. However, the trip up the stairs nearly killed her. She could barely breathe once she reached the top and her legs screamed in pain. She opened the door to the rooftop, huffing and puffing as she walked onto the rooftop.

		“I thought you were fuckin’ trained at the academy,” Sergeant Tule said as he saw her.

		“You try wearing fucking heels and going up these damn stairs,” Ellen fired back.

		“What the fuck did you say? What the fuck happened with the wire? I thought my ears were going to be blow out!” Sergeant Tule yelled.

		“Calm down, calm down,” Captain Abrams interrupted.

		“No more wires,” Ellen said.

		“What?” Both Sergeant Tule and Captain Abrams responded.

		“They did a full body check. That wire would’ve been the end of me,” Ellen answered.

		“I bet they did. Six fuckin’ guys at the same time?” Sergeant Tule teased.

		“FUCK. YOU.”

		“You wanna fuck with me? Don’t think I can’t,” Sergeant Tule replied.

		“You know how much shit I had to wade through to get to where I am? You know what you guys have done for me? Nothing! Fuck all! And then you put a fucking wire on me. You put me in danger and the only fucking thing you care about is your damn wire. A. FUCKING. WIRE!” Ellen shouted.

		“I’m sorry Ellen. We didn’t mean to be so insensitive. We get it. No more wires,” Captain Abrams replied.

		“Then how the fuck are we supposed to get conversations?” Sergeant Tule nagged.

		“We can just document what she says. Keep them as anonymous tips from our CI,” Captain Abrams replied.

		“But they won’t hold up as well in court,” Sergeant Tule said.

		“It’s okay, we just need to build up evidence,” Captain Abrams reassured.

		“The Chinese,” Ellen interrupted.

		“What? I’m sorry, the Chinese?” Captain Abrams repeated.

		“Yes, Chris is going to be dealing more with the Chinese. Him losing the warden hurt his operating quite a bit,” Ellen informed.

		"Which gang?" Captain Abrams asked.

		"I... don't know. Chris just said he's working with the Chinese."

		"Wow. Great info there. It could be the Triad, the Wongs or the Tigers... or any number of fuckin' gooks," Sergeant Tule replied.

		"Well shit, sorry for not asking him to fucking clarify. I have a date and time for the meet asshole," Ellen barked back.

		"Good job Ellen. Give us the information and we'll get some surveillance in place," Captain Abrams replied.

		“Wait, are you going to take down the Chinese? Chris is going to suspect me for sure then,” Ellen said.

		“It’s just to see which gang it is, get a bit of a feeling on what Chris is planning,” the Captain reassured.

		“Monday, six thirty, at the Flying Tiger Chinese restaurant,” Ellen informed.

		“All right, I’ll get some guys organized to set up the cameras,” Captain Abrams said.

		Ellen nodded and headed back towards the stairwell. Captain Abrams took out a cigarette and lit up. Sergeant Tule circled Captain Abrams, discussing something, but Ellen didn’t care. She wanted to get some rest.

		“See you guys later,” Ellen said as she walked into the stairwell.

		“Good work Ellen!” Captain Abrams shouted.

		Ellen sighed as she made her way downstairs. Her legs ached, her ass was sore and her nipples were extra sensitive. Each step was painful but she knew that once she got home, she’d be able to take a long hot shower and a nap.

		***

		Ellen nervously bit at her fingernail as she paced back and forth. She had been brought to the deal with the Chinese unexpectedly. They were now waiting in an alley near the Flying Tiger restaurant. They were a good ten minutes early.

		“You guys sure know how to keep time,” Ellen commented.

		“It ain’t about showing up when they want us. I’ve had my niggas out here for the past two hours. It’s about checkin’ out the area, gettin’ a feel for the grounds,” Chris replied.

		Ellen put her hand in her pocket, her burner phone for use with Captain Abrams was at the ready. It was a simple old flip phone, physical keys, nothing special to make it stand out. She had to practice for quite some time, but she now had the keys memorized. She quickly typed a message to Captain Abrams.

		“I gotta pee,” Ellen said.

		“Fuckin’ bitches. That’s why I don’t bring bitches along. Just be quiet when you get out,” Chris replied, his eyes still focused on the street in front of them.

		Ellen carefully opened the door and hopped out. She walked down the alley, making sure to just barely close the door behind her. Her heart raced as she neared the end of the alley. She turned the corner and pulled out her flip phone.

		“We saw. No worries,” she read the text message from Captain Abrams.

		She breathed a small sigh of relief. She had texted them that Chris and his crew had been there much earlier. Ellen put her phone back in her pocket and walked back to the car.

		“That was fuckin’ quick,” Chris said.

		“It was just a squirt onto the street,” Ellen replied.

		“Fuck, I don’t need those details,” he replied.

		Ellen smirked and leaned back on her seat. She crossed her legs, looking forward to watching the deal. Chris’ phone buzzed.

