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      The two hottest girls you’ve ever seen sat, topless, cuddled up against Giorgio Valentine. The tits on those girls—my God! The roundest, supplest racks in the whole state of New York. Their nipples were hard, aroused for the muscular Latino drug-lord. They ran their small, smooth hands down his ripped chest and along his rock-hard abs. Those two girls wanted Giorgio’s cock so badly.

      Both girls were blonde—the only way Giorgio would take them. Their platinum hair extended straight, all the way to their firm naked butts that sat in Giorgio’s expensive Italian leather chairs.

      Giorgio sucked down a thick Cuban cigar as one of the girls “secretly” fondled his big Latino dick under the table. She tried her best to be subtle, but her aggressive thirst for Giorgio’s cum couldn’t be so easily contained.

      “You fuckers gonna fold or what?” Giorgio asked.

      On the other side of the table was Frankie, a long-time member of Giorgio’s crew, and myself, an undercover cop with the Federal Bureau of Investigation with the United States of America, or to Giorgio, a drug-runner.

      In my hand was a flush. I knew that Giorgio had nothing. But the first rule, when it came to playing poker with Giorgio, was to always let Giorgio win. Sure, you could steal a small pot from him here and there, to make the game seem interesting, but you sure as fuck didn’t beat him on the big pots—a challenge in itself, as Giorgio was a shit poker player.

      Next to Frankie was a thin, naked brunette girl. She had those small tits with the huge nipples that stuck out like torpedoes. She also had a wild bush that you could practically see poking up from under the table. Frankie loved big bush more than his mother, and Frankie loved his mother.

      Next to me was a hot black haired Russian chick. Like her prostitute friends, she was naked and her body was nearly perfect in every possible way. She had straight-cut bangs that sat just above her eyes and she chain-smoked those sexy-as-fuck long assed cigarettes.

      “I fold,” I said, throwing down my winning flush.

      “I fold,” Frankie dittoed, throwing down his hand, which was also likely better than Giorgio’s nothing.

      “See, ladies? Giorgio always wins,” Giorgio said to the girls, referring to himself in the third-person.

      The girls smiled and continued to massage his growing cock under the table.

      “Why don’t you boys take your ladies into one of the rooms. I have some business I need to tend to,” Giorgio said, turning to the ladies and smiling.

      He stood up, still with both women under his arms, and turned to go up to his room.

      Giorgio Valentine was the kingpin of one of the largest drug operations that the state of New York had ever seen. He moved close to a billion dollars worth of drugs every year. Unlike the other modern-day drug dealers, Giorgio didn’t use the Internet to move his products. He replied on old-fashion face-to-face operations.

      I had been on the Valentine case for nearly five years. I had slowly moved my way up from being one of Valentine’s mules, to being one of his three senior drug-runners. I was secretly responsible for putting away nearly twenty of Valentine’s best men. More recently, I had made my way into Valentine’s home. After one of Valentine’s other usual players was killed outside of a Benihana (when one of his arteries exploded, from consuming too much teriyaki sauce) I was invited to come and play.

      I watched Giorgio make his way to the stairway up to his room. Up in Giorgio’s room, I knew I could find evidence to finally put him away for good. I was so close. I just needed a way in.

      “Hey, Giorgio,” I said.

      “What?”

      “I was thinking, maybe—maybe I could come up. Maybe I could give you a hand with those ladies,” I suggested. My heart was racing at the gamble I was taking.

      Giorgio looked at me. His expression dropped. He stared deep into my soul.

      “You wanna come up with me?” he asked.

      “I just—I just thought that maybe we could fuck these girls together… Or somethin’.”

      “What, are you a faggot? You wanna touch my dick?”

      “No, Giorgio… I just thought—I just…”

      “I’m just fuckin’ with you, Jake,” said Giorgio. “No, you can’t come up. No one touches my fuckin’ girls.”

      “Right—Okay, sure.”

      Giorgio turned around and made his way upstairs. Frankie had snuck away to one of the spare rooms with his lady, leaving me alone with my Russian friend.

