
        
            
                
            
        

    
		

		Stealing Sally

		

		A Bimbo Transformation Novella

		

		Sadie Thatcher

		

	
		

		Copyright © 2021 by Sadie Thatcher

		

		All rights reserved.

		

		No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

		

		

		 Created with Vellum

		

	
		

		Contents

		

		
			Introduction
		

		

		
			Chapter 1
		

		

		
			Chapter 2
		

		

		
			Chapter 3
		

		

		
			Chapter 4
		

		

		
			Chapter 5
		

		

		
			Chapter 6
		

		

		
			Chapter 7
		

		

		
			Chapter 8
		

		

		
			About the Author
		

		

		
			Also by Sadie Thatcher
		

		

	
		

		Introduction

		

		Stealing Sally is the third and final book in the Bimbo Syndicate Series. The series features a theme of organized crime based loosely on the various mafia organizations in the U.S.

		

	
		

		1

		

		“O fficer Worthington,” the commander said as Sally Worthington walked into his office. She was still dressed in her class A uniform following her swearing in as an officer of the peace. “Come in and have a seat.”

		Sally did as she was beckoned, sitting across from the commander. She was unfamiliar with her host. Her understanding was she would be assigned to patrol as an officer, having just finished her stint at the training academy, and would be reporting to her new watch commander. Instead, she faced a far higher ranked officer.

		“My name is Commander Holland,” the man said. “I am in charge of criminal intelligence.”

		Sally nodded her head. She understood the basic structure of the police department, but she had been taught to be wary of intelligence folks at the police academy. From her reading, they tended to operate a bit outside the law. She did not like that. For Sally, everything needed to be by the book. Anything else and it was a waste of time and a compromise on her ethics. That was something she wanted to avoid, seeing it as a black hole that might be difficult to return from.

		“Yes, sir,” Sally said automatically.

		“I always make it a point to review all of our new officers before they assume normal duties,” the commander explained. “Would it surprise you that your name stood out to me?”

		“Yes, sir, it would,” Sally answered, her back ramrod straight, just as she had learned at the academy.

		“Your marks at the academy were stellar. And your teachers all gave you glowing reviews. And most of all, you’re a very attractive woman.”

		Sally bristled at hearing that. She had been fighting against the stigma of her beauty all her life. People saw her as an object of sexual desire and not as a capable human being. Worse, Sally did not even think she was that attractive. Sure, she had blonde hair and a relatively pretty face, but that was about it. And the last few years had resulted in her building an athletic body that did not necessarily equate to feminine standards of beauty.

		“I don’t see how that matters,” Sally said, trying to keep her cool. Her fellow cadets at the academy had hit on her and talked down to her until she managed to prove not only her ability, but that she would not be intimidated by them. That took time, as well as required her to give one of the male cadets a right hook that sat him on his butt with a bloody nose. No one teased her after that.

		“I’m sorry,” the commander said. “I should not have phrased it that way. I think I should explain the role I’m hoping you might be able to fill. You see, I run the undercover operations here. Normally that would be left to a captain, but I prefer to keep the whole program more consolidated with fewer people even knowing about it, let alone having a chance to participate. Everything I’ve read about you would make you an ideal candidate to be an undercover officer. That’s where your attractiveness comes in. It would let you blend in better. I hate to say this, but too many of our female officers don’t have what it takes to blend in otherwise.”

		Sally sat back, stunned. The details of the commander’s offer had not been shared, but he seemed convinced she would make a good undercover officer. But that had its good points and its bad points. The ethics of undercover work had always bothered her. Yet, she also knew the value intelligence from undercover officers had. Cases could be made on that intelligence when nothing worked before.

		There was also the aspect of removing herself from her current life so that she could falsely embrace the undercover assignment. She could not play both sides of the situation. Then again, Sally did not have much of a life outside of her career. Few of her friends understood her desire to go into policing. Their own views colored their perceptions of her now. It meant Sally did not have many friends she saw regularly. Most of her interactions occurred online. And those were friendships she could maintain, even while undercover.

		“How much can you tell me about the assignment before I accept?” Sally asked, hoping to base her answer on actual facts and not just the possibility of good work. Undercover operations were dangerous. She would be putting herself in the direct line of fire. Should she be caught, there was a good chance her life would be forfeit.

		“Unfortunately, I can’t give you any details,” the commander answered. “It would be a breach of security. What I can tell you is I will do everything in my power to keep you safe. I realize you know me even less than I know you, but I take care of my people. There would be danger, but I have setup policies and routines that should mitigate that danger as much as possible. You can ignore this offer and get a graveyard shift, if you’re lucky, where you’re pulling over cars for speeding or failure to signal, or you can join the criminal intelligence division and provide the information we need to put real criminals behind bars.”

		Sally could feel the way the commander was pulling her strings. He was selling her. And even though she knew he was doing it, trying to appeal to the reasons she decided to become a cop in the first place, that did not stop it from working. She already knew her answer. Despite her ethical concerns about undercover work, she knew this was the right choice. And she also knew it would mean more money. Criminal intelligence came with a pay raise. Not that she was motivated by the money, but the bonus in her monthly check would be nice.

		“I’m in,” Sally said, smiling for the first time during the meeting. It felt good to make such an important decision.
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		“I’m here about the help wanted sign,” Sally said as she walked up to the bar of the night club. It was the middle of the day. The club was open, but it was not busy. There was one server available for customers. However, Sally had not approached the server. She had gone to the big burly man behind the bar with an open notebook in front of him. He appeared to be reviewing the receipts from the night before.

		The club, Castle in the Sky, was already known to belong to the Syndicate. It seemed to be the current headquarters as well, making the club a prime target for an undercover operation. When Sally heard where her assignment would be, she nearly backed out. It was one thing to go undercover with one of the city’s many gangs, but the Syndicate was on a whole other level. They took organized crime to its zenith, in many cases replacing city services with their own corrupt versions. If there was one undercover operation that would make her flinch, it was trying to take down the Syndicate.

		However, Sally felt stuck. She had already signed on and transferred to the criminal intelligence unit before she was given her assignment. It was not something she could refuse. It was this or leave the force, giving up everything she had worked for over the past several years. Her only option was to push forward and make an attempt at the assignment. If she got in, she could continue. If she got rejected by the Syndicate, then she was out of luck and would get reassigned.

		The man behind the bar looked up from his notebook and gave Sally a once over. She was no longer wearing her police uniform. In fact, she had decidedly dressed down for her approach, wearing a tight pair of black jeans, black flat shoes and a reasonably tight white blouse. The goal was to look good, but casual. Luckily, she already had a good figure. She just needed to accentuate it a little bit, bumping up her sexiness a tad. The goal was to look as little like a cop as possible.

		The only problem was Sally’s short hair. She had cut it for the police academy. It was barely long enough to put into a ponytail at the back of her head. That was how she usually wore it, but she had decided to wear it down for today’s encounter. It was not much different, but it was the best she could do.

		“You have any experience?” the man asked. Evidently she had passed the appearance check.

		“A little,” Sally answered. She had worked on her backstory with her new boss extensively until it almost felt like it was the real her. Almost. It was still a story she told, a lie, but it had become easier with practice and repetition. “I worked a waitressing gig after high school, but I gave that up when I moved in with my boyfriend. Things didn’t work out though and I had to move across the country to get my life straightened out. That’s why I’m here looking for work.”

		The man gave an understanding nod. He had seen it before. He saw no reason to pry, but he could guess there was abuse somewhere in the relationship. That’s how these sorts of things happened. It was tragic, even though he had personally encountered solutions to such problems. But those were solutions that were not available to everyone.

		“You a cop?” the man asked.

		“What?” Sally asked, throwing in a practiced giggle for just this purpose. Getting a job at a Syndicate owned establishment required weeding out people exactly like her. This was the trickiest part of the whole operation. She had to get past the screening.

		Sally’s backstory not only had been fully fleshed out so that she could talk about it, but the appropriate identification and documents had been created as well. An arrest record for Sally’s ex-boyfriend had been created as part of a department cooperation agreement with a police force on the other side of the country. If anyone at the club or with the Syndicate did a little digging to check out Sally’s story, they would find the bread crumbs left for them.

		“Are you a cop?” the man asked again.

		“Of course not,” Sally said. “Do I look like a cop to you?”

		The man said nothing, but he reached down beneath the bar and pulled out a piece of paper and a pen. “Fill this out and I can put you on a trial run for a week. If you work out, you can stay. If not, you’re out on your ass. Got it?”

		Sally was a little taken aback by the gruffness of the man, but she quickly got over it. She had to remember that she was entering a different world. She could not expect the Syndicate to care about her wellbeing. Her only value was what she could provide for them. In this case, it was going to be her labor. But that was a start.

		“I’m Sally, by the way,” Sally answered as she picked up the pen and started filling out the form.

		“I’m Bud,” the man said. “I own the place.”

		As Sally filled out her application, she could barely hold back a chuckle. The idea that Bud owned the club was laughable. Sure, he might have owned the place on paper, but everyone knew who the real owner was. The problem was no one could touch the real owners. Bud was just a patsy. If anything went wrong, it would fall on his shoulders. That was how it worked. The Syndicate insulated itself from the risk that the club brought, but they took advantage of everything it could provide, which included a means to launder the money the Syndicate brought in from their under the table sources.

		The decision on a name had been a difficult one. Sally had been all for using a fake name. However, her boss had insisted she continue to go by Sally. It was more natural for her to answer to it than another name. She did get a new last name, so far as it was new to her as a last name. They just cut off Worthington and made her middle name, Kennedy, her last name. Sally felt like that was cheating and increased the risk to her, but she had to admit, it felt a lot easier going by her real name as opposed to a fake one.

		But none of that mattered in the big picture. What mattered was Sally getting herself into the Syndicate, even if it meant starting at the bottom as she worked her way deeper into the Syndicate. Her job was to infiltrate as deep as she could while sending regular updates to her boss. She was a mole, someone on the inside who could report on the inner workings of the Syndicate, all with the goal of bringing it down.
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		“U gh,” Sally said as she threw her purse into a locker in a back room of the club. She had been officially hired as a waitress, having served her one-week probation period. Bud had been happy with her work effort and her results. However, in all that time, Sally had yet to get even a whiff of Syndicate activity. It was as if the club was actually legitimate.

		As Sally changed into her work uniform, a tight fitting black top with a scoop neck and yellow shorts that were so tight and small that they showed off everything, one of her coworkers bounced into the changing room.

		“Hi, Sally,” the woman said with a bright smile.

		“Hi, Bunni,” Sally answered back automatically. She forced a smile, wanting to fit in and not give any hints that she was unhappy with her situation. Not only had she gotten nowhere, much to the annoyance of her boss, but she found that she hated being a waitress. It was hard work with little reward. The outfit she had to wear was pretty bad as well. Although it was not as bad as what Bunni wore, Bunni was a bottle girl. Her only role was to look hot and pretend to party with the various customers in an effort to keep the booze flowing.

		Sally did not know much about Bunni. She had tried to engage the woman in conversation before, but it turned out that Bunni was a complete idiot. She had nothing going on inside her head unless she was thinking about fashion or sex. That seemed to be the only two topics she was fluent in. Navigating to a different topic would just result in Bunni staring off into space and giggling. Sally even had to help Bunni read a note from Bud one day.

		“I don’t, like, read, or anything,” Bunni had said, throwing in a few extra giggles for good measure. Sally honestly wondered how someone like Bunni had come to exist. It seemed impossible that a woman could be like that by chance. It had to be a purposeful choice, either by her or someone else. Either way, Sally shuddered every time Bunni was around. She was just too strange, too much of a bimbo.

		Sally quickly changed into her uniform, trying not to eye the incredible body of her coworker. That was another thing that made little sense to Sally. She could not understand how Bunni had afforded the many surgeries she had to have undergone to look the way she did. Bottle girls made decent money from tips, but there was no way Bunni had the intelligence of will power to save enough money to get her incredible body. Something else was at play, but Sally could not see what that was. It was a mystery.

		As soon as Sally started her shift, she began making a careful tally of the customers and other people she encountered. She kept a careful eye out for people she had seen before. If this was indeed the Syndicate hangout that it was believed to be, repeat customers were likely to be in the Syndicate, in one form or another. Or at least that was the idea. Castle in the Sky was popular enough that it could have its own regulars. However, Sally had come to understand what set regular customers apart from Syndicate members. Or so she thought. As much as she hated to profile people before they had a chance to show their true colors, she found herself doing exactly that, trying to determine the backgrounds and motivations of the customers she served each day.

