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"Goddamn, I love seeing that!" Dre said as he pulled his cock out of Allie's ass slowly.

Just as he pulled it out of her gaped asshole, his cum leaked out. He had cum in her ass two times in a row.

"You know what to do," Allie smiled over at Jason.

"Yeah, get to it," Dre laughed as he took a small cloth and wiped off his cock.

Dre had been fucking Allie non-stop since he moved into the condos. Dre kissed Allie on the mouth as Jason got behind Allie and started licking her ass.

"See you tomorrow?" Allie asked as she pushed her ass back onto Jason's face.

"Yes, absolutely," Dre smiled as he headed for the door.

Dre smiled as he headed toward his room. He saw the secretary he had been dying to get his dick into.

"Janet," he called after as she headed for the elevator.

Janet turned on her high-heeled shoes to face him. "What can I do for you today, sir?" she asked in her fake customer service voice.

"I just wanted to know...." Dre started to say.

"Yes, I got your letter," Janet sighed. "As I have stated before, many times, we aren't allowed to date or socialize with the tenants," she stared at him.

"You went to that party a few weeks ago," Dre said.

"And if you remember I had to get a signed form that there would be many other tenants there and it was a social event," Janet rebutted. "Is this date with you a social event? Will there be other tenants there? Did you put in a social event form to the front desk? Did you..."

"I get it!" Dre exclaimed.

"Is that all?" Janet asked.

"Okay, drop the act," Dre stared at this shorter blonde woman. "Why? What is the real reason?"

"On a personal level?" Janet asked.

"Yes," Dre replied.

"You are disgusting to me," Janet said. "Not because of your race, because I know if a white woman doesn't like a black man the first thing everyone thinks it is because of race, but you go after every blonde in the building, even some of the delivery drivers, the female ones. Plus, unlike some others," Janet paused and looked at Allie's door. "I don't fall for the so called big black cock. I want a man, a real man and that's my boyfriend. Is that a good enough answer, Dre!"

Dre stood shocked that a woman like Janet could shout at him like that. He didn't know what to say.

"Are we done, here?" Janet asked.

"Yes," Dre responded, still dumbfounded.

"I hope we don't have to talk about this again," Janet turned and entered the elevator.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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DRE DIDN'T JUST LOSE with Janet; he lost a case in the courtroom for the first time in his career. It was unsettling, and when he returned to the office, he was surprised to see that they had given someone his office.

"What the fuck are you doing?" Dre asked as he saw Leon in his office.

"This office is for winners, remember?" Leon smiled.

"It was one case," Dre replied. "I will...."

Leon shook his head. "Sounds like an excuse to me."

Dre read the paper given to him by one of the security guards. He was being demoted.

"Go back to Loserville," Leon remarked. "Only winners up here, that's how you put it."

The security guards escorted Dre to the elevator and returned him to his old office on one of the lower floors.

"This is fucking bullshit!" Dre shouted.

He hadn't felt this embarrassed in years.

When he left, he went to one of his favorite bars to get a drink.

"What are you doing here?" Dre asked as another black man sat beside him.

"Same as you," the man said, chuckling. "Getting a drink."

The other man was the lawyer he had just lost to in the courtroom.

"Suddenly I don't feel thirsty," Dre said as he was about to leave.

"They set you up," the other man said as Dre stood up.

"What?" Dre asked. "Your white board members, they set you up."

Dre had a feeling all day that something was wrong with that case. 

He had it since they put it in front of him a few days ago, but he took it because he thought he could win. Today, none of the members were in the courtroom. It was supposed to be a big deal; they should have been there.

"They knew it was a slam dunk for us," the man swirled the brown liquor in his glass and smiled. "They set you up to lose."

"Why?" Dre asked as he sat back down.

"Do you have to ask?" the man stared at him. "Who is in your office? Right now?"

Dre nodded. It was evident to him they wanted Leon to represent their company.

"Lucas, we haven't formally met," the man said.

"Deandre," Dre introduced himself.

"Listen, I like your style, and we have been watching you for a while now," Lucas smiled.

"We?" Dre asked.

"Let's take a ride," Lucas smiled.

Lucas had a limo parked outside and took Dre into a large building just a few blocks from Dre's office.

"A black owned law firm?" Dre asked as he went inside.

"From the ground up," Lucas confirmed. "We only hire the best here. Everyone here has a say, from the secretary, the security guard to me, the CEO, we all have a say in the companies direction."

"I like it," Dre smiled.

"What's he doing here?" one of the other lawyers asked as they entered a large meeting room.

"Just a tour," Lucas smiled.

"Didn't he just lose?" another asked.

"Yes, but he put up a good fight," Lucas smiled.

"I don't know about this Lucas," one said.

"Meet everyone," Lucas sat down. "Terry, Cole, and Latisha, these are our top performers."

"Keyword," Terry said. "Top."

"Doesn't he work for those white masters down the block?" Latisha asked. "What your master's cut you loose and now you want to come home?"

Dre sat down. "Is that all?" he asked. "So far, none of you have said anything I haven't heard before. You guys have to come up with new material."

"See, there's the fight, I am talking about," Lucas smiled. "Come out swinging!"

"Alright, but if he wants to join the team," Cole laughed. "He can't swing and miss in his real life and the courtroom."

The others laughed and smiled.

"What's that supposed to mean?" Dre asked.

"Didn't two women just shut you down?" Terry explained.

"One of them being a pop artist?" Latisha added.

"How, do you know?" Dre asked.