      She smiled at me.

      “You want to fuck?” she asked.

      I smiled. “Yeah.”

      “I want you to fuck me right here, in the middle of Valentine’s living room.”

      I looked around. There were two guards standing in the room, one guarding the stairway up to Giorgio’s room, and another by the front entrance.

      “But the guards,” I said.

      “Let them watch,” she said.

      I smiled, placed my hands gently on her shoulders and started to push her down to her knees. I looked over at one of the guards again. He was staring at me. Quickly, I looked back down at the sexy prostitute, whose head was lined up with the crotch of my pants.

      Without hesitation, she began to undo my belt. I placed my hands into her dark, soft hair as she pulled my belt away and unzipped my fly.

      My heart was beating. I’d never fucked out in the open before. The whore pulled my pants slowly down past my knees and then grabbed onto my cock through my cotton underwear. She fondled and rubbed, staring at my long member, as it grew hard inside of my underpants.

      “You like when I rub cock?” she asked me with her thick accent.

      “Yeah,” I replied.

      Carefully, she grabbed the waistband of my underwear and started to pull down, slowly revealing every single inch of my long, hardening cock. It eventually sprung forward, nearly slapping her in the face.

      I could see the guards staring at us through my peripheral vision. It was incredibly awkward, but also incredibly arousing. My little Russian whore leaned forward and started to insert the cock into her mouth. She let it slowly penetrate her soft lips. It slid gracefully down her warm, wet tongue, throbbing aggressively against the insides of her cheeks.

      Using the tip of her tongue, she expertly began to tickle the tip of my cock, drawing small circles in swift flicking motions. My legs trembled and I began to lose my balance. I had to plant a hand onto the poker table at my side.

      She pulled her head back and let my rock-solid shaft fall off the tip of her tongue.

      “You like when I suck cock?” she asked.

      “I like when you suck my cock,” I laughed.

      “You want to fuck me in pussy?”

      “Yeah,” I replied.

      “How badly?”

      “Really badly.”

      “Not badly enough.”

      I looked her in the eyes and smiled. She was an expert at keeping a straight face.

      “I want to fuck your pussy so badly,” I said, putting my hands in her armpits and lifting her up to her feet.

      Quickly, I spun her around and pushed her over the poker table. All the chips went flying. She looked back at me, bent perfectly over the table. I could see her tight little pussy and her perfectly round little asshole.

      “Fuck me,” she said. “Fuck me, American boy.”

      I stepped forward and pushed her legs open with one of my feet. I placed my hands on her smooth, warm sides and slid them down to her fit, supple ass. I shimmied in tight, took my dick in my hand and then I started to shove it inside of her.

      I could feel her whole body tense up as her head shot backwards. She opened her mouth and let out the softest, sexiest moan you’ve ever heard in your life. The tone of it was so warm and perfectly in pitch.

      I slowly pushed my big cock deep inside of her body. Her fingers grasped onto a pile of chips, which subsequently crumbled. Her pussy pulsed against the girth of my shaft as blood pumped through her perfect body.

      I looked up. The guard at the stairwell was staring at us on the poker table. He didn’t even look away as I made eye contact with him. I looked back down at my date.

      And I started fucking her.

      Slap! Slap! Slap!

      My pelvis slammed into her soft little butt so hard, it caused the skin on her round ass to ripple. I could feel the veiny ridges of my cock sliding across her moist clit with every swift entry. I pounded that hot little Russian over and over and over again.

      She cried out loud and moaned. She was an incredibly vocal partner. Every time I thrust my body into her, her tits would jiggle and slide around the green furry poker table. Warm fluid started to dribble out her slit and ran down my legs.

      “Трахни меня, американская!” she cried out, in her native language.

      I had no idea what she was saying. It didn’t matter though. I did know that she was cumming. And she came wet. Fluid splashed and squirted out of her, soaking my pelvis and legs. I pulled out momentarily, letting her drain out her pussy, before I stuffed her again and resumed pounding her vagina.