		“Sally, come over here a minute,” Bud called out as she passed by the bar to enter an order from a large group that had just arrived. They were people who perplexed Sally’s notion of who she was dealing with. Her profile of these people did not make sense to her. They ordered like they were regulars, but she had yet to see them before. They treated her and the other staff better than she would have guessed if they were Syndicate. In other words, this party was an enigma to her.

		“What’s up, Bud?” Sally asked, forcing a smile. She was all smiles when it came to her job, even if she hated waitressing. It was important to put on appearances and smiling helped a lot with that.

		“That group you just took an order for,” Bud said. “They don’t pay. When it’s time to settle their bill, come get me and I’ll zero it out in the computer. Understand?”

		Sally looked quizzically at Bud, but nodded her head. “I can do that.”

		“Good. Those are folks we really need to butter up, if you get my meaning. You’re my best waitress so I am glad you’re the one serving them.”

		“Thanks,” Sally said, again adding a smile. She was not sure how to take the news that in two weeks she had already risen up the ranks to be the top waitress at the club. Considering all the wait staff were women, that was an even bigger compliment. Not that she put much stock in being a great waitress. She just put her head down, smiled, and did as she was told. Luckily, she had yet to meet a particularly rude customer. It would be a shame if her police training kicked in if someone tried to grab her butt or do something else to her.

		“Also,” Bud added. “There will be one more joining them. As soon as you see him, come see me here at the bar. I’ll make a drink for him. He only trusts me with his drink orders. It’s weird, I know, but that’s how he likes it. And this is a man I cannot afford to cross. Without him, none of this place would be possible.”

		“Sure thing,” Sally said. “I can do all that.”

		It was not a particular difficult task to take care of these special VIP customers. Actually, it was all the better to have gained Bud’s trust to serve them. He had all but confirmed that these people were Syndicate. That was what she was there for. She just needed to make as many observations as possible, especially as it came to faces. So many of the big players remained unknown to the police. They had aliases, but there were no photos of anyone but a man called the Beast. Sally had been shown his photo. He was bigger than Bud, and Sally thought Bud was a big man. She could not imagine how big this Beast character was in real life, but she knew he could probably snap her body in half. That was not someone to cross.

		However, there was no Beast at the table. Nor were there any other Syndicate members that Sally recognized. If these people were from the Syndicate, they were not particularly public facing. They were unknowns.

		It was an hour later when the group Sally had been warned about grew in size. One man entered the club and made a bee-line toward the group in Sally’s section. He clearly knew where he was going. He was unrecognizable from Sally’s initial briefings, but he had an aura of power around him.

		But that was not what Sally saw when she first spotted him. She instead saw the most handsome man she had ever seen before. He looked better than the male magazine models that Sally had ogled more than once. He was tall, dark and handsome, with a broad chest hidden under a perfectly tailored suit. This was a man who had money and he knew how to spend it. Sally completely lost her physical detachment she had exercised with everyone else. She had promised herself that she would never get involved with someone while undercover. She had even talked that fact over with not only her boss, but a department psychologist as well. It was important to make sure her life was as simple as possible while she was undercover. After all, criminal intelligence needed to keep its officers focused and out of danger. Romance got in the way of those goals.

		Still, that supposed detachment did not help Sally avoid her body to responding with this man. Her heart pounded in her chest as a tingle developed between her legs, deep inside of her. Sally knew that feeling well. It was the feeling she got when she was horny. Whoever this man was, she found herself attracted to him. He was exactly her type. And she did not even know she had a type before. Sally had honestly wondered if she was asexual, because she had never found anyone who properly turned her on before. That was until this man.

		“Hello, sir,” Sally said as the man sat down in the empty chair. “Is there anything I can get for you right now or would you like some time to think about it?”

		“Bring a bottle of wine,” the man said. He then listed off a vintage Sally had never heard of, but she did not dare tell this man no to his request. With Bud’s warning, she had begun to figure out that there were some off menu items available for those who knew to ask. All she had to do was check with Bud, and all would be well.

		“The late arriving gentleman from the group you warned me about just ordered wine that I don’t know if we have,” Sally told Bud.

		“I already have it ready,” Bud said, pulling out a bottle from under the bar. “Good work on being prompt with him. This club wouldn’t exist without him.”

		Sally tried to hide her excitement. She was finally getting somewhere. Her only hope was to approach the table while they were discussing something important and overhear the conversation. If they accused her of anything, she could always call it an accident or unintentional. But after two weeks, Sally needed something to report to the commander. She needed to prove that she was not just sitting on her butt all day on the police department’s dime. She was sure something like that had happened before. A cop goes undercover, but he does not actually do anything. He just does enough to string along his bosses, all the while he is living it up. Not that Sally would ever consider a plan like that. She could not allow herself to take advantage of the taxpayers like that. As much as she reported to the commander, there was always the fact that the taxpayers were the ones paying her salary. She needed to serve them.

		Returning quickly with the wine bottle, Sally found her heart beating hard in her chest. What was it about this man who got her so hot and bothered? She felt like a love sick teenager over a man she had barely met. What was it about him that she found so irresistible?

		Sally played her role flawlessly as she opened the wine bottle, after the man’s approval of the label and vintage. She then poured him a taster, enough for him to catch the scent and sample the flavor. Sally only knew enough about wine to know that she knew next to nothing about it. But she had seen how they served wine in fancy restaurants and that was easy enough to copy. Although she had no idea what to do if the man refused the bottle. Presumably she would take it back and Bud would replace it with something else, either a different bottle of the same wine or something completely different.

		“Delicious,” the man said after sampling his taster. “You can just leave the bottle. You might be surprised, but I enjoy pouring wine.”

		Sally could not be surprised as she knew nothing about this man except he was handsome and had a deep soothing voice. He sounded so manly, yet refined, capable of fitting in wherever he chose. If this man was part of the Syndicate, Sally could only guess that such an ability would come in handy. He could fit in with the upper classes, the people the wealth the Syndicate brought him found attractive. He could also fit in with the low level enforcers and street thugs the Syndicate employed to do the dirty work. He could make those thugs feel like they fit in. He was above everyone, yet fit in with anyone he chose. It was quite impressive.

		“Of course, sir,” Sally said as she set the bottle down on the table and backed away, not wanting to get in the man’s way.

		“Marquis,” the man said. “You must be new here. Everyone calls me Marquis.”

		“Of course, Marquis,” Sally said. She felt as if she should be bowing, as if this was a man of royalty who should be honored. That in and of itself made for a strange feeling. Sally had never felt subservient to anyone. Even in the hierarchical structure of the police academy and the police force, she never actually felt deferential to her superiors. They were regular people, just like her. It was through their hard work and time spent as police officers that they had reached their positions. Otherwise, they were no different from her.

		But this man, Marquis, as he asked to be called, was different. Sally felt like she was in the presence of royalty. This was a man who deserved her respect for just being who he was. And she did not even know who he was.

		“You’re a fast learner,” the man said. “I like that. That’s all for now, but I will wave you over if we need anything else.”

		“Of course, Marquis,” Sally said as she backed off, walking backwards. She felt humbled by this man, making it seem like it would be an insult if she turned her back on him.

		When Sally returned to the bar, Bud was standing there, smiling. “Someone’s got a crush on the Marquis.”

		“What?” Sally said, shocked by Bud’s assertion. “I do not.”

		“Trust me,” Bud said. “I’ve seen it before. He has some sort of magnetism that even I can’t understand. It only takes a few minutes, but he can charm the pants off a woman in no time. Not that he does. I’ve actually never seen him with a woman, alone, if you know what I mean.”

		“Who is he?” Sally asked, her face red as she imagined herself hanging on the Marquis’ arm, laughing at his jokes. This man seemed to defy all understanding of how the world worked and especially how Sally knew she worked. She had never fallen for anyone, at least not like this.

		“The Marquis is a man of tremendous influence and power,” Bud said. “I owe everything I have to that man. A lot of people do. He is both generous and ruthless, although only when he needs to be.”

		As Sally stood there, ignoring her other duties, she realized that the Marquis might just be the key to the Syndicate. If she could get close to him, learn more about him, she might just provide the evidence to bring down the whole organization. Of course, that assumed she could get close to him. She was just a lowly waitress at a club affiliated with the Syndicate. She had no clout. She had no connections. It was just her versus the Syndicate. Not even her Commander Holland could help her now. It was all up to her. She needed a plan.
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		Sally looked over her shoulder before she ducked down an alley. She had never imagined it would be this difficult to meet with her contact at the police department. To help maintain her cover, she had been completely cut off from everyone at the department. She had no doubt that many of her fellow academy graduates had already forgotten that she existed. They would be in for quite a surprise when she finally returned from her undercover operation.

		Not that her assignment showed any signs of ending soon. If anything, she was just getting started. Making inroads with true members of the Syndicate would take time. Meeting the Marquis had been big for her and the department, but it was unclear exactly how he fit in. The upper echelons of the Syndicate largely remained a mystery. Only the Beast was known. The other underbosses, not to mention the big boss himself, remained complete mysteries. If it were not so clear that the Syndicate was well organized, it would be easiest to believe it was just a loose alliance of gangsters and other criminal elements.

		Even after being sure she was not followed, Sally continued to look over her shoulder, just to be sure. She was certain she had done nothing to rouse suspicion of her. She was just a waitress after all in the eyes of the Syndicate. As far as she knew, no one knew that she was a cop. No one knew that she was sending the police everything she heard.

		Not that Sally had heard much so far. She met the Marquis, which had been an interesting experience to say the least. He clearly held some sway. A lot of sway, actually. He was the kind of man that everyone seemed to do what he said. Even in that first encounter, Sally had been impressed that Bud had already pulled out a bottle of wine for him. Then again, Bud had known the Marquis was expected.

		Sally stopped in the middle of the alley. It was dead quiet and almost dark. Dressed in gray clothing, she almost blended in against the concrete walls of the buildings on either side of the alley, especially in the fading light. That had been purposeful. She knew the most likely place she would get into trouble was in the alley. If someone did tail her, she would get caught speaking with her contact. It was best to avoid being seen.

		Stepping toward a door to a building on her right, she knocked softly. Sally winced as she heard the sound of the knock echo down the alley. If someone had been following her and lost her, it was a sound like that which could aid in her relocation.

		However, before Sally could dwell on the noise for long, the door soundlessly opened inward. The doorway was pitch dark, but she quickly stepped inside, confident that it was better to be inside with her contact than outside and exposed.

		“Report,” the man said. The room was barely lit. A small lantern tried to illuminate the room, but the darkness seemed to swallow up the light within a few feet. The rest of the room remained in complete darkness.

		Sally had not actually ever seen her contact’s face before. They always met like this. Then again, he had never seen her face either. The darkness was that severe, even when they stood face to face.

		However, this was the first time that Sally had news to share. It was not much. She had only met the Marquis the one time. She did not even know his real name. He simply went by his title. That was assuming his title was real. Sally had done a little bit of research on it. Marquis was a title some European countries used. England still had a few in their peerage system, but they spelled it differently. From what Sally could gather, the Marquis took his title from France. Was he French? It was impossible to know without getting more details. But it was a start.

		Sally told her contact everything she knew. She was certain he was recording her. That bothered her, since it would be her voice on the recording, but she supposed there were few other ways to make sure the information was properly recorded. And Sally trusted her colleagues in criminal intelligence. She had to. Her life was in their hands. If they leaked her real identity, she was likely a goner. The Syndicate would have no problem with treating her as a traitor and a snitch. She would be looking at a swim with cement shoes, or worse.

		When Sally finished, she took a deep breath. She felt like she had just been talking a mile a minute without breathing. Talking about the Marquis, describing his appearance, had reminded her how attractive she found him. Sally would never let such an attraction stop her from doing her job, but it was strange to be as tense as she was, operating under threat of being found out, while getting aroused at the same time. There was something about the Marquis that turned her on. And that was strange enough for her. The fact he was likely a high ranking Syndicate member made it all the more awkward.

		“This is good,” the man said. “I’ll reach out to you for our next meeting. Same place, same time of day.”

		“I understand.”

