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I adjusted the monitor angle for the third time, making damn sure no one could see what I was watching. The department’s ancient Dell computer wheezed and stuttered as the video buffered, but I wasn’t about to complain—not when four glistening bodies were about to converge on the petite brunette sprawled across that king-sized bed. My pants tightened as the first guy positioned himself between her legs, his considerable endowment aimed like a guided missile. I’d seen this one before, but some classics deserved multiple viewings.

The brunette moaned as the first cock slid inside her, her back arching in a practiced display of ecstasy. The camera panned across her face—mascara running, lips parted in a perfect O—before cutting to a wide shot of the action. Guy number two, a bald tank with tribal tattoos wrapping his biceps, knelt by her head, guiding himself into her mouth while she stroked guys three and four with both hands.

“Fuck yeah,” I muttered, adjusting my growing hard-on beneath the desk. My finger hovered over the volume button, tempted to hear those delicious sounds, but even I wasn’t that stupid. Instead, I leaned closer, watching as the brunette took all four men in a choreographed dance of flesh that had my pulse racing.

The video cut to a close-up as the first guy pulled out, his dick glistening with her juices before the camera panned to show him positioning at her other, tighter entrance. Her eyes widened, a mix of apprehension and excitement that sent blood rushing to my groin. Just as he was about to push in—

“DETECTIVE STEVENS! CAPTAIN’S OFFICE! NOW!”

The shrill voice of Marge, the captain’s secretary, shattered my concentration like a brick through glass. I jumped, knocking my coffee mug into my lap, the lukewarm liquid seeping through my pants in an unfortunate location.

“Son of a bitch,” I hissed, slamming the monitor face down and fumbling with Alt+Tab to switch screens. The porn disappeared, replaced by a half-finished report on a convenience store robbery that I’d been “working on” for the past hour.

Marge stood at the entrance to the bullpen, arms crossed over her ample chest, glasses perched on her nose like a disapproving schoolteacher. “Today, Detective,” she called, turning on her sensible heel.

I grabbed a handful of tissues from my desk drawer, dabbing at my crotch in a futile attempt to dry the spreading coffee stain. Great. Now it looked like I’d pissed myself. Perfect fucking timing.

The bullpen was mercifully half-empty, most detectives out working cases or enjoying early lunches. Still, I caught knowing smirks from the few colleagues present as I hurried past, hunching slightly to hide my semi-erection and the damning stain. Officer Rodriguez winked at me as I passed his desk.

“Porn Hub down for maintenance, Stevens?” he whispered with a shit-eating grin.

“Fuck off,” I muttered, flipping him the bird behind my back.

Captain Allen Michaels’ office door stood open, the man himself seated behind his imposing oak desk. Even sitting, he commanded respect—tall, lean, with salt-and-pepper hair cropped close to his scalp. His dark skin contrasted with the crisp white of his shirt, a navy tie knotted perfectly at his throat. Those strict glasses made him look like he could see right through your bullshit.

“Detective Stevens,” he said without looking up from his paperwork. “Close the door and take a seat.”

I did as instructed, trying to position myself to hide the wet spot on my pants. The chair creaked beneath me, betraying my nervousness.

“Sir, if this is about the Hargrove case, I just need another day to—“

“This isn’t about Hargrove.” He removed his glasses, fixing me with that penetrating stare that had made hardened criminals confess out of sheer intimidation. “Though I expect that report on my desk by tomorrow morning.”

“Yes, sir.”

A hint of a smile touched his lips. “Been enjoying some recreational viewing, ‘Porn Star Stevens’?”

My face burned. The nickname had followed me for years, ever since the rookie cop who’d borrowed my personal laptop for a presentation had discovered my extensive collection of bookmarked videos. By the end of the shift, everyone from the janitor to the district attorney knew about Detective Jonathan Stevens’ extracurricular interests.

“Just researching, sir,” I said dryly. “For educational purposes.”

“I’m sure.” He leaned back in his chair. “Your expertise might actually be relevant to our newest assignment.”

A knock at the door interrupted whatever he was about to say next.

“Enter,” Michaels called.

The door swung open to reveal two figures. The first was familiar—Carlos Pena, my occasional partner and full-time pain in the ass. Carlos stepped in with his typical swagger, a coffee in one hand and a bear claw in the other. His muscular frame filled out his button-down shirt in a way that made the female officers constantly find excuses to visit our corner of the bullpen.

But it was the woman behind him who caught and held my attention. She stepped into the office with quiet confidence, her movements precise and measured. Honey-blonde hair was pulled back in a practical ponytail, revealing a face that would have been at home on a magazine cover if not for the determined set of her jaw. She wore standard detective attire—dark slacks and a blue blouse under an open blazer—but somehow managed to make it look tailored. Her body was compact but fit, with curves in all the right places that the professional clothing couldn’t quite hide.

“Ah, perfect timing,” Michaels said. “Detective Stevens, you know Detective Pena, of course.”

Carlos nodded at me, a knowing smirk playing around his lips as his eyes darted to my damp pants. “Johnny boy,” he said, his accent thickening as it always did when he was amused. “Hard at work, I see.”

I resisted the urge to flip him off in front of the captain.

“And this,” Michaels continued, gesturing to the woman, “is Detective Michelle Williams, recently transferred from Vice. Detective Williams, meet Jonathan Stevens, one of our more... experienced detectives.”