      “Хадер, американский. Тяжелее!” she continued.

      ‘Harder, Americanski. Tyajelee!’ was the phonetic translation. That sentence made a bit more sense.

      I took a deep breath and increased my speed. I thrust my body forward as hard as I could, slamming her into the edge of the wet poker table. My grip on her firm ass tightened and I could feel my cock beginning to bloat, filling up with warm cum.

      I held back. I took another deep breath and closed my eyes.

      Squish! Squish! Squish!

      More and more warm fluid spurted out of her, like a leaky pipe in Chernobyl.

      I couldn’t hold back any more. I slammed my body into her one final, powerful time. I pulled her tight into my body as cum began to blast out of my cock inside of the Russian prostitute.

      “Fuck!” I yelled out loud.

      Shot after shot of the white sticky substance flew out of my body.

      My Russian whore finished off her vocal presentation with a long, loud, out of breath moan. Her body momentarily turned weightless and she went limp on the poker table, in her euphoric state.

      I stepped back, pulling my cock out of her pussy. My massive load fell out of her, down her legs and onto the floor, as she slowly pulled herself up.

      Meanwhile, I could hear Valentine upstairs, giving it to his girls.

      Slam! Slam! Slam!

      It sounded like the muscular drug-lord was hammering sheet metal, for Christ sakes.

      I pulled up my pants. As I looked up, the guards awkwardly looked away from me, having watched me fuck and cum inside of a prostitute. I looked up the stairs, towards Giorgio’s room.

      If I was going to get inside of there, I needed a new plan.
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      Once a month, I would meet with the head of the Valentine case, Sergeant Williams, in an isolated park at three in the morning.

      “I’m taking you out of the field, Michael,” Sergeant Williams said to me.

      “What? Why?” I asked, shocked.

      “I just am—You don’t need to know why.”

      “What the fuck? I’ve spent five years on this case.”

      “You’ll still be on the case. You’ll still provide us with vital information to bring down Valentine.”

      “Williams…”

      “Just—Just don’t argue it, okay?”

      “I’m so fucking close to getting the evidence we need. Just last night, I was just on the other side of the door from it, Williams. I’m so close!”

      “You won’t get to it. No one gets to it. You aren’t the only cop in Valentine’s operation.”

      “Who else?”

      “I can’t tell you that.”

      “Williams, please. I have this. I really do.”

      “You’ll be working in the office, with Smithson and the other guys.”

      “I’m not doing that. I’m going to end this case.”

      “You can’t. You’re off the case.”

      “Then I quit.”

      “Michael… C’mon.”

      “Seriously. I don’t want to work in some fucking office with fucking Smithson. I want to be out in the field. I know this case better than anyone.”

      “Just stick around. Be a consultant.”

      “Fuck that.”

      I turned around and started to walk away.

      “Don’t go back to them, Michael! You need our protection-- They’ll kill you!”

      I kept walking, without turning back.

      “If you go back there, I’ll make sure you get arrested! It’d be for your own good!”
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        * * *

      

      How could I get that evidence?

      How could I get from that poker game, into Giorgio’s bedroom?

      I needed to figure this out, and I needed to figure it out without being arrested. The FBI knew exactly what I looked like, and they would be coming for me if I went back there.

      I needed to act quickly. I needed to make myself unrecognizable to the police.

      “Thank, Michael,” I said to myself. “Think… How does anyone get into his room?”

      I thought and thought and thought. The sad truth was no one got into his room--No one but him and his blonde prostitutes.

      Then, a light went off in my brain.

      “The blonde prostitutes,” I said to myself.

      It was so simple.

      How could I get into Giorgio’s room? How could I go unrecognized by the FBI? Easy: become a blonde prostitute.
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        * * *

      

      Dr. Charles Edwin was a doctor who lost his license back in the early-nineties for stealing organs from the hospital. The FBI had been keeping close tabs on him after he spent three years in prison for performing illegal plastic surgery and organ transplants for illegal immigrants. I know, because I arrested him.