"We know, fool, that's all you need to know!" Cole stated. "Now, are you going to do something about it, or you going to stay a loser!"

Dre looked at Lucas. "Don't look at me, they set the rules."

"Yeah, so this is how I see it," Latisha stared at him. "You go get those white chicks."

"Both of them," Cole said. "At the same time!"

"Then we can talk," Terry smiled. "Till then, there is the door!"

Dre stood up.

"Three days," Cole said.

Lucas walked Dre out.

"Look, they can be harsh," Lucas smiled. "But they have winning records, if you want, I can start you at..."

Dre held up his hand. "I want in, and I am a winner, I will do what's necessary."

"I love the attitude," Lucas smiled. "I am not supposed to help, but," Lucas slipped three tickets into Dre's front pocket. "I didn't give them to you."

~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
[image: ]


DRE LOOKED AT THE TICKETS; they were front-row seats to a hip-hop concert that had been sold out for months.

Dre knew precisely what he wanted to do with the tickets.

"Hey Sheila," Dre approached her as she headed into the building later that night.

"What do you want?" Sheila said as she looked at him with disgust.

"Heard your new album isn't doing so good," Dre smiled as Sheila brushed past him. "Heard you even try to a collaboration with DLK."

This stopped Sheila in her tracks. Her album sales weren't good, and if she wanted to stay in the game, she needed to do something drastic. DLK was a new rapper who was looking for a female voice for one of his songs.

Sheila had tried many times to contact him but to no avail.

"It just happens that I got front-row seats to his concert," Dre smiled, holding them out so she could see.

Sheila was repulsed by Dre's attempts to get into her pants, but she knew that if she didn't do something big, she would be nothing just another pop artist who had two hits and then went flop.

"What do you want Dre?" Sheila sighed.

"You and your girl Janet, to come with me to the concert," Dre grinned. "You know DLK likes to bring some women from the crowd onto the stage, especially those from the front row."

Sheila tried not to look interested, but she couldn't hide her excitement. "I will go. I can't talk for Janet. We aren't friends like that," she said, holding out her hand to get a ticket.

"She goes as well or you don't go," Dre said. "You know how to reach me."

Dre walked away from her and could feel Sheila's laser eyes on him.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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"YOU'RE A FUCKING ASS!" Janet said, pushing her way into Dre's condo.

"That's not professional of you," Dre grinned.

"I am off the clock you slimy son of a bitch!" Janet yelled as Dre closed the door.

Janet looked cute when she was mad, she looked beautiful and so professional downstairs as the secretary, but right now all Dre wanted to do was bend her over the back of the couch and fuck her and see how feisty she could be.

"I didn't do anything," Dre smiled. "Just a proposal. Sheila can walk away if she wants to, both of you can."

"There it is," Janet shook her head. "Making it seem like you are the good guy."

"How am I the bad guy?" Dre asked.

"You know Sheila needs this," Janet told him. "You could be a good person and..."

"Me? The good person?" Dre laughed. "You do know I am a lawyer, right? There is no good left in me, I have let known crooks and felons walk free because I am good at my job."

"Then do one good deed, give us the tickets, or let us pay for them," Janet said.

"How much do these tickets go for?" Dre asked. "Between both of you, you don't have that kind of cash, and give?" Dre laughed. "The way you talked to me the other day. Why should I?"

Janet's white face turned beet red. She was furious. "Fine! Dre! Fine!" she stormed past him. "But we are going with you and then we are leaving without you, nothing more nothing less! Do you understand!"

"Crystal clear," Dre said as Janet slammed his door.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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DRE WAS ABOUT TO LEAVE for the concert. Janet and Sheila said they would meet him there. 

"Hey Aaron," Dre said as he saw the maintenance worker leaning against his SUV.

"I didn't give you this," Aaron said, dropping something to the floor and walking away.

"What is it?" Dre asked.

"What is what?" Aaron said as he carried on walking.

It was a thumb drive. Dre plugged it into his laptop.

It was a video of the inside of Janet's apartment.

"Well, well," Dre laughed as he watched the video. "I can definitely use this," he smiled.

He took the thumb drive out, scraped it along the floor, and then pushed it into the mud to get it dirty. "That's Good enough for me," Dre smiled as he threw it out of his car.

A few minutes later, he circled back, pretended to see it in front of the camera, and then picked it up. He went inside and changed his top, then came back down.

"Don't fuck with a lawyer," Dre smiled as he got in his car.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ 
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THE CONCERT STARTED, and Dre tried his hardest to dance with Janet and Sheila, who were dressed to kill in short skirts and tight tops. They kept pushing him away and pretending not to know him.

Dre had also paid one of the bouncers to whisper to one of DLK's group to pick these two women.

DLK was the headliner. When he came out and performed one of his songs, he motioned for the bouncer to let Sheila and Janet up on stage with a few others. They were bumping and grinding on stage to DLK's songs, and DLK had his hands all over Sheila.

That's when Sheila whispered a few things in his ear. DLK immediately stopped the music and told everyone who she was and that they would be doing a collaborative song together. He even gave her a mic so she could sing along to his songs. Everyone was surprised that the white girl could rap and knew every lyric.

The bouncer helped Sheila and Janet get down from the stage, and then they walked over to Dre.

"You set that up, didn't you!" Janet stared at him.

"What can I say," Dre laughed in Sheila's direction. "I guess my people are better than your people, after all."

"Fuck you!" Sheila gave him the finger.

"Okay, if that's the case," Dre
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