Her hand extended toward me, grip firm and confident. “Detective,” she said simply, her voice lower and more melodic than I’d expected.

“Welcome to Homicide,” I replied, suddenly very aware of my coffee-stained pants and the porn I’d been watching minutes earlier. Her eyes betrayed nothing—no judgment, no disgust, not even a hint of the usual disdain female officers showed when they first encountered my reputation.

“Take a seat, all of you,” Michaels instructed, waiting until we’d arranged ourselves before continuing. “I’ve called you here because we have a unique opportunity to take down Bane Hughes.”

The name sent a jolt through the room. Bane Hughes—drug kingpin, suspected murderer, and the slipperiest son of a bitch in the city. We’d been trying to nail him for years, but witnesses had a habit of disappearing or recanting, and evidence mysteriously vanished from lockup.

“We’ve been building a case against Hughes for months,” Michaels continued. “Narcotics has identified his distribution network, Vice has mapped his prostitution ring, and we’ve linked him to at least three homicides, including the execution-style murder of Officer Frank Williams fifteen years ago.”

My eyes darted to Michelle. Williams. The connection clicked into place, and her expressionless face suddenly made perfect sense. This wasn’t just a case for her—it was personal.

“Our CI reports that Hughes is planning a major cocaine shipment next week, using his usual stolen car and prostitute cover. We’ve intercepted communications suggesting he’s looking to recruit new girls for his operation.” Michaels nodded toward Michelle. “Detective Williams has volunteered to go undercover.”

“As a hooker,” Carlos stated flatly, his usual humor absent. “Captain, with all due respect—“

“I’m more than capable, Detective Pena,” Michelle cut in, her tone cool but with steel underneath. “I worked for Vice for three years. I know how to play the part.”

“It’s not about capability,” I found myself saying. “Hughes is dangerous. He’s got a reputation for... testing the merchandise personally before putting it to work.”

“I’m aware of his proclivities,” she replied, meeting my gaze directly. Something flickered in her eyes—determination, maybe, or something darker. “That’s precisely why I’m suited for this assignment.”

Michaels leaned forward. “Here’s the plan. Detective Williams will pose as a prostitute looking to join Hughes’ operation. Detective Stevens, you’ll be her pimp—establishing her credentials and making the initial contact with Hughes’ people.”

I nearly choked. “Sir?”

“Your... unique reputation makes you perfect for the role, Stevens,” Michaels said with the barest hint of amusement. “No one will question a detective with your interests moonlighting in the flesh trade.”

Carlos snorted, earning him a glare from me.

“Both you and Detective Pena will provide surveillance and backup from the abandoned house across from Hughes’ residence. We’ve already secured it and begun setting up equipment.” The captain slid three folders across his desk. “These contain your cover identities, background on Hughes’ operation, and the floor plans for both the surveillance house and Hughes’ compound.”

I flipped open the folder, scanning the first page. My cover identity was as sleazy as expected—Johnny Stone, small-time pimp with a record of assault and drug charges, looking to offload a problematic but profitable girl to a bigger operation.

“Captain,” Carlos interjected, “this is risky. If Hughes suspects anything—“

“He’ll kill her,” Michaels finished bluntly. “Yes. That’s why this operation needs to be airtight. Detective Williams goes in, secures evidence of Hughes’ operation firsthand, and gets out. You two keep her safe and record everything.”

Michelle hadn’t said much, but now she leaned forward. “What about wires? Cameras?”

“Too dangerous for initial contact,” Michaels replied. “Hughes sweeps everyone who enters his house. We’ll use long-range surveillance equipment from the stakeout location. Once you’re established, we’ll figure out how to get recording devices inside.”

“And if things go south?” I asked, unable to keep the concern from my voice.

“Then you extract her immediately, regardless of whether we’ve secured enough evidence.” Michaels’ tone left no room for argument. “Detective Williams’ safety is the priority here.”

I glanced at Michelle, expecting to see apprehension, but her face remained impassive, determined. Carlos, on the other hand, looked as uncomfortable as I felt.

“Captain,” Carlos began again, “maybe we should consider—“

“It’s settled,” Michelle interrupted, her voice firm. “I’m doing this. My father died trying to bring Hughes down. I won’t let his killer walk free another day.”

The room fell silent at her declaration. I studied her profile—the set of her jaw, the intensity in her eyes. This wasn’t just another ambitious cop looking to make a name for herself. This was personal vendetta wrapped in professional duty, and that made her both perfect and dangerous for this assignment.

Michaels nodded solemnly. “You all start tomorrow. Get your covers established, familiarize yourselves with the equipment and locations. Stevens, Pena—I expect you to have the surveillance house ready by noon. Detective Williams will join you afterward to prepare.”

“Yes, sir,” we chorused.

“Dismissed.” He put his glasses back on, returning to his paperwork.

As we filed out of the office, Carlos clapped a hand on my shoulder. “Johnny Stone,” he whispered, his accent thick with amusement. “Perfect name for a porn star pimp, eh?”

“Shut up,” I muttered, but there was no heat behind it. My mind was already racing ahead to tomorrow, to what this assignment would entail. As we reached the bullpen, I snuck another glance at Michelle Williams, who was already heading toward her desk with purposeful strides.

She was beautiful, dangerous, and driven by revenge—a combination that promised nothing but trouble. And somehow, I’d been cast as her pimp and protector.