      After Edwin was released, he escaped the United States and went to Thailand, where he was paid a lot of money to perform sex reassignment surgeries for underage Thai Lady-boy porn films. This was all done illegally, of course. I know all of this, because once again, I arrested him, and brought him back to the United States.

      After spending another five years behind bars after the Thailand incident, the FBI kept an extremely close eye on Edwin. He tried to get his medical license back, but he was denied because of his past record.

      It had been six years since I last saw Dr. Charles Edwin. I met him at his house, the day after my meeting with Sergeant Williams.

      “I need you to do something for me,” I said.

      “Do what?” he asked.

      “This is going to sound crazy, but I need you to make me into a woman. Just for a little while.”

      Edwin sighed. “I don’t do that anymore. I’m a carpenter now, remember?”

      “I know that you still have the means to do it.”

      “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

      I leaned in close to Dr. Edwin. “Just because we haven’t arrested you again, doesn’t mean we don’t know that you’ve been doing sex changes out of your basement.”

      He was silent for a moment. “You don’t know that—And you and I both know you need a warrant to go down there.”

      “Just do this favour for me, and I’ll make sure your life becomes a hell of a lot easier,” I said.

      “I’m not falling for this trap.”

      “You want your license back?”

      Edwin’s eyes lit up. “You can’t get me my license back.”

      “No, but I can have your record deleted,” I said. “So it won’t show up on the hospital background check.”

      Edwin stared me in the eyes, trying to see if I was bluffing.

      “Why do you want to become a woman?” he asked, suspiciously.

      “Do you want your license back or not?”
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      Big tits, platinum blonde hair, new nose, new cheekbones, eyelash implants, butt cheek implants, a short skirt and a pair of eight-inch heels later, I was standing out on the corner of Davie and Howe, where Frankie came every night to pick up the night’s entertainment.

      I did my best to stand up straight, which was difficult on those massive heels. My short red skirt, which was connected to my tight red tube top, kept riding upwards, nearly exposing my thong, which hardly covered my tight new pussy.

      I had to go big with my boobs. Giorgio was a sucker for huge tits. The only issue was keeping them inside of my tight top. They kept plopping and bouncing out every time I moved so much as an inch.

      A car full of college students drove by. Their heads were hanging out of the window, and their tongues were hanging out of their heads. One of them whistled.

      “Show us your tits!” another yelled.

      They drove away, laughing with their boners between their legs.

      A car pulled up next to me. The window rolled down, and a thick unclean man smiled at me.

      “How much?” he asked.

      “Not for sale,” I said.

      “Oh, c’mon, babe. Don’t be like that.”

      I started to walk away from the man. He followed me slowly.

      “I’ll give you a hundred,” he said.

      I laughed.

      “Two hundred.”

      I kept walking.

      “Five hundred. Just a blow job,” he said.

      “Fuck off,” I said.

      His expression dropped. He stared at me for a moment, and then sped off, angry.

      Then, I could see Frankie’s car coming in the distance. I stood up tall, adjusted my skirt and stuffed my tits into my tight top. I walked up to the curb.

      He pulled over. There were already three girls in the car.

      “Hop in.” he said.

      “Don’t you wanna know how much?” I asked, trying to keep in character.

      “Nah, just get in. You’ll get paid.”

      And just like that, I was on my way to Giorgio Valentine’s house.

      Frankie led me through the doors of the Valentine mansion. He led us up to the poker table and advised us to sit down and wait. He turned to the guard at the stairwell.

      “Go get Valentine, would ya?”

      The guard turned around immediately and ran up the stairs.

      “What do you ladies drink?” he asked.

      We all gave in our drink orders. I asked for rum and coke, which I happened to know, was Giorgio’s favourite, not that I needed any more of a leg up.

      Giorgio emerged from his bedroom and made his way down the stairs. He looked towards the group of prostitutes, me standing among them. His eyes lit up and he stopped in the stairwell at the sight of me.