		Sally turned and felt her way toward the door. A moment later, she was out in the cool night air. Dusk had turned to night. How long had she been in there? She had no idea. It would only be when she was far away from there that she would feel comfortable checking her watch. In the meantime, she could only sneak out of the alley and attempt to re-enter her undercover life.
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		“Hey, Bud,” Sally said casually as she walked past the bar on her way into the back of the club to prepare for her shift.

		“Sally, I’m glad you’re here,” Bud said. He seemed flustered. Considering his size and no-nonsense demeanor, it left Sally a little bothered. “The Marquis has made a request.”

		Sally stood there, dumbfounded, for a moment. What could the Marquis want with her? She was just a lowly waitress. But just the idea that he had made a request of her caused a fluttering sensation in her stomach. It was only after that she realized this was good for her undercover work.

		“What does he want?” Sally asked, trying to sound nonchalant about it. Inside she was jumping for joy. However, she knew it was best to play the naive waitress who was unfamiliar with who the Marquis might be and what a request from him represented.

		“He’d like you to attend a party tonight,” Bud answered.

		“What kind of party?” Sally countered. “I didn’t really bring any good party clothes with me when I moved here.”

		“The Marquis has arranged for everything. Instead of working your normal shift, you are to report to a special stylist who will help you get ready. That’s assuming you accept his offer.”

		“Oh, wow,” Sally said, surprised with all that the Marquis’ request entailed. There was a lot more to it than just showing up at a party. He wanted to spend actual money on Sally. That was a big step. And deep down, she felt pride in that fact. There was a magnetism she felt toward the Marquis, something she could not fully describe or even comprehend.

		“And just to be clear,” Bud added, “this is not a request I would recommend turning down. If the Marquis makes a request of you, you do it. You might as well think of it as an order.”

		Sally had no intention of turning down the Marquis’ request. She wanted to accept, for professional reasons and personal reasons. She wanted to learn more about the man so that she could give her contact more information about it. But she also wanted to understand what it was about him that she found so attractive. Sally had never felt this way about someone else before. It was a strange sensation to feel, dare she say it, love toward a man she had only just met. She did not even know his real name. He was just the Marquis to her.

		“What makes the Marquis so special that his requests are like orders?” Sally asked, trying to probe for more information. She continued to play up the naive waitress role, even if she was anything but.

		“He’s a powerful man,” Bud answered. “He gets what he wants.”

		That was not the answer that Sally was hoping for, but it was clear that Bud would not be forthcoming with additional information. That meant Sally would have to leave her probing to the party. She could only hope to get more information about him, maybe even from him directly. One could hope.

		“I accept,” Sally said. “It seems I don’t really have a choice. What am I supposed to do?”

		Bud smiled and held out a card. “Go to this address. Someone is waiting for you.”

		That was it. That was all the information Sally was given. Her shift was covered. Instead of getting paid to play waitress, she would be getting paid to visit with a stylist before she went to a party. It reminded her of all her friends who went to prom in high school. Sally had skipped the event herself, thinking it was all silly. Not that she had been some loser who no one wanted to go with. Sally had her fair share of prom proposals, but she turned them all down. She found the whole affair uninteresting and a waste of time. Now, however, she seemed to be getting a taste of what she missed, only with a more impressive outcome.

		It did not take long for Sally to arrive at her new destination in a small industrial district near the river. The outside of the building was drab, faded red brick. It seemed like an unusual place to meet a stylist.

		“345 Boyer,” Sally said, reading the card in her hand and looking up at the numbers over the door. This was the place.

		The building itself seemed to be devoid of windows. It was just a solid brick wall that had seen better days with a plain metal door that led inside. Seeing a stylist would surely have meant going someplace fancy or glitzy. Sally expected the building to have the stylish flair that the stylist working there represented. This building led to a completely different idea about what its purpose was and why she had been asked to attend.

		Suddenly all the cards seemed to fit into place in Sally’s mind. The drab building, the proximity to the river, the request that was really an order. This could be the end of Sally’s life. She had thought she had covered her tracks when meeting with her contact. Even if she had, there could be a mole in the criminal intelligence division in the police department. Dirty cops were not unheard of. Although Sally had thought she was protected with Commander Holland’s security measures. He kept the undercover files to himself, preventing anyone from finding out that she was still with the police department. Unless the commander slipped up. That was possible. Or someone had broken into those files. That too was possible.

		“There’s nothing I can do about it,” Sally eventually said as she took a deep breath and steeled herself for whatever would happen next. “I go in and learn about my fate.”

		Sally reached out and pulled the door handle, but the door did not budge. It was locked. She raised her fist and pounded on the door, unsure how well the door would carry sound. A simple knock might not be loud enough.

		A moment later the door swung open. A woman about the same age as Sally stood there, holding onto the crash bar.

		“You’re Sally, right?” the woman asked.

		“That’s me,” Sally responded, trying to sound more confident than she felt. Her heart pounded in her chest and adrenaline rushed through her veins. She wished she had a gun. That had not been something she had discussed with Commander Holland when they discussed her role. Admittedly, carrying a gun would not fit well with her cover, but it would have been nice to have one for protection. And unlike most people, Sally actually had the training to use one.

		“I’m Amy,” the woman said. “Follow me and I’ll get you all squared away for tonight.”

		Amy pushed the door open further, giving Sally access. She then turned and disappeared inside the building, leaving Sally holding the door.

		“Come on,” Amy said, looking over her shoulder at the waiting Sally. “We don’t have all day. From the looks of it, we have a lot of work to do to get you ready.”

		Sally swallowed hard, steeling herself for whatever was about to come next. She doubted the Syndicate would send Amy to answer the door if they suspected she was a cop. After all, Sally could have easily taken Amy, given her training and natural athleticism. The only way to capture Sally would be to bring overwhelming force. But as far as she could tell, it was just her and Amy.

		Stepping inside, Sally followed Amy down the narrow hallway. The door slammed shut behind her, but knowing the crash bar would open the door gave her a sense of calm. She could always make a run for it if she needed to.

		“Do you know anything about this party tonight?” Sally asked as they walked deeper into the building.

		“Only that everyone who is invited will look amazing,” Amy answered. “I’ve been to a few of the Marquis’ parties. They’re always amazing. He spares no expense and makes all his guests feel welcome. It’s a big honor just to be invited.”

		Sally could understand the honor. She certainly felt honored. Although she could not understand what the Marquis saw in her to give her an invitation, let alone give her a makeover. But she was glad for the opportunity to get to know him better. She wanted to know why she felt so attracted to him. The fact that getting to know him would help with her job was secondary.

		“Here we are,” Amy said as she stopped and opened a door. The hallway had been poorly lit, but a bright shaft of light poured out of the open doorway. Sally had to almost shield her eyes to give them time to adjust to the brightness.

		Amy stepped into the bright room first. Sally followed her, her eyelashes fluttering as her eyes adapted to the brightness. When they finally did, she felt as if she had just stepped into a completely different world. The dark and dingy building contained a bright and modern fashion studio. Most of the room was filled with racks of clothing, but one wall featured a salon station and a bevy of makeup and hair products.

		Sally had never been someone who cared that much about her appearance. She had a natural beauty, but she always focused on functionality over style. When she wore makeup, it was minimal and she had never colored her hair before. Then again, as a natural blonde, she had never felt the need to before. But she had never played up her blondness either, always wanting to be treated in a serious manner.

		Of course, given the requirements of her job, Sally had no problem with learning a few techniques to make herself appear more pleasing. At the very least, even if she completely bombed out at the party, she might learn something that would help her earn more tips. She knew that some men tipped more when they thought their server was pretty. And luckily, Sally got to keep her waitressing pay, including tips, on top of the salary she pulled in from the police department. Working undercover could be lucrative.

		“Before we get started, I want to get a good look at you,” Amy said. She stood in front of Sally and held her shoulders at arms length. Then she stepped back and began circling Sally, taking in her appearance in its entirety.

		Sally felt awkward standing there, getting appraised. She was used to men staring at her. That was par for the course working in the male dominated field of law enforcement. But this time it was a woman doing the staring, judging her. That made her feel less secure.

		Amy was clearly a fashionable woman. She looked great and her outfit looked like something a celebrity might wear. Clearly, she knew what was popular and how best to highlight her features. And there was no doubt that Amy’s best feature was her breasts. They were large and plump and it was almost impossible to hide them. Not that Amy was trying to hide them. Her blouse was low cut enough to show off a deep valley of cleavage.

		Sally had understood why women showed off their bodies. However, she had never felt the need or desire to do it. Then again, her goals were purely professional. She had never felt inclined to dress up for someone, even herself. In that, she was utilitarian. But she was willing to try new things, especially when it meant getting the chance to better understand the attraction she felt for the Marquis.

		“I’ve worked with much worse,” Amy finally said. “You’ve got a nice face and you’re already slim. That will help. You’re booked for the works. Do you want to know what that all entails or would you rather it be a surprise?”

		Sally nearly missed the question. She was too caught up in the awkwardness of the situation. This was definitely not her kind of activity. She never spent more than a few minutes a day on her appearance. She had already spent more time than that with Amy.

		“I want the details,” Sally finally said. She was not someone who could stand to be left in the dark. She wanted as much information as possible, even if that information changed nothing about what was going to happen.

		Amy smiled. “Of course. Let’s get you seated and I’ll go over everything. I just know you’re gonna love the way you look when I’m done with you. You can trust me on that.”

		Amy led Sally over to the salon space as she started talking about her plans for the undercover cop. “You’re already blonde, but you can always go lighter. I think you’d look great with platinum blonde hair, personally. And I know the Marquis has certain tastes along those lines too. Your makeup can use a boost. It doesn’t look like you have much experience with makeup. I can just tell sometimes. But don’t worry. I’ll get you fixed up and I’ll even give you a list of tutorials you can watch to get everything on point.”

		It was a lot for Sally to take in. She was unaccustomed to being talked about in this manner. She had never in her life considered dying her hair, but hearing the Marquis liked light blonde hair would have been enough to push her over the edge. And as much as Sally did not care for makeup, she knew it was important for her assignment. And it certainly would not hurt if she tried a little harder at the club. Sure, she was just a waitress. She was not a bottle girl. They had to look their best every night. But then again, when the bottle girls were women like Bunni, a complete bimbo, that was tough to compete against.

		“And after hair and makeup, I want to do your nails,” Amy continued. “Then we can see about getting you outfitted with a dress for the night. You’ve got a good figure, so that shouldn’t be too hard. Although your boobs aren’t as big as a lot of the girls I work with.”

		Sally sat down and let Amy get to work. It was just easier that way. She noted that Amy never actually asked if she wanted any of the makeover changes on the list. There was no consultation. Amy went from explaining what she was going to do to actually doing it.

		And it was a slow process. Sally was surprised at how long everything took. Then again, there was not much for her to do but wait. Amy prattled on vapidly at several points, but it seemed she was just talking for the sake of filling the air with noise as opposed to silence.

		Sally did find the whole experience interesting from the standpoint of how her appearance completely transformed as the afternoon went on. By the time Amy helped her up, Sally could barely recognize herself. If she had not known better, she would have assumed she had work done. Her nose appeared slimmer and her cheekbones more pronounced, just because Amy took the time to properly contour them. It was shocking, yet oddly alluring. For the first time in her life, Sally felt sexy. And she liked it.

		“These are going to take some getting used to,” Sally said as she held her hand up to her face, looking at her new nails. They were acrylics, glued on to her real nails, but it was hard to see that. Amy had fitted them perfectly. Such nails would have been a uniform violation had she still been a full-fledged police officer. However, working undercover, she was allowed more leeway. In fact, it was required of her.

		“But they look great,” Amy said, commenting on Sally’s long pink nails. “Sure, you’ll be able to take them off after tonight, but I bet you won’t. Don’t they just make you feel extra feminine? The pink goes really well with your hair.”

		“Thanks,” Sally said, unsure how to best respond. “I think.”

		“Now let’s get you an outfit for the party tonight,” Amy said as she took Sally by the shoulder and practically dragged her deep into the clothing racks that took up much of the room. Unbeknownst to Sally at the start, there was a small changing area against the far wall, hemmed in by the racks, creating a pseudo changing room. Several mirrors were positioned around the space, perfectly placed so that Sally could see every inch of her reflection, from all sides.

		Once Sally was positioned in the changing area, Amy wandered off into the racks, looking for the perfect outfit. She was experienced enough to be able to measure her clients by sight. It saved time and she rarely made mistakes. There was a reason she was so good at her job. Women came to her from all over, looking for a perfect look. Amy always delivered.