Just my fucking luck.
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I cursed as I tangled myself in yet another mess of cables, the surveillance equipment spread across the dusty floor of what had once been someone’s bedroom. The abandoned house creaked and groaned around me, paint peeling off the walls in long, yellowed strips like dead skin. Through the horizontal blinds, I could make out Bane Hughes’ lavish residence across the street—all pristine white columns and manicured hedges, the palace of a man who’d built his fortune on other people’s misery. I wiped sweat from my forehead, leaving a smudge of dust across my brow as I tried to sort the video feeds into something resembling order.

“Piece of shit,” I muttered, wrestling with a directional microphone that refused to sync with our recording system. The department‘s budget for surveillance equipment apparently stopped short of purchasing anything manufactured after 2010, and it showed.

The floorboards behind me creaked, and I spun around, instinctively reaching for my weapon.

“Planning to shoot me, Detective?” Michelle Williams stood in the doorway, an amused smile playing at the corners of her mouth. She’d traded her professional attire for jeans and a simple white t-shirt that hugged her frame in ways that made concentrating on electronics suddenly much more difficult.

“Force of habit,” I replied, releasing my grip on the gun. “Didn’t hear you come in.”

“That’s probably because the front door is hanging off its hinges.” She stepped further into the room, surveying the mess I’d made of our surveillance gear. “Need a hand?”

I nodded, grateful for the assistance but also suddenly self-conscious of the sweat stains darkening my shirt and the dust covering my hands and face. Michelle didn’t seem to notice or care as she knelt beside me, picking up one of the cameras.

“This goes on the window facing his driveway, right?” she asked, already moving to the appropriate window without waiting for confirmation.

“Yeah,” I said, watching as she positioned the small device with practiced ease. “You’ve done this before.”

“Told you, three years in Vice.” She secured the camera with a strip of black tape, angling it for maximum coverage. “Spent most of that time watching scumbags through lenses just like these.”

I returned to my tangle of wires, trying to focus on the job rather than the way her shirt rode up slightly as she stretched to adjust the camera, revealing a strip of toned skin above her jeans. “Carlos should be back with supplies soon,” I said, forcing my eyes back to my work. “Hopefully he remembers the essentials.”

“Beer, snacks, and toilet paper?” she asked with a slight smirk.

“The man has his priorities straight.”

We worked in companionable silence for a while, setting up the remaining cameras and microphones, positioning monitors, and establishing our surveillance grid. Michelle moved with efficient precision, anticipating needs before I voiced them, handing me tools before I could ask. By the time we had four camera feeds displaying on our monitors, I’d developed a grudging respect for her technical abilities.

“Not bad,” I admitted, leaning back against the wall to survey our work. “Captain said you transferred from Vice, but you work like you’ve been doing this for years.”

Michelle tucked a loose strand of hair behind her ear, something flashing across her face—pride, maybe, or satisfaction. “My father taught me the basics when I was a teenager. Said if I wanted to follow him into police work, I should understand the tools of the trade.”

“Your father...” I hesitated, remembering the captain’s words from yesterday. “Officer Frank Williams.”

She nodded, her expression growing distant as she stared at the monitors showing Hughes’ mansion. “Fifteen years ago, he led a raid on one of Hughes’ early operations. Someone tipped Hughes off. Dad was the first through the door. Took two shots to the chest, one to the head.”

“I’m sorry,” I said, the words feeling inadequate. “I joined the force twelve years ago. I remember hearing about him—he was a good cop.”

“The best,” she said quietly. She turned from the monitors to face me directly, something fierce burning in her eyes. “You know what the official report said? ‘Officer Williams was killed in the line of duty by person or persons unknown.’ Unknown.” She spat the word. “Even though every cop on the scene knew it was Bane Hughes who pulled the trigger.”

I shifted uncomfortably, not sure what to say. The department had its share of cover-ups and compromises, especially back then when Hughes had half the brass in his pocket.

“No witnesses willing to testify?” I asked, though I already knew the answer.

“One. My father’s partner. He was set to testify, had everything documented.” Her lips pressed into a thin line. “Week before the grand jury, they found him floating in the harbor with his tongue cut out.”

“Jesus.”

“After that, the case went cold. Hughes walked, built his empire, and my mother...” She trailed off, blinking rapidly. “She never recovered. Died three years later—officially heart failure, but really, she died the same day he did.”

The room fell silent except for the soft hum of the surveillance equipment. Outside, a car passed by, momentarily filling the dim room with moving shadows. I studied Michelle’s profile, seeing past the composed exterior to the rage that must have fueled her for fifteen years.

“So this isn’t just another assignment for you,” I said finally. “This is personal.”

She met my eyes directly. “Wouldn’t it be for you?”

I couldn’t argue with that. In her position, I’d probably have done something stupid years ago—confronted Hughes directly, consequences be damned. The fact that she’d channeled her vengeance into a legitimate police career spoke volumes about her self-control.

“The captain knows?” I asked.

“Of course.” A hint of a smile touched her lips. “Why do you think he assigned me? He was a rookie beat cop when my father was killed. He remembers.”

I nodded slowly, pieces falling into place. Michaels was giving her a shot at justice while maintaining plausible deniability if things went south. Smart, but risky as hell.

“Look,” I said, setting aside the cable I’d been untangling, “I get why you’re doing this. But Hughes is dangerous, and not just in the obvious ways. He’s smart, connected, and paranoid. If he even suspects you’re a cop—“

“I know the risks,” she interrupted, her voice steady. “I’ve been preparing for this chance for years.”