		“Sup bitch,” Chris answered.

		Ellen heard a female voice reply. She couldn’t hear much other than the woman’s light voice.

		“What? You fuckin’ sure?!”

		“Yes I’m fucking sure!” Sarah replied.

		Sarah paced back and forth in the bathroom, occasionally looking at the door. She was getting ready to leave the office when she was tapped by her commanding officer. He let her in on a small little surveillance operation. She had almost left but decided to check in on the operation.

		Unfortunately for her, it was an operation on Chris. Somehow they learned about a deal with the Chinese at the Flying Tiger. The meeting was something even she didn’t know about. She made a mental note to talk to Chris about giving her more advance notice of any future meetings.

		“You better vet your fucking crew,” Sarah said.

		“Don’t take that tone with me bitch. We’ll talk later,” Chris said as he hung up.

		He tapped his driver’s arm. The driver looked over at Chris, a look of confusion on his face.

		“I need you to call up Marshawn. Put that nigga out as the point man on this one,” Chris said.

		“What? I thought them chinks wanted you up front,” the driver replied.

		“We’re being watched,” Chris informed.

		“The fuck? Here?!”

		“Yeah, I got inside information. I want Marshawn out on point,” Chris repeated.

		“Aight.” The driver replied as he pulled out his phone.

		The driver quickly dialed and number and informed Marshawn that he had to take point. Marshawn reluctantly agreed and before the conversation could even end, she saw Marshawn walk out from a nearby store.

		“He was already here?” Ellen asked.

		“I make sure all my niggas be ready early,” Chris replied.

		He watched Marshawn like a hawk. Ellen could see the gears in Chris’ head turning as he tried to figure out how the cops knew he’d be here. A light bulb went off his Ellen’s own head as she realized the woman that was in the SUV was the same woman who had just called Chris. In addition, the woman was close to Captain Abrams and his team.

		She texted a quick message to the Captain. She let him know that there was a female mole in the team. Ellen hoped that there weren’t a lot of females in the group. She regretted leaving the car earlier, as she now had no way to check her Captain’s reply.

		“Aight, now I need you to drive out. We out,” Chris said.

		“Fuck man, this is fuckin’ crazy,” the driver said as he turned the ignition.

		The trio drove off, leaving Marshawn and the remainder of Chris’ crew with the Chinese gang. Chris took out a cigar and lit it up in the car. He took a couple of puffs and turned his head towards Ellen. Ellen tried to keep calm as he looked straight into her eyes.

		“What?” She asked with a small bit of attitude, trying to make him think of something else.

		“I can’t believe this shit. I really didn’t want to but… damn,” he said as he stared at her.

		She began to wonder if she could quickly open the door and hop out of the moving car. Her heart felt as if it were going to hop right out of her throat. The palms of her hands grew extremely sweaty.

		“I can’t believe you got an insider. You sure we’re being watched?” Ellen responded.

		“Fuck yeah I’m sure. I made sure of that. I guess I can’t say I’m fuckin’ surprised. I should’ve seen it a while ago. I knew I had to be more fuckin’ careful,” he said as he reached down the side of his pants.

		Ellen’s eyes grew wide as she thought he was going to grab his gun. She reached into her pocket and typed an emergency message to Captain Abrams. She was ready to hit the ‘send’ button but stopped as Chris pulled out a folded piece of paper.

		“Look at this shit,” he said as he handed the paper to Ellen.

		Ellen unfolded the paper and noted that it was a black and white picture. It was a picture of Jay, the man that had fucked her before, talking with someone. She wasn’t sure who the other guy was.

		“Who’s Jay talking to?” Ellen asked.

		“That white boy is a rival of ours. He gets his supply from some other crew and sells to corporate fuckers. I don’t know why Jay be talkin’ with him, but it’s all startin’ to make sense. That nigga tryin’ to take my place. That motherfucker,” Chris explained.

		Ellen nodded and handed the picture back. The knot in her chest faded away and Ellen took a couple of deep breaths. She considered herself extremely lucky, and she had to try to use this as a chance to keep a scapegoat for the future.

		“You shouldn’t take Jay out too early,” she said.

		“What?”

		“You should see how far Jay’s willing to go. See what other stuff you can get from him,” Ellen explained.

		Chris nodded and stared out the window. He took another couple of puffs and grinned.

		“You be fuckin’ smart. I like that. I’ll keep that nigga on watch…” He replied quietly.

		He continued to stare out the window, thinking, calculating as he smoked his cigar. Ellen sighed and leaned back on her seat again. She quietly opened her flip phone and took a quick look at the Captain’s reply.

		“We need to talk,” she silently read.

		Captain Abrams was right. Ellen did need to talk. She needed to figure out who had information on the surveillance. She had to know how many of them were women. In fact, she only had to know one thing; she had to know the other woman.
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