		“Ah this will be perfect,” Amy called out from behind a row of clothes racks.

		Sally saw her stylist return with a flurry of motion, carrying several outfits, as well as several pairs of shoes.

		“They say not to wear white after Labor Day,” Amy said as she arranged several different outfits for Sally to try, “but rules were made to be broken if you can pull them off. And I believe you can pull this one off. And since you have a certain virginal quality to you, white seems fitting.”

		“Can I have some privacy?” Sally asked as Amy stood there, waiting for Sally to start disrobing.

		Amy rolled her eyes. “There are times I like the bimbos I get sent.” She walked off, annoyed by Sally’s request.

		Sally could only guess at Amy’s meaning. She made mental notes of everything she did and saw, but there were areas of her knowledge where she was lacking. Sally knew what a bimbo was, but other than some of the girls at the club, she did not actually know anyone she would describe as a bimbo. However, she could imagine Bunni coming here and stripping off her clothes without a second thought. Sally was certain Bunni was getting herself into some trouble at the club. She had seen her leaving the club floor with various men several times, sometimes returning with them, sometimes not. Sally could only guess what Bunni was doing, but she was certain Bunni was operating in a legal gray area at best. Not that Bunni understood that. She was far too dumb for that.

		It turned out that Amy was excellent at sizing Sally up. All three outfits she had Sally try on fit perfectly. There was the white halter top and black skirt combination. Sally felt like she might faint, seeing herself with a bare midriff and almost all of her legs showing. Her small breasts were on display as well. The others were not an improvement in her eyes. The second outfit was much like the first, but the top was a tube top and the skirt was pink. The last outfit was a white body con dress that covered more skin, but still left nothing to the imagination.

		“As I thought,” Amy said. “We’re going to go with the dress. If you have your belly-button pierced, I would probably have gone with the halter top and the pink skirt, but flashing your belly-button unaided isn’t worth it. You should totally get your belly-button pierced though. It would look great on you.”

		“I’ll have to take your word for it,” Sally said. “Is this everything?”

		“Oh, we can’t forget the shoes,” Amy exclaimed as she suddenly remembered. “The heels make the girl.”

		Sally disagreed with that sentiment, but she was not about to argue. It had been made perfectly clear that she had no say in her makeover. It was up to Amy to get her ready for the party and there was no way to get out of that. Not that Sally wanted to get out of the party. She wanted to see the Marquis again. She wanted to understand why she kept thinking about him. She wanted to know why he made her insides feel all squishy whenever she saw him or even thought about him. And, at the very least, she wanted to know why he invited her to this party. The fact the party might be an intelligence gold mine was the last thing on her mind.

		Slipping the matching white heels onto her feet, Sally was surprised at how tall they made her feel. She was already reasonably tall, but the heels made her feel gigantic. They had to make her at least four inches taller. Maybe more.

		Then there was the part about walking in them. Sally stayed away from heels. She had almost no experience walking in them. She seriously doubted she would be able to wear them through the night. They would have to come off at some point.

		Sally took a tentative step forward. She stumbled right away, barely managing to keep her balance.

		“Careful,” Amy said. “High heels take some time to get used to. But they’re so worth it. The trick is not to fight them. Take smaller steps, Swing the hips back and forth a bit. Just let them guide you.”

		Sally spent the rest of the afternoon practicing walking around Amy’s salon. She had no other clients. And as time went by, Sally found herself becoming more and more comfortable in her new shoes. She still would have preferred wearing flats, but these heels were at least acceptable. She might not be ready for dancing, but she could definitely handle walking and standing. It was a start.

		But what exactly Sally was starting was not entirely clear. She could sense something was happening to her, but she could not understand it. Only time would tell. But in the meantime, she had a party to attend.
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		The Marquis sent a car to pick up Sally. She had made it home briefly after her makeover with Amy. And even then, just barely.

		Sally had changed back into her street clothes for the trip home. Not that Amy had been happy about that. However, there was no way Sally was going out in public in such a revealing dress. At least not before she was headed to her final destination. However, that had only left her a few minutes to change into the dress again before the car arrived. She had only just finished fixing the strap on her heels when the doorbell rang.

		The driver was professional and had clearly been hired from an agency. The cop part of Sally had hoped one of the Syndicate goons would be the one to pick her up. It would better implicate the Marquis in the power structure of the Syndicate and it would provide her with additional information about personnel. But at the same time, Sally was thankful the driver was a pro, because it was easier to trust him. There was no way she could trust a low-level enforcer with the Syndicate to leave her unharmed. But as soon as business was involved, as soon as someone’s paycheck was on the line, the interaction was almost guaranteed to be better than the worst case scenario. Not that there was no risk, but Sally felt like she could handle it. The risk was mitigated by who she was and what she could do.

		The car drove Sally deep into the country. As daylight faded into night, she started to wonder if she was in trouble. Would they really hire someone to drive her out into the middle of nowhere? That seemed poorly planned, but the knowledge that she was informing on the people she worked for was at the forefront of her mind. She could not help but view everything around her as a threat. She was constantly on edge and wearing a tight dress that showed off far more of her body than she would have preferred did not help matters.

		Sally’s stomach had started to do flips as the car pulled off the main road. She wanted to ask where they were going, but she was afraid opening her mouth would result in puking all over the back seat. And there was no way she would manage to keep her new white dress clean. If this was all legit, she did not want to show up with puke stains on her dress.

		However, it only took a minute for the narrow road the driver turned onto to open up into a grand park-like setting. Straight ahead, fully lit up, stood a magnificent house, a mansion in every way. There were other cars on the circular drive that ran up to the front of the house.

		“This is it,” the driver said as he pulled the car up to the front of the house.

		Sally’s face was almost plastered to the window glass as she looked out, taking in all of the opulence. This was nothing like what she had expected. This made her think of a gala as opposed to just a plain party.

		An attendant hurried down the front steps to help Sally out of the car. She took his hand with thanks, appreciating the help in extricating herself from the back seat in her dress and heels. Despite the time spent practicing with Amy, she still felt uncertain in unfamiliar conditions. Sally smiled at the attendant as he then guided her up the stairs toward the entrance.

		“Thank you,” Sally said before he let go so that she could go inside. There was no ID check at the door. No one asked if she was on the guest list. The cop in her made a mental note of how easy infiltration would be, if needed. If the Marquis was who she thought he was, she could arrange for his next party to be crashed with plain clothes officers. It seemed unlikely that such a party would feature Syndicate members armed. And if Sally’s dress was any indication, none of the women would be armed. They would not have anywhere to put a weapon.

		Stepping into the house, Sally heard the music first. Then she heard the murmur of voices, indistinct and far away. She felt it odd that there was no one near the door. All she could do was follow the music and the sound of voices.

		Walking down the entrance hall, her heels clacking on the marble floor, Sally suddenly found herself looking into what could only be described as a hall. The doors opened to reveal a huge room with at least 50 people already in attendance. Everyone was dressed for a night out on the town. The men wore suits and other fashionable outfits. The women were all wearing tight and often revealing outfits, all of them wearing heels. Sally suddenly realized how well she fit in. The only difference between herself and the average woman she saw was the size of her breasts.

		“How do all these women have such big racks?” Sally asked herself as she stepped into the hall. To her right she saw that the music she heard was being played by a string quartet. To her left she spotted the bar.

		“Sally,” came a familiar voice that made her heart skip a beat. Looking toward the sound of her name being called out, she saw him, the Marquis. He looked better than ever. His collared shirt was perfectly fitted to his fit body. His pants were just tight enough to make it clear he had a good-sized package.

		Sally smiled as soon as she saw him. All thoughts of taking notes about her location or the other guests were immediately forgotten. She only had eyes for the Marquis.

		“Thank you for the invitation and the makeover, Marquis,” Sally quickly mumbled as he approached her.

		“Let me get a good look at you,” he said as he held her shoulders at arms length.

		There was a part of her that felt nervous and scared. What if the Marquis rejected her? There were so many other beautiful women at his disposal. Surely a lowly waitress could not hope to keep his attention. But at the same time, she felt proud. She loved that he had chosen her. He had selected her, of all the women he had to choose from. It was not something she was going to take for granted.

		“I must say, Amy continues to impress me,” the Marquis continued. “The hair, the makeup, and the dress. I love the dress. White was a good choice. It makes you look, I want to say, virginal, if I may. And when it comes to me and my parties, you are definitely a virgin. But tonight we will change that. Please, join me. Let’s get you a drink.”

		Sally barely had a chance to say thank you before she felt like she was being swept up off her feet. Soon she had a drink in her hand and the Marquis went around the room with her on his arm, introducing her to everyone in attendance. And as more people arrived, that meant more people who required introductions. It was strange to be shown off as she was, especially as Sally felt there were so many more attractive women in the room, many of whom were available. Or so Sally assumed. They were not holding onto a man’s arm as she was. That was all she had to go on.

		Trying to keep track of everyone was a daunting task. It was made all the more difficult by being in the Marquis’ presence. Being so close to him, her body pressed against his, seemed to short circuit any of her attempts at being an undercover police officer. Instead, she found herself fully getting into her role as his honored guest. She engaged in small talk with the other guests. She laughed at jokes, even giggling a few times. And between the alcohol in her drink and only a small plate of food she had managed to eat, she was soon feeling relaxed, happy, and just a little lightheaded.

		“Phew,” the Marquis said as he pulled Sally aside and out of the ballroom. Sally had barely noticed how their setting had changed. They were in a small anteroom, just a few steps away from the grand hall. The Marquis sank back against the closed door, closing his eyes for a moment. The music could still be heard, but the din of voices had been silenced.

		“Is everything all right, Marquis?” Sally asked, growing worried.

		The Marquis smiled as he opened his eyes. “Yes, everything is fine. Playing host can be tiresome, but having you here makes me feel 100 times better.”

		“I don’t understand,” Sally said. “Why did you invite me? We only met the once. Why have you done all this for me?”

		The Marquis stared off for a moment, looking pensive. “I don’t know myself. I always like to invite new people to my events, but I will admit, I usually don’t choose someone who has waited on me a single time.” He turned and looked into Sally’s eyes. “There’s something about you. I can’t explain it. I feel drawn to you. I’m sure I sound crazy to you.”

		“No, you don’t,” Sally blurted out. “I… Um, I feel the same toward you. It’s like magnetism or something. I’ve never felt this way about anyone ever before. I mean, that’s how I feel, Marquis.”

		Sally stood there, embarrassed by her sudden outburst. It had been made clear to her how she should behave in front of the Marquis. She had only barely caught herself at the end. She could not fathom why she felt like she was a schoolgirl before this impressive figure before her. The Marquis held a status she felt she never would be able to achieve. She would always be wanting, trying to reach his level.

		The Marquis smiled, which quickly turned into a smirk. Sally could only watch as butterflies fluttered in her belly. All that mattered was that she had not upset him. Not that she had ever experienced or witnessed the Marquis’ wrath, she had a deep-seated hunch that he could be as harsh as he could magnanimous. She only ever wanted to see his good side, out of fear of what could happen from his bad side, if it existed.

		“Let’s explore that magnetism together,” the Marquis said suddenly. He pulled Sally in close and kissed her, hard.

		Startled by the sudden move, it only took a moment for Sally to respond. Her natural response would have normally been to push back and slap the man that tried to kiss her. However, she did not do that. Instead, she kissed him back, pressing her body into his. She felt like she was a wax figurine, melting into his hot body. His lips against hers sent flashes of pleasure streaming through her body, a dash back and forth between her brain and her nether regions, both places that had never been stimulated in such a manner before.

		It was a kiss that seemed to go on forever. Time lost all meaning as they explored each other’s mouths with their tongues, their lips never breaking apart in all that time. And it was only a kiss. Sally would have to remind herself of that fact, but in the moment, that kiss felt like it was the best thing that had ever happened to her. It was like having a huge birthday bash, Christmas, and a trip to the greatest theme part all rolled into one, only it was even better than that.

		When the Marquis finally broke the kiss, Sally found herself looking up into his eyes longingly. Her brain had all but shut down. Her sense of self had been completely shattered. She would have struggled to give her name if asked.

		“Whoa,” Sally finally said, some semblance of normalcy returning to her brain.

		Again, the Marquis smiled. “Whoa indeed. Do you want to continue exploring this thing we have or are you good for the night?”