      A criminal, yes, but Dr. Charles Edwin did good work.

      I could practically see him drooling on the floor. He walked up to us and, ignoring the other beautiful women, he went straight up to me. He extended his hand to me, and bowed his head down.

      “My lady,” he said.

      I smiled and took his hand.

      “Hello,” I said.

      “As you probably know, my name is Giorgio Valentine.”

      I simply smiled.

      “You are the most stunning woman I’ve ever seen,” he said.

      “Thank you,” I replied softly.

      He smiled at me and led me around the table to his spot. He sat me down next to him, and he placed his big strong hand on my soft smooth thigh. He stared me in the eyes.

      “Where’s Jake?” Frankie asked.

      Giorgio didn’t respond. He was too busy admiring my artificial beauty.

      Frankie called over one of the guards to take my usual spot at the poker table. He distributed the chips, shuffled the cards and dealt. The entire time, Giorgio remained fixated on me. He asked me personal questions, trying to get to know me as much as possible before he took me up to his room to fuck me.

      “How have you never come around here before?” he asked.

      “I just moved to town,” I lied.

      “Whom are you living with?” he asked.

      “Just by myself,” I said.

      “You must come live here. I’ll treat you like a goddess.”

      I smiled. “That’s very tempting.”

      “It’s your turn, Giorgio,” Frankie said.

      “I fold,” Giorgio uncharacteristically said, without even looking at his cards. “What do you say you and I go up to my room?”

      “Absolutely,” I said.

      Giorgio stood up and offered me his hand. I took it, and he led me upstairs, abandoning the card game.

      Giorgio’s bedroom was massive, and filled with massive piles of money and cocaine. I had a small camera in my clutch, recording everything. I spun around the room, slowly, pretending to admire his grand room, but actually making sure the recorder picked up everything.

      “What is that?” I asked, referring to the pile of cocaine.

      He laughed. “What does it look like?”

      I walked up to it. “It looks like coke.”

      “It is coke. There’s over two hundred kilos in here.”

      “And it’s all yours?” I asked, pretending to be shocked.

      “Here,” he said, scooping some up with a tiny spoon.

      He held the spoon up to my nose.

      “The best in the world,” he said.

      I snorted the coke. It hit me hard. He wasn’t kidding.

      “Good, right?” he asked.

      I smiled.

      “You know, I wasn’t lying when I said that you were the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen.”

      “I wasn’t lying when I said thank you.”

      He walked up to me and leaned in, preparing for a kiss. I turned around, away from him and continued to walk my camera-clutch around the room. He followed me like a dog on peanut butter.

      He placed his big hands on the sides of my torso, stopping me in my place.

      “You smell nice,” he said.

      “Thanks.”

      He spun me around, with force and held me tightly in my place. He looked down into my eyes.

      “I can’t take any more,” he said.

      Then, he leaned in and kissed me. No matter how much I planned for this moment, I wasn’t prepared for it. I froze and went stiff.

      “What’s wrong?” he asked.

      “I—I’m just shy.”

      He laughed.

      “Not after this you won’t be.”

      He threw me over onto his bed. I rolled over onto my back and looked over at him. He was walking over to me, while simultaneously pulling off his shirt. His chest was massive, and he must have had a twelve pack of abs. His dark Latino skin almost looked oiled as it shone in the soft light of his million-dollar bedroom chandelier. He hopped onto the bed and crawled over top of me.

      He leaned down and kissed me again. This time, I kissed back.

      “Just get it over with, Michael,” I thought to myself. “Just get it done with. It will be over soon. You already have the evidence you need.”

      His hands rubbed all over my body. He was quick to slip his hand under my tight skirt and up my side, pulling my tube-skirt up over my panties. I could feel the bulge of his giant cock through his jeans.

      He pulled up from me and looked down.

      “Fuck, you’re beautiful,” he said.

      He turned to the nightstand, grabbed himself a pinch of coke and snorted it. His eyes lit up and his head bent back. He let out a war cry and then leaned back down to me. We continued to kiss.