“Preparing how?”

She shrugged, turning back to adjust one of the cameras. “Studying him. Learning his habits, his preferences, his business operations. Getting inside his head.” Her fingers tightened around the camera. “I know what he likes, what he responds to.”

Something in her tone made me uneasy. “And what’s that?”

Michelle was silent for a long moment, her back still turned to me. When she finally spoke, her voice was so quiet I had to lean forward to hear.

“Control. Domination.” She turned to face me, her expression clinical, detached. “And anal sex. Specifically, he likes breaking in women who claim to be inexperienced. It’s a power thing for him.”

The room suddenly felt several degrees warmer. I cleared my throat, trying to maintain professional composure. “And you’re... prepared for that?”

Her clinical detachment slipped, just for a moment, revealing uncertainty beneath. “That’s what I wanted to talk to you about, actually.” She moved away from the window, coming to sit cross-legged on the floor near me. “I’m not completely inexperienced, but...”

I waited, sensing her struggle to find the right words.

“I tried it once, in college, with a boyfriend. It didn’t go well.” She spoke matter-of-factly, though a slight flush had crept into her cheeks. “We were drunk, he was too rough, and we gave up after about two minutes.”

“And you’re worried Hughes won’t be as considerate as a drunk college boyfriend?” I said, trying for levity despite my increasingly dry mouth.

She shot me a look. “I’m worried I’ll flinch or tense up at the wrong moment and blow my cover. This operation is too important to fail because I can’t handle something that’s standard practice in his world.”

I stared at her, understanding slowly. “So what are you saying, exactly?”

Michelle met my gaze directly, all pretense of embarrassment gone. “I need practice. Preparation. Someone to show me how to handle it without showing pain or discomfort.”

My brain short-circuited. Surely she wasn’t suggesting...

“And you’re asking me because...?” I managed to say, my voice sounding strained even to my own ears.

“Because you’re the obvious choice.” She gestured vaguely in my direction. “Your reputation precedes you, Detective Porn Star. I assume you’ve got relevant experience in this area?”

I felt my face burning. “Watching and doing are two different things.”

“So you’re saying you don‘t have experience?” A skeptical eyebrow rose.

“I didn’t say that,” I replied quickly, then silently cursed myself for being so transparent. “I just—this is highly irregular, Detective Williams.”

“We’re about to pose as a pimp and his prostitute to infiltrate a drug ring. ‘Irregular’ went out the window at yesterday’s briefing.” She leaned forward, her expression intense. “Look, I’m not asking because I’m attracted to you or looking for a good time. I’m asking because this is what the job requires, and you’re the only person I can trust with this.”

I swallowed hard, my mind racing. On one hand, this was the definition of inappropriate between colleagues. On the other hand, she wasn’t wrong—her success undercover might well depend on her ability to handle Hughes’ proclivities without giving herself away.

“What exactly are you proposing?” I asked carefully.

“Instruction. Practice.” Her voice remained professional, despite the subject matter. “I need to know what to expect, how to prepare, how to... accommodate without discomfort.”

The way she said “accommodate” sent blood rushing south. I shifted uncomfortably, grateful for the dim lighting in the room.

“And when were you thinking this... instruction should take place?”

Michelle glanced at her watch. “Carlos said he’d be at least two hours getting supplies and checking in with the surveillance team downtown. So—“

“Wait, now?” I sputtered.

She shrugged. “Why wait? Unless you need time to... prepare?”

The challenging note in her voice activated something primal in me—a need to prove myself. Before I could formulate a response, however, the distinct sound of the front door slamming echoed through the house, followed by Carlos’s booming voice.

“Honey, I’m home! And I brought provisions!”

Michelle’s expression shifted seamlessly from intimate proposal to professional detachment, the transition so smooth it left me reeling. She stood up, brushing dust from her jeans.

“Perfect timing,” she said, her voice raised for Carlos’s benefit. “We just finished setting up the surveillance grid.”

I remained seated, needing a moment to recalibrate—and to allow my sudden arousal to subside. Carlos appeared in the doorway moments later, arms laden with grocery bags, a shit-eating grin on his face as his eyes darted between Michelle and me.

“Well, well,” he drawled, “the lovebirds have been busy. Equipment all set up?”

“Almost,” I replied, finding my voice. “Just need to test the directional mic once it stops being a piece of shit.”

Carlos dropped the bags on the floor and sauntered over to inspect our work. “Not bad,” he admitted, eyeing the camera feeds. “Though you could get better coverage of the side entrance if you angled this one about twenty degrees east.”

As he adjusted the camera, I finally trusted myself to stand, moving to investigate what supplies he‘d brought. Michelle joined me, kneeling beside the bags and unpacking them methodically—beer, snacks, toilet paper, bottled water, first aid kit, and various other essentials for a potentially lengthy stakeout.

“Did you buy out the whole convenience store?” I asked, eyeing the impressive array of junk food.

“Hey, stakeouts require sustenance,” Carlos defended, abandoning the camera to join us. “And I got the good stuff—none of that generic crap.”

Michelle held up a family-size bag of Cheetos. “Essential police equipment?”

“Absolutely,” Carlos replied with complete seriousness. “Orange fingerprints are a small price to pay for stakeout sanity.”