		Sally could only say one word. “More.” Yes, she wanted to keep exploring this. She had never felt like this before. A part of her almost wondered if she had been drugged, but she could still remember all of the expected side effects of the various date rape drugs. This was not anything like those. This was all natural. It was based on their connection. And it was a connection she wanted to continue to explore.

		“I thought you might say that,” the Marquis said, still smiling. “We should make another round of the party, but I think you’ll enjoy what I have planned for us later.”

		Before Sally could say anything, the door back into the ballroom was opened and she found herself being pulled along, hanging onto the Marquis’ arm as they rejoined the party. The string quartet had switched from playing straight classical music to more lively songs, reworked instrumental versions of popular songs. And after making a short trip around the room to chat with various guests, once again overwhelming Sally’s ability to take mental notes, they hit the dance floor for a few numbers. As the host, the Marquis needed to keep up appearances, even if there was only one thing on his mind.

		Sally danced along with him, letting him continue to guide her. She found it easier that way. All it took was a slight bit of pressure and she was putty in his hands. With him leading, she actually came off as a good dancer, even with the fact she had little dancing experience and less than ideal rhythm.

		She would have thought such simple responses would have given her the chance to think. She would have thought she would have had the chance to survey the room, to try and take note of anyone she recognized. However, that was not the case. Even as her body felt pliable to the Marquis’ touch, her mind felt just as muddled. All her attention seemed to zero in on her dancing partner. She noted the way his collar perfectly fit his neck, how just a hint of stubble was beginning to show on his face, how the color of his eyes was impossible to pin down. They almost seemed to fluctuate between green, blue, and gray, depending on the light and the way he looked at her.

		And what was left of Sally’s mind was stuck on the enigma that was her dance partner. Who was this man really? Was he with the Syndicate, or was he just some well-off businessman with connections? And what was it about him that set her body on fire. No man, no one, had ever ignited such interest and dare she say it, passion, in her before. But now that she had felt it, she wanted more. No, she needed more. This new and foreign sensation felt too good to bury. Her job be damned. She needed to put her needs, and especially those of her body, before the job. She needed the Marquis.
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		“What do you want?”

		It was a simple question and it had a simple answer. The party was in its final stages. The Marquis had done his part playing host. The staff would look after things as he attended to more pressing needs.

		“You,” Sally breathed. “I want you.”

		The Marquis had continued to guide her throughout the evening. After finishing on the dance floor, the pair hit the bar for another drink. Sally was not even sure what she had, but it had been delicious. And now he had guided her upstairs. There was a bedroom. Sally did not know if it was his or just a random bedroom. It did not matter. The result would be the same.

		Each minute spent at the party with the Marquis had become an ever-growing agony. Every fiber of Sally’s being was screaming at her to finally do the deed. She had never been so turned on before.

		And yet, despite that agony, Sally could not help but feel good. Yes, she had needs. She needed his body. She needed him to take her away from the party to do his manly duty. But she enjoyed being in his presence, being shown off to his friends, feeling his touch, how his fingers slid across her bare shoulders, or traversed the curve of her neck. She was completely at his mercy. And as much as he seemed to take charge in every situation throughout the evening, he never weirded his power over her with any selfish or evil intent.

		Sally would have been happy if he threw her over his shoulder and carried her upstairs to ravish her. She would not have cared if he had called out to everyone at the party, “I’m about to go fuck this bitch.” In other times, such statements would have turned her off, but not tonight and not with the Marquis.

		However, he was not so crass as to make such open and misogynistic comments. He was reserved and sophisticated. That put him far above the men at the academy who had tried to impress Sally with their manliness. They had all come off as idiots and jerks. In comparison, the Marquis was a real man. He did not need to hide behind a badge or a gun to make it clear who he was. One look at him and it was obvious who was in charge.

		When the Marquis finally excused the two of them to go upstairs, Sally was beyond desperate. She had never felt this way before. She had never been this aroused. Her body practically shook as they ascended the stairs, both from her need and from the anticipation of knowing what was to come. All thoughts about anything other than the moment at hand were pushed from her mind by her overwhelming need. She listened to her body and her body was telling her that this was right, this proper, this was what she was meant for.

		Sally had never considered herself an object of desire. She had never seen herself as sexual, let alone an object. But at that moment, those ideas felt far more comfortable, far more appealing, than she ever would have imagined before.

		The Marquis took his time once the pair were once again alone. He kissed Sally once again. She kissed back with every ounce of passion she could muster. His strong hands held her tight against him. She could almost imagine that they were melting together, two minds, but one body. And it felt so good.

		But the kiss was merely the beginning of the foreplay. The Marquis had experienced hands as he lightly grazed her jaw with his fingers. He amped up the already highly stoked fire within her as he took the time to lightly slide his soft hands down her bare arms.

		Then they returned to her shoulders, but this time with a mission. He slipped his fingers under the straps of her dress. He pulled at them, sliding them off her shoulders. He did so slowly. For Sally, it was agonizingly slow. She was ready for him already. But there was no speeding up the Marquis. He was deliberate with his actions, taking his time, knowing that each moment he held back would add to the pleasure they both felt at the end.

		Slowly, the Marquis undressed Sally. Once the straps had come free of her shoulders, he gently pulled down on her dress. Sally did not fight it. She let him unwrap her, taking his time, knowing the end result would be magnificent, but wanting to prolong the pleasant anticipation as long as possible. It was not just the destination that mattered, but the journey as well.

		However, it was not long before Sally was stepping out of her dress. Her chest was bare, her small breasts jutting out slightly, the nipples a little upturned. Her nether regions were covered by a white thong to match her dress. It would not do to have her underwear show through.

		The Marquis kissed Sally again, starting his seduction back again from the beginning. Only this time his hands had more skin to tease and stimulate, her body far more exposed than she ever would have imagined when the day began. Sally was past caring about her job. She had a craving. It was a craving that only the Marquis could satisfy. Nothing else mattered until that need was taken care of.

		Eventually the Marquis moved his hands to the waistband of Sally’s thong. He slipped his fingers under the band and slowly began to tug. She let him complete her undressing, knowing that the only way she would get what she wanted was if she was naked, her body laid bare for him to see.

		From there, the rest of the night grew hazy for Sally. She was still present in the moment and eager for everything they did, but her mind quickly succumbed to the overwhelming pleasure. She was not even aware of when or how the Marquis undressed himself. All she knew was it was not long before she was lying back on the bed with a now naked Marquis straddling her. He was so much bigger than her, stronger than her, she felt like putty in his hands. And as a trained cop, Sally was no slouch when it came to strength. But in his presence, there was no way she could lift a finger against him. He entirely dominated her and she loved him for it.

		“This might hurt a little, but you’ll feel good soon enough,” the Marquis warned as his cock was at her entrance, ready to split her open. And that was exactly what he did.

		The Marquis took it slow. He pushed his thick cock past the outer folds of her pussy. The Marquis had been right. There was just a hint of pain, but that paled in comparison to the pleasure she felt welling up from their coupling. Sally had never felt anything like this before. It was entirely glorious and she loved everything about it. Even the pain felt good. It reminded her of the good pain she felt while working out hard. She immediately came to recognize that pain as good, the basis for even more pleasure.

		Once the Marquis had completely filled Sally with his cock, he began to slowly move back and forth. He took his time, amplifying the sensuality of their coupling. This was to feel good for the both of them. And it did. Their connection was not just magnetic attraction, but there was a physical component as well. The Marquis had been with many women, but no woman had ever made him feel this good while in the throes of passion. And while Sally had far less experience than the Marquis, that did not lessen the positive feelings generated inside of her.

		Never having felt so good before in her life, Sally was overwhelmed by every sensation. Her body was on fire and it was the Marquis’ cock that not only stoked that fire hotter, but also provided the pleasure that would put it out and give her the relief she desperately needed. She moaned in pleasure with each thrust. She called out to him, calling him Marquis, for she knew no other name for him.

		It was in this moment, when they were in the midst of their coupling, that Sally came to the simple conclusion. She was in love with the Marquis. It was the only explanation. She had never believed in love at first sight, but that had to be what this was. There was no other reason she would so willingly jump into bed with a man she had only just met. But then again, the Marquis was not just any man. He was strong and powerful, even if she had not fully figured out how he had come into that power. Was it the Syndicate? Or was his power just the byproduct of wealth? Either seemed possible, but she did not want to guess. Nor did it matter. For as long as she was in love with him, there was nothing she could do against him. Her job and her personal feelings were at odds with each other. Luckily, for the moment, she could put aside her assignment and simply enjoy herself. She could enjoy the Marquis giving her the best night of her life.

		And when the finale arrived, Sally was left knowing the night had been well worth it. She came like a freight train, her body pulsing with wave after wave of orgasmic ecstasy. It was only later, looking back at her fragmented memories of the evening, that she realized she and the Marquis had cum together, something that had never happened before in her life. It was a magical moment they had shared and it was one that was worth all the trouble she had gone through.

		But it left her questioning her life. Was she doing the right thing? What was the right thing?
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		The Marquis had arranged for Sally’s transportation home. It was another hired car, but this time a different driver. After her late night at the party, she was exhausted and slept most of the way back to her apartment. It was only when she was within a couple blocks of her home that she woke up. And despite her grogginess, she had a smile on her face. It had been a good night.

		The next day, however, was a different story. Sally slept in, after being out far later than she had planned. It left her rushing to get to the club on time for her shift. She found herself enjoying working the days, even if the club was far less busy. Then again, she never would have met the Marquis in the first place had she chased the money and the nighttime tips.

		There was nothing about the day itself that was problematic for Sally. Yes, she had to rush to get out the door, but that could be accepted. It was how she now felt about doing her job. There was no doubt in her mind that she had developed feelings for the Marquis. There was love there. There had been love there before the party, but the events of the night before had cemented that love in her mind and in her heart. She had doubts about how she felt about him.

		The problem came at the expense of her real employer. How was she supposed to do her job when she was in love with a possible target? She was sure it had happened before, but she had never heard how the undercover officer in question had gotten over it. How could she throw away the best relationship she had ever had, even as young as it was, just so she could continue to work the assignment?

		She felt like she was in a no-win scenario. If Sally continued to inform her superiors about who the Marquis was, she would be hurting the only man she had ever loved. If she stopped her undercover assignment, she would get pulled away from the Marquis and probably placed on desk duty. And if she joined the Syndicate, she would be turning her back on everything that had mattered to her before she met the Marquis. How could she so abruptly change her life for a man she barely knew?

		But that was the conundrum she now saw for herself. Luckily, the club was just the right level of busy where she did not have time to think about her situation, but not so busy that it left her feeling overwhelmed. Sally could put her concerns aside as she took orders and served food and drinks. It put off the hard thinking, but it left her feeling no worse than she had to start the day.

		If Sally had been able to think straight, she would have brought her concerns to Commander Holland. He would probably pull her out of her assignment, but she might still be able to see the Marquis. Or she could just resign from the force. It had been known to happen. She had already had her waitressing job. It paid far less than her police work, but it was enough for her to get by on. And that would allow her to continue to see the Marquis. And no one would be the wiser.

		However, nothing could be that simple. Sally could not have her cake and eat it too. That was not how it worked. Resigning her commission with the police force would only bring additional scrutiny upon her. Yes, she would be taking the high road, but everyone on the force would look down on her and look for some kind of payback. She was going over to join the enemy. She might as well have become a double agent for all the good it would do her.

		It was all happening too fast. That was the primary problem. It would have been one thing if she and the Marquis had fallen into love over the course of weeks or even months. That could be understood. But Sally was still so fresh in her assignment and she had only actually met the man twice. And it was that second meeting that had been so strong in making her question her role in life. It was too fast, but there was nothing she could do about that. Her heart wanted what it wanted. There was nothing else to it.

		Every time the door to the club opened during Sally’s shift, her head always turned toward it. She would pause whatever she was doing and carefully watch the club entrance, waiting, even hoping, to see the Marquis walk through those doors. Each time he did not appear, Sally felt crestfallen. She had so many questions, but she felt she needed his guidance to answer them. She was certain he would know what to do in her situation, even if it meant coming clean about her real purpose in his life.

		She knew she was giving the customers less than her full attention as she usually did. And given the decrease in the size of her tips, it was obvious they noticed. That, of course, did not stop Sally from continuing. She could not help herself. Every time some came in, she had to look up in hopes that it was the Marquis.