      His big, wet tongue penetrated my lips and squirmed around in my mouth as his big hands squeezed my bare sides. My skirt had been pushed up all the way to my tits, which were falling out of the tight outfit. One of my breasts’ nipples had popped out from its tight silky prison.

      Giorgio was energized. He was incredible horny. I could feel his cock throbbing aggressively against my leg.

      He sat up, grabbed my dress from my breasts, and then he ripped it into two pieces, off of my body. My giant bare tits fell out and jiggled on my chest. He took a few deep, manic breaths before leaning down and beginning to suck on my nipples while tightly fondling my tits.

      As reluctant as I was about having sex with a man, especially such a big man as Giorgio, I was starting to feel good. Shockwaves of pleasure began to pulse through my body, and down into my vagina. I started to feel a warm, wet sensation deep in my slit as all my extremities began to feel light, and numb. I took a deep breath in, and then let out a long moan as I exhaled.

      Giorgio started to make his way south, towards my pussy. He kissed and sucked various spots on my tummy, pelvis and inner thigh. Finally, he reached his destination. Gently with the tip of his tongue, he began to stroke the lips of my vagina.

      I moaned again. A dribble of warm juice leaked out of my body.

      “Fuck,” I said, my body surrendering to the Latino billionaire.

      He moved his big wet tongue upwards and began to flick and tickle my clit.

      “Oh, fuck,” I said again, falling even deeper into his charming hypnosis.

      I reached my hands down and placed them into his hair. I pulled his head tight into my pussy. His tongue slipped deep into my slit, penetrating me. He slithered around inside of me while his nose rubbed my clit.

      “Oh, Giorgio,” I moaned. “Oh, Giorgio.”

      Slurp! Slurp! Slurp!

      I was so wet. Fuck, it felt so good. My legs started to shake and tremble.

      Giorgio sat up and smiled at me. He started to undo his pants. I watched anxiously as he slowly pulled his jeans, along with his boxers down past his manhood. Slowly, he revealed to me his massively long cock.

      The thick throbber must have been ten inches long. As his waistband cleared his bulbous tip, his long erection flung outwards and bounced around before settling in its place, standing tall against his rippled abdomen.

      “Fuck me, Giorgio,” I said, practically out of control of my own body.

      Giorgio took a few steps forward and lowered himself down onto his knees, directly between my legs. With both of his hands, he guided his gargantuan cock into my pussy.

      The enormously thick girth stretched my slit out wide. It was incredibly painful, but it also felt absolutely incredible. I watched Giorgio as he clenched his teeth, feeling the tight walls of my pussy against his throbbing shaft.

      “You’re so tight,” he said.

      I bit my lip as he continued to sink deeper. As he got about six inches of his cock inside of me, I suddenly felt another powerful shockwave cross my body. My arms and legs went numb and I melted into the bed. I looked down, and my legs were convulsing. Warm juice started to dribble out of my slit onto Giorgio’s bed as my pussy contracted and released against his manhood.

      Giorgio stopped and looked me in the eyes for moment. He smiled.

      Then, he started fucking the living daylights out of me.

      He thrust his body downwards, sharply, pushing me down into his bed. He pulled back out quickly, letting me bounce back up. He held himself out for a quick moment, and then repeated. Right out of the gate, his power and force was unrelenting.

      Slowly, he picked up his pace. I was sent bouncing up and down aggressively on his soft bed as he plunged my pussy with his huge dick. My huge tits bounced and jiggled all over my chest, uncontrollably, even slapping me in the chin a few times. I tried to grab onto them to control them, but they had been made even too big for my small hands to control.

      I could feel every single inch of Giorgio’s cock. I could feel every single vein throbbing inside of me. I could feel the very tip of his cock plunge inwards and press up against the very back wall of my vagina.

      I couldn’t move. I was like a giant limp ragdoll. I had become his glorified fuck-toy.

      He took one of his hands and I placed it around my throat. Slowly, he started applying pressure. It was becoming harder and harder to breathe. Blood was rushing out of my head, and traveling down to my quivering pussy.