We spent the next half hour arranging supplies in the kitchen and living room areas, establishing some semblance of habitability in the abandoned house. Carlos kept up a steady stream of banter, seemingly oblivious to the charged atmosphere between Michelle and me. Or perhaps he noticed and was deliberately providing cover, allowing us to regain our equilibrium.

As we worked, I couldn’t help stealing glances at Michelle, wondering if I’d imagined the entire conversation. But occasionally I’d catch her eye, and the look she gave me—direct, unflinching, questioning—confirmed that her proposal stood.

And despite every professional instinct screaming that this was a terrible idea, I found myself considering it. Not just because of the obvious appeal, but because she was right—her safety might well depend on being prepared for whatever Hughes demanded of her.

Carlos clapped his hands together after we’d finished organizing the supplies. “Alright, amigos, kitchen‘s stocked, equipment’s running, and I‘m starving. Who wants pizza? My treat.”

“Sounds good,” Michelle said, gathering up the empty grocery bags. “I‘ll find a trash can for these.”

As she left the room, Carlos sidled up to me, lowering his voice. “So... what were you two really doing before I got here?”

“Setting up equipment,” I replied, too quickly.

“Uh-huh.” He didn’t look convinced. “Just remember, hermano, mixing business and pleasure never ends well. Especially not with this case.”

“Nothing happened,” I insisted.

“Good.” He clapped me on the shoulder. “Let’s keep it that way, yeah? She‘s got enough to worry about without complications.”

I nodded, watching as Michelle returned to the room. She caught my eye briefly, one eyebrow raising in silent question.

I had until tomorrow to decide how to respond.
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I watched Carlos’s taillights disappear down the darkened street, taking with them the buffer of his constant chatter and easy humor. The silence that settled between Michelle and me felt heavier than the humid night air filtering through the broken window frames. She’d barely spoken since our interrupted conversation, but the weight of her proposal hung between us like smoke, impossible to ignore. I turned from the door, mentally preparing myself for what promised to be the longest night of surveillance in police history.

“You think he bought it?” Michelle asked, already heading back upstairs to our makeshift command center.

“Carlos? Yeah. He’s too preoccupied with his hot date to suspect anything,” I replied, following her up the creaking stairs. “He mentioned something about his girlfriend making enchiladas. Man would crawl through broken glass for those.”

Michelle settled into one of the folding chairs we’d positioned in front of the monitors, her eyes already scanning the feeds. “Good. We need the time alone.”

The way she said it—casual yet loaded with implication—sent a rush of heat through my body. I took the chair beside her, deliberately focusing on Hughes’ mansion rather than the curve of her neck where it met her shoulder.

“One bodyguard by the pool house,” I noted, pointing to the third monitor. “And that looks like Hughes’ Monday-night mistress arriving. The redhead.”

“Candice,” Michelle supplied without hesitation. “Twenty-six, former stripper at the Velvet Lounge. Hughes pays her rent at the Parkview Apartments in exchange for weekly visits.”

I shot her a sideways glance. “You weren’t kidding about studying him.”

“I never kid about homework.” Her eyes remained fixed on the screens, but a hint of satisfaction colored her voice. “Especially when it’s a matter of life and death.”

For the next hour, we maintained a professional rhythm—noting movements, logging comings and goings, documenting license plates of visitors. The directional mic occasionally picked up fragments of conversation, but nothing incriminating. Hughes’ security was tight, his operation running with clockwork precision.

By 10 PM, activity at the mansion had slowed to nearly nothing. The bodyguard had moved inside, the redhead was presumably entertaining Hughes in his master suite, and the only movement was the occasional patrol of perimeter guards.

“Nothing’s happening tonight,” Michelle said, stretching her arms above her head. The motion pulled her t-shirt tight across her chest, momentarily outlining the curves of her breasts. “They’re locked down for the evening.”

I forced my eyes back to the monitors. “Typical Tuesday. His major business usually happens Wednesday through Saturday. That’s when we’ll see the real action.”

“Which is exactly why we should use tonight for... preparation.” She swiveled her chair to face me directly. “Have you thought about my proposal?”

The abrupt pivot to our earlier conversation sent my pulse racing. I’d spent the past few hours trying not to think about it, yet unable to think of anything else.

“I have,” I admitted. “And it’s still a terrible idea, professionally speaking.”

“Then let’s not speak professionally.” She stood up, walking to the grimy window that overlooked Hughes’ estate. “Let’s speak practically. I need this, Jonathan. Not for pleasure, but for survival.”

The use of my first name—not “Detective” or “Stevens”—created an immediate intimacy that was impossible to ignore.

“You’re asking me to cross a line,” I said, even as my resistance crumbled like wet cardboard.

“I’m asking you to help me catch the man who murdered my father.” She turned to face me, silhouetted against the window. “Besides, you and I both know you‘ve been thinking about it since I suggested it.”

I couldn‘t deny it. The image of Michelle—cool, professional Michelle—bent over and taking me had haunted my thoughts all afternoon. But that didn’t make it right.

“There are other ways to prepare,” I offered weakly. “Toys, practice on your own—“

“Not the same.” She shook her head. “I need to know what it feels like with a real man. With someone who knows what they’re doing.” A small, sad smile touched her lips. “And if my research is correct, you definitely know what you’re doing.”

“Your research?” I raised an eyebrow.

“Officer Ramirez in Records mentioned your... talents. Said her sister still talks about you.” Michelle’s direct gaze never wavered. “Said you were surprisingly gentle for a man with your appetites.”