		It was the end of Sally’s shift when she finally had the time and ability to think through her situation. She was in the back room. The bottle girls had already come in and gotten changed into their skimpy clothes for the evening and gone out to start their work. Sally could hear the music from the DJ, but it was muted after passing through several doors and down a long hallway to the dressing room.

		She sat on a bench, her head in her hands, trying to decide what to do. It was tearing her apart inside. She could either do her duty or she could follow her heart. But from the looks of it, she could not do both. That meant making a decision. The problem was how her decision would affect her life. She was either turning her back on the police force to follow her heart or she was to be heartbroken while still doing her job. As far as she could see it, she was stuck.

		A knock came at the dressing room door, shocking Sally. She sat up straight and wiped her eyes. She had not been crying, but she had been close.

		The knock was a surprise, because no one ever knocked. The other women just barged in. It did not matter if anyone was changing and in a state of undress. Not that Sally ever came to work in clothes other than the ones she planned to work in. It was the bottle girls who seemed not to care. Then again, they were used to putting their bodies on display. That was not something Sally thought about for herself. Yes, she looked good and looking good generally helped bring in more tips, but it was not her sole focus as it seemed to be for women like Bunni. Then again, most of the bottle girls were complete bimbos. And those who were not complete bimbos were close enough to get lumped into the bimbo category.

		Sally got up and walked to the door. The fact it had not opened yet, meant it was not even a warning knock. There was someone standing on the other side, waiting for the door to be opened. And that was what Sally did. She opened the door. Then she looked straight ahead in shock. It was the Marquis.

		“Bud said he hadn’t seen you leave yet so he figured you were still back here,” the Marquis said. He noticed the redness of Sally’s eyes. She might not have been crying, but he could tell she had been close. “Can we talk?”

		“Um, of course,” Sally said, finding her bearings and realizing that she would need to do more than openly stare in shock at the man she loved. The moment she had seen him her stomach jumped up into her throat. Now she needed to fight the urge to be a complete idiot. “Do you want to come in?”

		“Actually, there’s an office a few doors down that I think will suit us better,” the Marquis said. “Come with me.”

		Aside from the dressing room, Bud’s rarely used office, the kitchen, the event space, and the main floor, there were multiple rooms in the club that Sally had never been in and that remained a mystery to her. It might have been her job to get intelligence on the Syndicate, she did not go out of her way to pry at the club unless it was clear something was going on. She had figured most of the extra rooms were places that Bunni and some of the other bimbos liked to privately entertain customers. Sure, they might be getting paid for sex, but that was low on Sally’s list. She was not there to bust the bottle girls or even Bud for allowing such activities to take place at his establishment. She was there to make inroads with the Syndicate, even if that was not what she necessarily wanted to do anymore.

		“Sure,” Sally said, trying to sound nonchalant, but failing. She was certain she came off as a love-sick puppy. Just being in the Marquis’ presence was enough to make her completely submissive to him. But she knew she needed to be strong. She could not just acquiesce to his desires, even if that was what she secretly wanted.

		As it turned out, the Marquis knew his way around the back of the club quite well. He was very sure of himself as he punched in a key code on a locked door. The door opened with a hiss. From the outside, it looked like an entirely normal door, albeit one with added security. But in reality, the door was nearly six inches thick and was completely sealed against outside air.

		And it was not just the door. Following the Marquis into the room, it was obvious to Sally’s trained eyes that the walls and ceiling, and probably the floor as well, had been designed to block all kinds of electromagnetic signals. It was a safe room, preventing cell reception and listening devices from operating.

		However, as much as Sally recognized this fact, she did her best to hide her knowledge. Luckily, the room looked strange enough that she could pass off her response as surprise. Yet, even as she did that, she felt a pang in her chest. She was lying to the Marquis. She did not want to do that. She hated lying to him.

		“Have a seat,” the Marquis said, motioning toward a couch along one wall. Other than the clearly altered room, it was entirely normal otherwise. There was a desk in one corner, a couch along the wall, and several chairs. This was the kind of place where anything could be discussed, both comfortably and in complete secrecy. It was also the sort of place a person could be killed without anyone but the killer and the cleanup crew knowing about it. Not that Sally figured death would be her immediate fate.

		Sally sat down on the couch as the Marquis took a seat in one of the chairs opposite her. She sat there, fiddling with the hem of her skirt, not daring to meet his eyes.

		“I’ll be the first to say this thing between us is weird,” the Marquis started. “I never believed in love at first sight, but that seems to be what I’m feeling.”

		“Me too,” Sally said, glancing up from her lap only briefly. “I don’t understand it either.”

		“But I want you to know last night was amazing. I won’t lie. I’ve been with many women before you, but all of them paled in comparison to you. And I have a feeling you might have felt similarly.”

		Sally nodded her head in agreement, although that was mostly to avoid admitting how little experience she had in comparison. She could count the number of men she had been with on one hand. She was no virgin, but she also was not someone with much experience. Men simply had never done anything for her. No one had. That is until she met the Marquis.

		“I just want to make sure we’re on the same page here,” the Marquis said. “You see, someone in my position has to be careful. I can’t just be with anyone I choose. They have to be vetted first. And well, we just don’t know much about you. I asked Bud about you, but I have a feeling there’s more to your story than you’ve let on. I’m not ordering you to tell me anything, but we can’t continue as we did last night until I’m satisfied you’re not wishing me ill.”

		“I’m a cop.”

		The words came pouring out of Sally’s mouth before she could think to stop them. She felt awful about it too. There was no way she could lie to this man. He made her feel things she did not think possible, and all of them wonderful. And by admitting the truth to him, she knew that sealed her fate. She was either going to feel the wrath of the Syndicate or she was going to turn her back on the police force and all the goals she had been working toward in her life. This love was more important.

		Sally looked up to gauge the Marquis’ reaction. He did not seem surprised by her confession. If anything, he appeared relieved.

		“Working undercover?” the Marquis asked.

		Sally nodded her head.

		“What have you told them about me?”

		Sally swallowed hard as she steeled herself for a further confession. “I told them that you go by the Marquis and I told them what you look like. That’s it.”

		“Nothing more than that?”

		“I don’t know anything else about you,” Sally said, tears forming at the corners of her eyes. “I don’t even know your real name. I don’t know the name of the man I love.”

		“So you do love me?” the Marquis said.

		Sally nodded her head. “I wouldn’t have slept with you last night otherwise. Think of me what you will, but I’m not a dirty cop. There are limits to what I’m willing to do. But you make me feel different. Whatever this is between us, I can’t even describe it, is better than anything I’ve ever felt before. I didn’t even know sex could feel that good. I know I’ve betrayed you. I can’t help that we’re on opposite sides. If I could go back and take it all back, but still meet you, I would do it in a heartbeat.”

		“My real name is Alex and I’m the leader of the Syndicate,” the Marquis said.

		Sally looked into his eyes and knew it would all be okay. She had come clean to the man she loved. There was more to tell him, as there was more for him to tell her. But now she knew that love really could cross all boundaries. They had both made a choice and they were choosing each other over the other entanglements in their lives. How it would work, with him a Montague and her a Capulet, was unknown. But it was a start. They could both continue from there.
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		The secret confession had been liberating for both Sally and the Marquis. Their bond was unlike anything either of them had experienced before, but they found they trusted each other, even when all indications pointed in the opposite direction. There were not just a couple, they were a team.

		There had been a discussion about how they should proceed. It turned out that not only was Sally willing to leave the police force for him, but he was willing to leave the Syndicate for her. However, nothing is ever that easy. They both knew there would be trouble for them if they tried to leave their respective positions. Sally resigning would make her a target for police surveillance. They would be unable to trust her or any of the intelligence she had provided. They might even want some of the resources they had expended on her back.

		The Marquis was equally troubled. He had done a phenomenal job insulating himself as leader of the Syndicate. No one knew his name. No one even had a photograph of him. There was just Sally’s description of him, which seemed generic enough. She had not worked with a criminal sketch artist to create an idea for the police of what he looked like. They were still in the dark there.

		At the same time, however, it was incredibly difficult to leave a criminal organization such as the Syndicate, even for the leader. He was young and his underbosses expected him to be around for years to come. What was more, he would always remain a marked man. Yes, he could further insulate himself from risk, but between the money and the expectations placed on him by others in the organization, there was no way he could completely walk away.

		The Marquis began to make regular appearances at the club. No one seemed to mind the way he would take Sally into the secret room. Most just assumed he was enjoying a little pussy. And that was definitely a part of their meetings. However, the real purpose of their rendezvous was to plan what they were going to do next. The idea of breaking off their relationship was too scary to consider, forcing them to consider how they could remain together without arousing suspicion.

		Sally never imagined she would turn double agent, but that seemed to be her future. There was no other way to throw the police off the scent. They knew his title and it would not be difficult to pin down who he was. All the insulation in the world could no longer completely protect him from anyone who happened to have a knack for genealogy. The Marquis took his name from an ancestor, a member of European royalty. Technically, his family’s title was defunct. It had been stripped in a long ago petty argument. But Alex was proud of his history and he liked the title. And it did not hurt that using the title exclusively gave him a certain aura of mystery. No one knew the real Marquis.

		No one except for Sally, of course. They no longer kept any secrets from each other. It was refreshing for Sally, who had found herself living a false life. Soon she would be able to live as herself, openly. At least that was the plan. There were many steps to complete before that final stage was reached. The Marquis too felt relieved to finally be able to share his true self with someone. For years he had lived as a shadow of his real self. He finally had someone he could be honest with and tell about anything with.

		However, as with anything, they needed a plan to follow. They could not make it up as they went along. The goal was to leave specific bread crumbs for anyone who wanted to follow them to lead them away from the truth. Unfortunately, that most affected Sally. She would need to provide false information to her contact to take the heat off the Marquis and place it somewhere else. And with that, they needed to create a fake person, someone they could pretend was at the top of the Syndicate. That way the Marquis could continue in his role as he further insulated himself from the day-to-day management of the Syndicate.

		“The Marquis was a patsy,” Sally said to her contact. Unlike her previous visits, this time her nervousness stemmed from the fact she was lying through her teeth. She had been turned. She was working for the Syndicate now. She no longer needed to fear getting gunned down on her way to our from her meetings with her contact. She only needed to worry about her performance in leading the police astray. “Whenever the Syndicate feels any heat, they trot out the Marquis to put on a show. He knows nothing. He’s basically just a figurehead, a guy positioned to take the fall while the real Syndicate bosses work behind the scenes.”

		“Go on,” the man said excitedly. He had been disappointed in Sally’s earlier reports. He had hoped the department was not putting too much faith in her. But now it seemed all she needed was time. And with that extra time, she held the keys to unraveling the Syndicate.

		“The real man you want is Billy Hoffer,” Sally continued. “Not only is he the brains behind the Syndicate, I’ve noticed they’ve had several labor union leaders come for visits. They don’t meet on the main floor. They go into the back. I haven’t been able to get back there. They keep those meetings tightly controlled. When they need anything, they always send one of the bimbo bottle girls in. I don’t know that I’ll ever get to that level, but I’ll try.”

		Sally gave her contact all the details he asked for. If only he knew the man he was now looking for did not actually exist. The labor union connection had been Sally’s idea. She might not have been around the department for long before she went undercover, but the anti-labor sentiment in the department was palpable. Considering the police had their own union, them being anti-labor was laughable. However, again, she was playing on the already present biases to form a picture that would send the police in a completely different direction. Even the name, Billy Hoffer, had been chosen to elicit a response. Changing a few letters gave Jimmy Hoffa, the Teamsters leader who went missing 50 years earlier. Sally was sure no one would note the difference, but the similarity would help fuel the fire.

		In reality, the Syndicate had no labor connections. It was not something the Marquis was interested in. But it would send the police down a rabbit hole that they might never get out of.

		After the meeting in the dark room off the dark alley, Sally felt a pang of guilt over what she had just done. She had spent so much of her life working to become a police officer. She believed she was making a positive contribution to the world. Now she was breaking her oath and turning her back on what she had believed in. But she was doing it for love.

		Sally knew that it was irrational to turn her back on what she believed for love. She knew any friend she supposedly had would try to talk her out of it. She should not turn her back on doing good work for love. She should not have to.

		Yet all of this had been a rational decision. It was not one made in a fit of passion. She still wondered if she was doing the right thing. She had doubts. And those were doubts a night spent with the Marquis could not chase away. But they had worked out the plan. The goal was to make Sally disappear eventually. An investigation would take place, but it would lead nowhere. The bulk of the Syndicate would be kept in the dark. Only a few choice people would have any inkling of what had happened and none of them would know all the details.