      “Oh, Giorgio!” I yelled out loud, and then proceeded to scream uncontrollably.

      He picked up his pace, and maintained his incredible force.

      Shlop! Shlop! Shlop! Shlop!

      I was cumming. For the first time ever as a woman, I was cumming. My eyes rolled into the back of my head and I continued to scream.

      I released my giant tits and reached up and grabbed onto his muscular sides. I squeezed hard, digging my nails deep into his skin.

      “Fuck!” I screamed.

      Valentine was close, too. I could feel his dick hardening even more in my slit as it filled up with hot cum. He held back, clenching his face and picking up his pace.

      Then, he released. I felt my tight pussy begin to fill up with wet warmness. My mouth fell open and my eyes sprung wide. I stared up into his eyes as he came, uncontrollably inside of me. He let out a loud, cocaine induced roar before relaxing his body.

      He rolled off of me and started to catch his breath.

      I lay limp, cum pouring out of my pussy onto Giorgio’s bed sheets. Giorgio looked over at me, smiled and laughed.

      Once energy returned to my body, I stood up and walked over to my clothes and clutch.

      “Where are you going?” he asked.

      “I was going to go,” I said.

      “No. Now, you live here with me. You’ll be my wife.”

      I smiled gracefully at his proposition. “Thank you, but I really must be going.” I tried my best to be polite.

      His expression dropped. “No,” he said. “You are staying here with me.”

      “I really should be going.”

      Slowly, Giorgio stood up. He looked me in the eyes, suddenly suspicious.

      “Why are you in such a rush to leave?” he asked.

      He looked down at my pile of clothes, where my camera-clutch was. I quickly stepped in front of the clutch, so he wouldn’t notice the tiny lens inside of it.

      “What are you hiding?” he asked.

      “Me? What? Nothing.”

      He walked up to me and looked down at my clothes. Then, he shoved me aside aggressively, sending my naked body to the ground. He started to dig through my clothes.

      “What are you hiding?” he asked again, looking over at me, finding nothing.

      “N—Nothing.”

      He looked over at my clutch, and then back up at me. My eyes were wide.

      “What’s in that?”

      “J—Just my cards, and stuff.”

      Giorgio snatched the clutch off of the ground and unzipped it. I remained frozen on the floor as I awaited my inevitable demise.

      He pulled out the handful of cards and bills I had stuffed over the tiny camera. Then, he ripped out the camera.

      “What the fuck is this? Who the fuck are you?” he asked.

      I was completely frozen. Even my heart had frozen, too afraid to beat. Giorgio stood up and towered over my tiny body.

      “Who are you with?” he screamed at me.

      “Please—Please don’t kill me.”

      Giorgio walked over to the nightstand, pulled a drawer out and removed a handgun. He walked over to me, pointing the gun at me.

      “Tell me right now, or I’ll blow your fucking head off!”

      “I—I’m not with anyone. Please don’t kill me.”

      Bang! Bang!

      Shots were fired.

      Frankie stood in the doorway, holding a pistol and aiming it at Valentine. Suddenly, the muscular Latino man went crashing to the ground. He was dead. Frankie made the kill shot.

      Frankie turned around and looked back out the door. The guards, whose pants were around their ankles, were running up the stairs. Frankie aimed.

      Bang! Bang! Bang!

      “C’mon!” Frankie said, offering me his hand.

      With one hand, I took Frankie by the hand, and with the other, I grabbed the camera from the floor.

      Frankie ran me to Giorgio’s private garage. He was the only person who had access to all of Giorgio’s cars.

      “Who are you?” I asked.

      “Special Agent Jonah Timmons,” he said. “I’ve been undercover here for six years.”

      I was shocked. Frankie was the other undercover agent.

      “C’mon, let’s get out of here.”

      Frankie opened the garage and front gate with his keyless remote, and we sped away.

      Giorgio Valentine was dead. The case was over.

      THE END
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