Jesus Christ. I knew the department gossip network was efficient, but this was ridiculous.

“Look,” I started, but Michelle was already moving. She walked past me, her hand trailing lightly over my shoulder as she headed for the stairs.

“I‘m going downstairs to the living room,” she said simply. “Join me if you decide to help. If not, I understand. We’ll never speak of it again.”

I sat frozen, listening to her footsteps descending the creaking stairs. My body and mind waged war—the professional detective horrified at the impropriety, the man beneath the badge throbbing with desire. I stared blankly at the monitors, watching Hughes’ mansion as if it might offer some guidance.

“Fuck it,” I muttered after three minutes of useless deliberation. I activated the motion sensors that would alert us to any significant activity at Hughes’ compound, then headed downstairs.

The living room was dimly lit by a single lamp we’d found earlier, casting long shadows across the peeling wallpaper. Michelle stood by a rickety table, her back to me. She’d removed her shoes, and her bare feet contrasted starkly with the filthy hardwood floor.

“I wasn’t sure you’d come,” she said without turning around.

“Neither was I.” I remained in the doorway, still giving myself an escape route.

She looked over her shoulder, her eyes meeting mine. “Last chance to back out, Detective.”

Instead of answering, I closed the distance between us. Standing directly behind her, I placed my hands lightly on her shoulders. “If we do this,” I said quietly, “we do it my way. Slowly. Carefully. And if at any point you want to stop—“

“I won‘t.” She leaned back slightly, her body making the barest contact with mine. “But I appreciate the concern.”

“Rule one,” I continued, my fingers moving to the nape of her neck, “relaxation is everything. The more tense you are, the more it hurts.”

Michelle nodded, her eyes drifting closed as my fingers massaged the tight muscles of her neck and shoulders. I worked silently for a few minutes, feeling her gradually soften under my touch.

“Good,” I murmured. “Now rule two: lubrication. Lots of it. More than you think you need, then double it.”

A small smile played on her lips. “Noted.”

“And rule three,” I said, my voice dropping lower as my hands slid down her back, “preparation. The body needs time to adjust.”

As if taking this as her cue, Michelle reached for the button of her jeans. I stepped back slightly, watching as she undid them and slid them down her legs, revealing a pair of simple black panties that somehow managed to be sexier than any lingerie. She stepped out of the jeans, kicked them aside, and then bent forward over the table, her palms flat on its surface.

“Like this?” she asked, looking back at me over her shoulder.

My mouth went dry at the sight of her bent over, the thin fabric of her panties hugging the curve of her ass. “Yeah,” I managed. “Like that.”

She held my gaze as she reached back with one hand and slowly pulled her panties down, exposing herself inch by tantalizing inch. The sight of her bare ass, perfectly formed and presented for my attention, sent blood rushing to my cock with such force I felt momentarily light-headed.

“Michelle,” I started, uncertainty creeping back in.

“Jonathan,” she replied firmly. “I need this. Show me what to expect.”

That simple request—professional despite our decidedly unprofessional position—was all it took. I dropped to my knees behind her, my hands coming up to cup the smooth globes of her ass. Her skin was warm beneath my palms, softer than I’d imagined during my forbidden fantasies earlier.

“First,” I said, my voice husky with desire, “you need to be thoroughly relaxed and aroused.”

I leaned forward, pressing a kiss to the small of her back, just above the cleft of her ass. She shivered slightly but remained still, her fingers gripping the edge of the table. Slowly, I moved lower, my hands spreading her cheeks gently as my mouth explored the sensitive skin. When my tongue made first contact with her tight hole, she gasped softly.

“Relax,” I reminded her, before returning to my task with renewed focus.

I worked her opening with deliberate patience, alternating between firm pressure and soft, teasing circles. Her breathing quickened, her body gradually yielding to my ministrations. I felt a surge of masculine pride when her first moan escaped, low and surprised, as if she hadn’t expected the sensation to be pleasurable.

“That’s it,” I encouraged, pausing briefly. “The key is to associate the area with pleasure, not fear or discomfort.”

“It feels... different,” she admitted. “But good.”

I smiled against her skin. “It gets better.”

I shifted my attention lower, my tongue sliding along her slit, tasting the evidence of her arousal. Her sharp intake of breath told me all I needed to know—she was enjoying this far more than she’d anticipated. I dipped my tongue inside her pussy, gathering her wetness before returning to her asshole, using her own juices as additional lubrication.

“Oh God,” she whispered, her hips moving subtly back against my face.

I alternated between her holes, my hands gripping her thighs to steady her increasingly restless movements. The taste of her—clean, slightly sweet, undeniably feminine—flooded my senses, driving my own arousal to painful levels. I reached down to adjust myself through my jeans, the pressure becoming unbearable.

After several minutes of thorough attention, I felt her opening start to relax and yield. I pulled back slightly, replacing my tongue with a moistened finger, applying gentle pressure without penetrating.

“Feel that?” I asked. “How it’s starting to give way naturally?”

She nodded, her forehead now resting on her forearm, blonde hair spilling onto the dusty table.

“That’s what you want,” I continued, my voice clinical despite my raging hard-on. “Your body accepts rather than fighting.”

I worked my finger in slow, gentle circles, gradually increasing pressure until the tight ring of muscle accepted the tip of my finger. Michelle hissed, tensing momentarily.