		So as much as Sally felt guilt over her actions, she also knew that her actions were justified and possibly the only way to fully live the life she wanted to live. She was trapped. She was trapped between the police department and the Syndicate. The only way to be with the man she loved was not only to turn her back on the work she had cared about, but to betray the very people who had hired her. They had put faith in her and she had betrayed that faith.

		Yet, as frustrating as that might have seemed, she knew it was necessary. She wanted out. Commander Holland would not understand. He would want her to keep digging. He would want her to betray the man she loved. And if she met with him, she was certain she would walk out of that meeting believing it would be the right thing to do. But it would not allow her to be with the Marquis. No matter what happened, the police would never leave him or them in peace. That is, unless the heat was not only taken off of him, but off of her as well.

		She would need to disappear. Sally would fall off the map. One day she would be working at the club as expected. The next day she simply would not show up. Even Bud would be left in the dark, needing to replace her on the fly. But Bud would manage, even if it meant he had to wait tables or tend bar for a shift. He had done it before and he could do it again.

		For the Marquis, he had plans of his own to complete. He would work to further insulate himself from the Syndicate’s operations. Yes, the money would still flow up into his pockets and he would still need to consult from time to time, but he intended to move as much work off his plate as possible. He had capable underbosses who could shoulder the load. And if they needed help, they could promote others to help.

		Normally, the Marquis only stayed at his country estate for parties. He lived in the city much of the time. But once everything had been finalized, the plan was to reverse that pattern. He and Sally would live together in the country, coming into town for special events or when the Marquis was needed. It would give them the privacy they both wanted. It would give them the chance to fully embrace the love they had for each other.

		As Sally walked out of the alley that night, she did so without fear that anyone was watching her. She no longer had a fear that the Syndicate was on to her. The leader of the organization knew everything about her. There was no reason for her to be followed.

		The bait had been set. Yes, she felt guilty that she was hurting the ability of the police to investigate a criminal organization. She still believed in laws. She still believed in right and wrong. Only now she was no longer seeing the world in black and white, but in grayscale. Yes, what she was doing was bad, but she was doing it for the greater good. At least she was doing it for her greater good. That had to count for something.

		But despite Sally’s willingness to betray the people she worked for and the confidence she felt walking home that night, she was still nervous. It was still a few days away, but the time was coming when she would make her disappearance. However, it was not enough for her to just disappear for a few weeks or even a few months. Anytime she returned to the city, she would be a marked woman. As soon as she was spotted, the truth would be known. Her betrayal would be known to everyone and she would once again be in danger.

		Luckily, the Marquis had a solution for that problem. There was a surgeon who worked out along the coast. The Syndicate used him for a number of different reasons, but he was an expert at changing women’s appearances. He could do more than that too. He could even change the way they thought. And given the guilt Sally felt, she had a feeling she would be using more than his skills for physical transformations. She would need a few mental tweaks as well.

		But the question was, would she still be the same person after all of that was done. Would the Marquis still love her?
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		The day had finally arrived. Sally was nearly shook with anxiety as she sat in the back of the car. It was an hour’s drive out to the coast where she would undergo the operation.

		Life over the past few weeks had been difficult and complex. The difficulty came in assuaging her guilt over betraying her fellow officers. However, after that first time, it had gotten easier. Sally wondered if the lies were corrupting her, but whenever she did, she forced such questions out of her mind. She did not want to think about such things. She was doing this so she could be with the man she loved.

		But now that the big day was finally here, she no longer was concerned about whether she had been corrupted or not. Now the question was whether she would be the same person when everything had been finished. The body modifications would ensure that no one ever recognized her again. She would become a new person, even adopting a new name. Every person in her past would think she had just disappeared. However, there would never be a body to discover. It would be one of the few instances where faking her own death worked.

		And it was not the body modifications that had Sally concerned. She and the Marquis had gone through and made selections. Her facial changes would be the most drastic, needing to change the shape and appearance of her face. The recovery would take a long time, but when it was done, she was confident she would look better than ever. If Commander Holland thought she was good looking before, his jaw would hang open if he saw her after she had completely healed.

		Sally’s face might have accounted for the biggest change in terms of recognition, but the rest of her body would not be spared modifications. Her breasts were set to be significantly enlarged. Her small perky breasts would be replaced by large round mounds bolted onto her chest. There would be no way to hide them. Everyone would know they were augmented. And despite some initial trepidation at that prospect, Sally had begun to look forward to having such assets.

		The rest of her body would see changes as well. Her butt would be expanded, her waist syphoned down to be a little thinner, and her legs would be sculpted until they fit the rest of her appearance. Even her tendons would be altered, making it easier for her to walk and stand in high heels. Sally had not thought that necessary, but between the Marquis and the surgeon, they both recommended the procedure. And there was no way Sally could turn it down against so much lobbying.

		Sally felt strange as the car finally pulled up in front of a large beach house. This did not give her much confidence, having expected a proper clinic. It looked like Dr. Stanley, the surgeon responsible for her transformation into the Marquis’ girlfriend, muse, and fucktoy all in one, worked out of his basement.

		She climbed the steps of the front porch slowly, fearing that she was at the wrong place. But after knocking on the door, she realized this was exactly where she was supposed to be. A woman answered the door. She had large breasts stuffed into a tiny fetish nurse costume. As soon as the door opened, she was beckoned inside. She was expected.

		And as it turned out, Dr. Stanley actually did work out of his basement. At least he did until he could find a new location. His real clinic had taken too much heat from a recent job. He had closed it and gone underground. So far, that plan had worked. His flow of patients had not dwindled, although they almost all came exclusively from the Syndicate. That connection continued to pay off. He rarely if ever took private clients anymore. The Syndicate provided enough pay and work to keep him happy.

		Besides, the Syndicate also allowed him to explore the mental side of his work as well. That was a significant key to his continued work in the field. And the jobs the Syndicate sent him were almost always more interesting than the ones he got from private clients. It was one thing to give a woman bigger boobs. It was quite another thing to give her those boobs and then give her the means to best use them. After all, bimbos were her specialty.

		“My name is Nurse Baker,” the woman answering the door said as she led Sally downstairs. “Dr. Stanley is getting scrubbed up.”

		Sally nodded her head. Technically it was not too late to back out. She could still make a run for it. The fact the hired car that brought her here had already left did not matter. She was sure she could manage without it. The small beach community where Dr. Stanley lived and worked had enough people where she figured she could hitch a ride with someone eventually.

		After a long pause in the conversation, the nurse continued, “Let’s get you situated. Take off your clothes and then hop up on the bed. It will only be a few minutes before the anesthesia is ready. Then we can get started.”

		Sally did exactly as she was told. This first part of her visit was fully expected and had been arranged. Sure, Sally could have maintained her current appearance, but she would always be looking over her shoulder, making sure a cop did not spot her and realize who she was. She and the Marquis might even have to leave town if that was the case. Leaving the state would be even more likely. And that would be bad for the both of them.

		By the time Dr. Stanley arrived in the operating room, Sally was all ready to go. She had stripped down and was lying under a thin medical sheet on the operating table.

		“It’s good to finally meet you in the flesh,” Dr. Stanley said. Sally could sense his wide smile even through his mask. His eyes gave him the look of a man who was clearly excited about his work. And who could blame him? He was known as the bimbo doctor and Sally was on her way toward bimbodom, at least in body. The mind part was still up in the air.

		“I’m ready to get started,” Sally said. She was too nervous to exchange proper pleasantries. She just wanted the operation to get started. The sooner it started, the sooner it would all be over, and the sooner she would get to meet the new her.

		“Of course. All business. I like that. Take a deep breath for me.”

		As Sally started breathing deeply, an anesthesia mask was placed over her face. It only took a few moments before she was fast asleep, completely knocked out so that the doctor could go to work.
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		Waking up, Sally felt like she hurt everywhere. Her face felt like there were tiny pins pressing into her skin. But that paled in comparison to what felt like two huge boulders sitting on her chest. They were heavy enough she struggled to breathe.

		Sally tried raising her head, but the effort was too much for her. She looked down her nose to see two prominent mounds sticking up off her chest. It was impossible to know how big she now was, but her breasts had never intruded on her field of vision before without her already sitting up. Now they did it naturally. Between the additional weight and the shift in her center of gravity, it would take Sally time to find her equilibrium.

		“Ah, you’re awake,” came the bubbly voice of Nurse Baker. She was no longer dressed like a nurse, assuming she had actually been a nurse in the first place. Given the black market nature of her operation, she was left to wonder how intelligent it had been to put her life in the hands of Dr. Stanley and Nurse Baker. They had seemed perfectly capable during the video chat that preceded the surgery. It was there that they discussed the specifics of what Sally was looking for. Admittedly, the Marquis dominated the conversation. It was only when he asked for my approval on a change that Sally was able to voice her opinion. And when it came to such matters, Sally found herself naturally making suggestions that the Marquis would enjoy. She never would have chosen such large breasts on her own.

		Then again, big boobs had their advantage beyond having something bigger for the Marquis to play with. Any live interaction with a cop would surely have them, make or female, looking at Sally’s cleavage. Wearing a low enough cut blouse would allow her to not only stay out of the limelight, but also get out of speeding tickets, among other infractions.

		Had Sally been in charge, she would have done little with her chest. Yes, she was small, but she was happy with the size she had. If she was going to make a boost to her bust, she would have made small and almost imperceptible changes. But that was not what happened. With time to think about it, Sally eventually decided bigger breasts would be worth it. And even now, after the surgery was complete, Sally could barely avoid smiling at the realization that she was a very lucky woman.

		Nurse Baker checked Sally’s chart and then read over her vitals output from the computer. It was only then that she realized she had been dressed and attached to a computer as part of a health monitoring program. The machine let out a tiny little beep in time with her heartbeat.

		“And how is my patient doing today?” Nurse Baker asked.

		“I’m,” Sally started to say, but she stopped and cleared her throat. “I’m thirsty.”

		“I’m sure you are,” the nurse said with a smirk. “We girls have got to stay hydrated. We can lose so much fluid when we’re horny.”

		Sally nearly gagged at the nurse mentioning arousal. The fact was, despite all the pain she had, she could sense arousal too. She had not even realized it was there in the background. Little did Sally realize that Dr. Stanley had made a couple undiscussed changes to Sally as she lay unconscious on the operating table. First, a small injection was made to the clitoral area. Such a move raised Sally’s baseline arousal. Sex would forevermore be near the front of her mind. Her body had been made into a walking wet dream and now it was time to allow and even encourage others to become aroused because of her.

		Other changes helped stimulate the brain to make connections about other erogenous zones. All it would take was a simple touch in just the right place and Sally would be begging her partner of the moment to fuck her. It was inevitable, especially after the mental side of the equation was balanced. Until then, everything new regarding Sally was all physical.

		“Let’s get you some water. Afterwards, we can get you out of bed. You’ll want to get a look at yourself. Also, you should see the landscape today. It’s truly beautiful out there.”

		The nurse helped Sally sit up and then shift out of bed. The moment her feet touched the floor, she noticed how she stood on her toes. She tried to lower her heels, but she found she could not get them to touch the floor.

		“I guess I’m wearing heels from now on,” Sally said. She snapped her mouth shut. That was not right. She had expected the heels part. It was her voice. Her voice sounded different. It sounded breathy and higher pitched.

		“The doctor decided it was best to alter your voice,” the nurse explained. This was not the first time someone in her care had been surprised with the way their voice sounded post-surgery. “Not only will people not recognize your appearance anymore, but they won’t recognize your voice either.”

		Sally nodded her head. That made sense. And she was not upset about the unexpected change. She had just not been expecting it. It was jarring to hear someone else’s voice come out of her mouth. Although, thinking about it, she was sure the Marquis would approve. He had pushed her toward a bimbo appearance and now she both looked like one and sounded like one, at least on face value. Despite appearances, Sally was no bimbo. At least not yet.

		Tiptoeing over to the mirror on the wall, Sally supported herself with Nurse Baker’s offered arm. She felt awkward and off-balance, but that was to be expected, given all that she had gone through. Her body had been transformed, her breasts huge compared to their former size. Her butt had been fleshed out as well, which helped counterbalance her large bust, at least in terms of aesthetics. Coupled with her feet, it would take time before Sally felt fully comfortable walking on her own. She would need to develop new muscle memory to properly control her body.

		But it was Sally’s face that actually drew in her attention the most. People would stare at her tits, but it was her face that stood out to her. If Sally had not known she was looking in a mirror, she would have assumed there was someone else standing on the other side of a pane of glass. Her nose had been chiseled down to doll-like perfection. Her cheekbones had been raised and her jaw sculpted to give her a heart-like appearance. Her skin seemed smoother and softer, making her appear even more feminine. And despite already being blonde, the doctor had changed her hair color, going all the way to platinum blonde perfection. And looking at the roots, the color change appeared permanent, rather than a simple dye job.

		It was her eyes and lips, however, that completed the transformation. Her eyes appeared larger and rounder, giving her an even more doll-like appearance. Her eyelashes were longer and thicker too, framing them. And her lips had been plumped up just past what could be considered natural. They were thick and juicy and made Sally think how great they would look wrapped around the Marquis’ cock. She had sucked him off before in their short time together, but now she was actually looking forward to doing it again, simply so that she could get the experience plump lips would give her. She was sure the Marquis would enjoy her new assets.

		“Wow,” Sally finally said. “It’s different, but I think I love it.”

		“That’s the spirit,” Nurse Baker said encouragingly. “Now let’s get you over to the window. Like I said, it’s a beautiful day.”

		With the nurse’s help, Sally shuffled over to the window of her recovery room. She presumed she had been moved into an upstairs bedroom that had been converted into a recovery room. It looked like a regular hospital room, but the door and windows looked more like they belonged in a house.

		“Pretty,” Sally said as she gazed out the window toward the sea. The view of the beach was blocked by other houses and buildings, but that did not matter. She could still see the ocean. The sun sat just above the horizon, reflecting off the blue waves with its golden rays. It was indeed beautiful.

		“Just like you,” Nurse Baker said. “Now let’s get you settled in this chair over here and I’ll go fetch the doctor. He’ll want to talk to you before beginning the last part of your transformation.”

		Sally nodded as she sat down in the nearest chair. It appeared to be attached to various computers situated on an adjacent cart. She had no idea what they were all for, but she could guess they had to do with the mental processing portion of her transformation. She was all for making a few choice alterations to her mind. That in and of itself surprised her. It was not the sort of thing she normally would have even considered. However, she did not want her past, her betrayal of her fellow police officers, to get in the way of her future with the Marquis. A little selective amnesia would do her wonders. And while the doctor was mucking about in her head, she figured they could make a couple other choice edits. It was all to be a better partner for the man she loved.

		“How’s my patient?” Dr. Stanley asked as he entered Sally’s room. She sat in the offered chair and looked out the window toward the sea. It was something to take her mind off the fact she was about to make significant changes to her mind and memories. In fact, she would not even be Sally when everything had been completed. It was one step further to isolate herself from the old her. Her appearance had been changed. Her voice had been changed. Her mind would be changed. And even her name would be changed. It was all part of the plan.

		“There’s some pain, but it’s manageable,” Sally answered, looking away from the window and toward the doctor.

		“That will clear up soon enough. Pain is inevitable when such changes are made to the body, especially all at once. But my methods allow for fast healing, so you should be feeling much better by tomorrow at the latest.”

		“That’s good to hear, Doctor,” Sally said. “When will I begin the second part of my treatment?”

		“That’s what I’m here for. And I see you’re already in the treatment chair, as I like to call it. Unfortunately, you won’t be able to enjoy the view during your treatment. You will be a bit preoccupied learning about how to be the new you.”

		Sally swallowed hard. This was the moment of truth. This was the moment when she would stop being Sally and start being someone else. Her heart pounded in her chest, but not out of fear. It was out of anticipation. Her body had been tailored to the Marquis’ specifications. Now it was time to do the same to her mind. And it was in that moment she made her decision.

		“Do what you have to,” Sally said. “I want to go all the way.”

		It was an impulsive decision, but one she felt confident in. Her body had already been changed. All that was left was to change her mind to go along with it. And if her memories were changed, she would have no idea who she was before. In truth, it was better this way. Sally wanted to be perfect for the man she loved, inside and out. This was going to make that happen.

		“I had hoped you would say that,” the doctor said. “Now let me get you strapped in.”

		Dr. Stanley took a few minutes to make sure Sally was properly situated. She did not balk at being strapped down. She did not need to be told that the straps were for her safety and protection. She said nothing when the leads were attached to her temples or when the visor was dropped over her eyes. And just before he placed headphones on her ears, he said, “Goodbye, Sally.”

		Sally smiled as he lowered the headphones in place and turned on the computers. This was it. She was at peace. Dr. Stanley pushed the start button and Sally’s world exploded in sound and color. It had begun.
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		Sandi had been looking forward to this moment ever since she had returned from the coast. The Marquis had driven out to pick her up. Or more accurately, he rode in the back of a limo while someone else drove. It was not that the Marquis was against driving, but he had other activities he wanted to partake in during the ride home. Driving would get in the way of those activities.

		Sandi had leapt into his arms the moment she saw him. The Marquis was amazed at the transformation. She looked beyond beautiful and the moment she opened her mouth, he knew the full extent of what she had done for him. She had gone all the way. There was no hint of the woman that was Sally anymore. She was Sandi, a devoted bimbo.

		The Marquis had worried that these changes might lessen the magnetic attraction they felt toward each other, but if anything, that attraction had only grown since the operation. Sandi was everything he had ever wanted in a woman, in a girlfriend, in a wife. The moment he saw her, he knew he would be putting a ring on her finger soon enough.

		The privacy window between the driver and the passengers was blacked out for the drive home. The Marquis preferred his privacy and it only took a moment before Sandi was on her knees in front of the Marquis, fishing out his cock so that she could show him how much better of a cock sucker she was now with her plump lips and her bimbofied mind. There were no more thoughts to get in the way of her performance. It had helped that since she finished her treatment, she had been practicing with a dildo moulded to represent his size and girth. She had alternated between fucking herself and sucking the cock clean. In the process, she had completely removed her gag reflex.

		There was no way the Marquis could last for long. Sandi was simply too talented now. And she welcomed every last drop of his cum into her mouth, savoring the taste before she swallowed it down.

		Afterward, she sat beside him, pushing her big tits into his arm as she gently stroked his cock, urging him back to full hardness. It took time, but with her ministrations, he cut his refractory period in half, allowing him to fuck her properly before they arrived back in the city. Sandi had never cum so hard before in her life when he drained his balls into her for a second time. She had cried out in orgasmic pleasure, loving every moment of their carnal act. Even the sound proofing and privacy window had not been enough to keep the driver from hearing her screams of pleasure.

		The disappearance of Sally had caused a small storm when she first disappeared. Politicians and police officers alike were flabbergasted that one of their undercover officers had disappeared overnight. They had assumed the worst, but they had no solid leads. Bud got hauled downtown to answer questions, but he was equally as flummoxed by her disappearance. He professed to have no knowledge that she was working undercover, which was true. Only Sally and the Marquis had known the truth within the Syndicate’s ranks.

		And with Sally’s diversionary tactics in the weeks leading up to her disappearance, the detectives investigating the matter zeroed in on several labor leaders. But just like with Bud, that proved to be a dead end. Nobody seemed to have any answers.

		The initial kerfuffle had started to die down by the time Sandi arrived in the city. Not that she had any idea of what had happened. She was left as equally in the dark as everyone else. In the end, only the Marquis understood the whole story, although Dr. Stanley and Nurse Baker knew parts of the story. But they were trusted members of the Syndicate. The Marquis trusted them implicitly.

		The plan had worked flawlessly. There was little suspicion of the Syndicate and what suspicion there was had been placed on someone who did not actually exist. And all the while, the Marquis had his own personal bimbo at his beck and call. Sandi loved every moment she spent with him. Life was so much simpler for her as a bimbo. She always felt good. Her mind found negative emotions difficult to maintain. That meant there were no more worries, no anxiety, no nervousness. Sandi lived in the moment, being the sexiest bimbo she could be.

		And the sex had proven to be phenomenal. With her transformed body, she was already a walking wet dream. Sandi was always ready to go. Her baseline arousal had been turned up to 11 and she had no hesitation in any of the sex acts the Marquis suggested. And even when they were not actively having sex, Sandi had come to enjoy acting as a cock sleeve, simply keeping his cock warm with her mouth. She was quickly building up the jaw stamina that would allow her to suck cock all day long.

		But despite Sandi’s return to the real world, always hanging on the Marquis’ arm, she had yet to make a full public appearance. She had yet to be shown off at one of the parties the Marquis frequently hosted. But tonight was the night. She was bubbling with excitement. She kept bouncing up onto her toes, causing her tits to jiggle and shake. That alone was usually enough to set her off into a fit of giggles, but not tonight. Despite Sandi’s bimboness, she understood what tonight represented. Tonight she was officially taking her place at the Marquis’ side. She was making it known to all that she was his bimbo and she could not be any happier. She was living her dream.

		“You about ready?” the Marquis asked. He had become accustomed to the lengthy waits for her to make herself presentable. Sally had tried, but Sandi was an expert at all things fashion related. But looking her best was a full time job. It was a good thing the Marquis asked nothing else of her. She simply could not have managed to divide up her day any further. If she was not pleasing him in some way or another, she was busy making herself look sexy for him. There was very little time left over after those two activities.

		“I’m ready, Marquis,” Sandi said with a broad smile on her face.

		The Marquis looked at his bimbo and smiled in return. She looked amazing. She had kept her outfit understated, going with a little black dress. But she had accessorized it with multiple rings and a necklace, all of which featured expensive jewels and diamonds. Her long legs were on full display, her dress barely falling past the curve of her ass. The Marquis had given up guessing whether she was wearing panties or not. He was sure he would find out soon enough.

		And as always, Sandi was perched on impossibly high heels. Since her transformation, she had adapted to them perfectly. She had a pair of heels for every occasion, including house heels to simply walk around the house. She even had a pair of shower sandals that sported a four-inch heel. It was the lowest pair of heels she owned.

		The Marquis offered Sandi his arm and she took it gratefully before he led her out of the bedroom and toward the stairs.

		“Do you know what would be hot, Marquis?” Sandi asked as they walked, her mind alive with all the sexy opportunities that awaited her. “It’s not classy, but it would be hot if you fucked me in front of everyone at the party. It would prove to everyone that I’m your bimbo.”

		The Marquis considered Sandi’s proposal. He had to agree, she was right. However, it would not do for the kind of party he was hosting. There were too many high ranking officials and dignitaries to risk his reputation on such an action.

		More importantly, the Marquis questioned whether he had done the right thing with the woman on his arm. He loved her more than ever and he knew the feeling was mutual. However, he was not sure if turning her into a complete bimbo was the right move. It was bad enough he had removed his real name from her memory. He was just the Marquis to her now. She had forgotten his confession that his name was Alex. He wanted to erase all connection to his real self and he knew bimbos, as great as they were, would not hold up against a proper interrogation.

		Little did the Marquis realize that in Sally’s waning moments, she had chosen this for herself. She had made the same decision he had made already. In the end, she had wanted this. And as Sandi, there were no doubts that she was happy. She was a bimbo in love and there were few things better than that.

		“That would be hot, but as you said, it would not be the classy thing to do,” the Marquis finally answered.

		“You’re so good for me,” Sandi said with a sigh. “I’d be a lost bimbo without you.”

		“I don’t know what I would do without you either.”

		And the truth was, he did not know. The Marquis had made himself a great leader in the underground world, but his life felt incomplete. Now everything had finally slotted into place. He had managed to further insulate himself from his role at the head of the Syndicate while also finding happiness alongside a truly remarkable woman.

		When the pair finally stepped into the ballroom, all eyes were on the happy couple. Everyone was impressed with Sandi, especially with her figure. But then again, she was not the only bimbo at the party. Dr. Stanley’s work was evident all around the room, among Syndicate bimbos and other guests. But there were few doubts that Sandi was the doctor’s best work yet. She practically glowed. But as much as they enjoyed their night of drinks, dancing, and conversation, both Sandi and the Marquis were looking forward to the moment when they could escape back upstairs for a proper fucking. After all, there was a reason Sandi had chosen not to wear panties. It was a good night for all involved, but especially for Sandi and the Marquis, as all nights going forward would be. Bimbos really did make the world a better place, even in the criminal underworld.
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