“Breathe,” I instructed. “Push out slightly, like you’re... well, you know. It counteracts the natural instinct to clench.”

She followed my direction, and my finger slid deeper inside her. I held still, allowing her body to adjust to the intrusion.

“That’s... not as bad as I expected,” she said after a moment, her voice slightly strained but steady.

“We‘ve barely started,” I replied, slowly withdrawing before adding more of her natural lubrication and pressing back in with two fingers. “But you‘re doing well.”

The preparation continued, my fingers working her open with patient persistence while my other hand occasionally dipped between her legs, stroking her clit or dipping into her pussy to gather more moisture. Her responsiveness surprised and delighted me—each touch drawing a new sound or reaction, her body becoming increasingly pliant under my hands.

When I judged her ready, I stood up, my knees protesting after so long on the hard floor. Michelle remained bent over the table, her ass glistening with saliva and her own juices, her opening visibly more relaxed.

“Now?” she asked, a mix of apprehension and arousal in her voice.

I unbuckled my belt, the sound loud in the quiet room. “Now we see how you handle the real thing.”

She looked back at me as I unzipped my pants, freeing my painfully hard cock. Her eyes widened slightly at the sight, and for a moment I worried she might reconsider. Instead, she straightened up and turned around.

“Let me help,” she offered, reaching for me.

I caught her wrist, stopping her. “Not necessary,” I said, my voice rough with need. “If you touch me right now, this will be over before it begins. I’m already too close.”

A flash of feminine satisfaction crossed her face, quickly replaced by determination as she turned back around and resumed her position over the table. “Then let’s not waste time.”

I positioned myself behind her, guiding the head of my cock to her prepared opening. “Remember to breathe,” I reminded her. “And push out as I push in.”

She nodded, bracing herself. I applied steady pressure, watching with fascination as her body gradually yielded, accepting the tip of my cock. Michelle let out a harsh breath but didn’t flinch or pull away.

“Good,” I encouraged, holding still to let her adjust. “How does it feel?”

“Full,” she gasped. “And... intense. But not painful, exactly.”

“That’s the goal.” I placed a steadying hand on her hip, the other on the small of her back. “We‘ll go slow.”

Inch by agonizing inch, I worked myself deeper into her tight channel, pausing whenever I felt resistance. The sensation was overwhelming—the tight, hot grip of her body around me, the visual of my cock disappearing into her ass, the small sounds escaping her lips with each tiny thrust.

“Fuck,” I groaned as I finally seated half my length inside her. “You‘re doing amazingly well.”

Her answer was a muffled moan, her face pressed against her arm. I began to withdraw slowly, then push back in, establishing a gentle rhythm. The sight of my cock sliding in and out of her was hypnotic, pushing me dangerously close to the edge despite my best efforts at control.

“Touch yourself,” I instructed, my voice strained. “It‘ll help.”

Michelle complied immediately, one hand reaching between her legs to stroke her clit. The effect was instant—her internal muscles relaxed further, allowing me to slide deeper on the next thrust.

“Oh God,” she cried out, her fingers moving faster.

The combination of her tight ass gripping my cock and the knowledge that she was pleasuring herself while I took her this way proved too much for my already tenuous control. I felt the familiar tightening, the gathering pressure at the base of my spine.

“Michelle,” I warned, my hips jerking forward involuntarily. “I can’t—I’m going to—“

“Do it,” she commanded, her voice surprisingly strong. “I need to know what it feels like. All of it.”

Her permission shattered the last of my restraint. I gripped her hips with both hands, driving deeper into her as the first pulse of my orgasm hit. I came with a guttural groan, flooding her with hot spurts as my cock throbbed inside her tight passage. She pushed back against me, taking me fully as I emptied myself, her own fingers still working between her legs.

As the last tremors subsided, I leaned forward, bracing myself with one hand on the table beside her. “Sorry,” I panted. “Didn’t mean to finish so quickly.”

Michelle straightened slowly as I carefully withdrew, my softening cock slipping free with a lewd, wet sound. She turned to face me, her expression a complex mix of satisfaction and something unreadable.

“Don’t apologize,” she said, reaching for her discarded panties. “It was... educational.”

Just like that, the professional veneer slipped back into place. I tucked myself away and fastened my pants, suddenly very aware of what we’d just done.

“You okay?” I asked, watching as she stepped into her jeans.

“Better than okay.” She finished dressing and gave me a small, serious nod. “Thank you, Jonathan. That was exactly what I needed.”

The formality in her tone created an instant distance between us, as if the intimate act we’d just shared had happened between different people altogether. I recognized the defense mechanism—I’d employed it myself after ill-advised encounters—and respected her need for it.

“We should get back to the monitors,” I suggested, accepting the shift back to our professional relationship.

She nodded, already heading for the stairs. I followed a few steps behind, my eyes drawn to the subtle sway of her hips, knowing what lay beneath those jeans in a way I hadn’t an hour ago.

Upstairs, we resumed our positions at the surveillance station, the screens still showing Hughes’ quiet estate. We sat side by side in silence, the only sound the occasional electronic beep of the equipment and our gradually steadying breathing.

“Activity at the front gate,” Michelle noted after several minutes, pointing to the leftmost monitor. “Car leaving—looks like the redhead’s Honda.”

“Already?” I checked my watch. “That was a quick session for Hughes.”

“He likes his Tuesday nights brief,” she replied matter-of-factly. “Saving his energy for his Thursday girl. That’s his favorite.”

I glanced at her, admiring the cool professionalism that had completely replaced any trace of the woman who’d moaned beneath my touch minutes earlier. She was remarkable—focused, determined, and apparently unshakeable.

“You’re going to pull this off,” I said quietly. “Aren’t you?”

Michelle turned to meet my gaze, her eyes hard with the same determination I’d seen in the captain’s office. “I’ve been preparing for this moment for fifteen years, Detective Stevens. Nothing—not even Bane Hughes—is going to stop me from getting justice for my father.”

I believed her. And as we settled in for the long night of surveillance ahead, I realized I’d do whatever it took to help her succeed—no matter how blurred the lines between us had become.
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I watched Michelle adjust her fishnet stockings one last time in the car’s mirror. The transformation was unnerving. Gone was the sharp-eyed colleague I got to know during the last days, replaced by a woman with heavy mascara, blood-red lips, and an outfit that left nothing to the imagination. Her skirt barely covered her ass, and her tits were pushed up high. I shifted uncomfortably in my seat, trying to focus on the job and not how she looked. We were cops playing dangerous roles, and one mistake could get us both killed. Or worse.

“How do I look?” Michelle asked, her voice pitched higher than normal, already slipping into character.

“Like you fuck for money,” I replied honestly. “Which is the point.”

She nodded, satisfied, and dabbed another layer of gloss on her lips.

Carlos’s voice crackled in our earpieces. “You two ready for the show? The boss man‘s car just pulled up to his residence.”

“We’re a go,” I confirmed, starting the unmarked sedan’s engine.

“Hey Stevens,” Carlos chimed in again. “Shouldn’t you be wearing some pink fur coat or something? You know, play the part?”

I rolled my eyes. “Those are just pimps in movies. Real pimps dress like businessmen. Less attention that way.”

Michelle snorted beside me. “He’s right. A real pimp would never dress like that. You’ve been watching too many bad cop shows, Carlos.”

I pulled out onto the street, Michelle beside me in the passenger seat. From his vantage point in the stakeout house, Carlos could see everything happening at Bane’s residence across the street.

“I‘ve got you covered,” he said. “Audio and video are recording. Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do.”

“That leaves us plenty of room,” I muttered, earning a small laugh from Michelle.

As we drove around the block, I couldn’t help glancing at her legs. They were toned, athletic—a cop’s legs—but tonight they belonged to a hooker. My hooker, according to our cover story. I’d spent the last five years avoiding anything remotely inappropriate with female officers, and now here I was, about to pretend this one was my personal property to be sold to the highest bidder.

“You okay with this?” I asked quietly as we approached Bane’s place. “It’s not too late to back out.”

Michelle’s jaw tightened. “That son of a bitch killed my father. I’d walk through fire to put him away.”

I nodded, knowing better than to argue. The house came into view—three stories of nouveau riche excess, with gaudy columns flanking the entrance and a fleet of luxury cars parked in the circular driveway. Two muscled goons in suits stood at the door, hands conspicuously placed to show they were packing heat.

“Showtime,” I said, killing the engine.

Michelle reached over and messed up my hair slightly. “There. Now you look like you just got a blowjob in the car. More authentic.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Thanks for the attention to detail.”

As we approached the front door, I placed my hand on the small of Michelle’s back, letting it slide down to cup her ass possessively. She didn’t flinch. We were both in character now.

“What’s your business?” the larger of the two goons asked, looking us up and down.

“I’m here to see Bane,” I said, keeping my voice casual but firm. “He‘s expecting us. Tell him Johnny’s here with the new girl.”

The goon spoke into a radio clipped to his lapel, then nodded. “Pat them down,” he instructed his partner.

The second man stepped forward, running his hands over my body with professional efficiency. When he turned to Michelle, his touch lingered a bit too long on her perky breasts and between her legs. I fought back the urge to break his fingers. Not because I was jealous, but because no woman—cop or not—deserved to be groped like that.

“She‘s clean,” he said with a smirk. “Except for what she’s selling.”

Michelle giggled, playing her part perfectly. “Baby, I’m never clean,” she cooed, giving the goon a wink.

They led us through a marble-floored foyer and up a winding staircase. The interior of the house reeked of new money—everything was gold-plated, oversized, and chosen for maximum ostentation rather than taste.

Carlos’s voice whispered in my ear. “Looking good so far. Keep it cool.”

We were shown into what appeared to be a study on the second floor. Bane Hughes sat behind a massive desk, chewing gum loudly as he scrolled through something on his phone. He didn’t look up when we entered.

“Sit,” he said simply.

We took the two chairs opposite his desk. I lounged back, legs spread wide in a display of false confidence. Michelle perched on the edge of her seat, crossing her legs to show them off to maximum effect.

Finally, Bane looked up. His eyes went immediately to Michelle, scanning her from top to bottom with the calculated gaze of a man assessing livestock.

“Johnny, right?” he asked, not taking his eyes off Michelle.

“That’s right. We spoke on the phone.”

“And this is the merchandise?” he asked, gesturing to Michelle with his chin.

“This is Crystal,” I said, using the alias we‘d created. “My best girl. Like I said, she’s new to my stable, but she’s a natural.”

“Stand up, honey,” Bane said to Michelle. “Let me see what you’re offering.”

Michelle rose gracefully, turning in a slow circle. Her movements were fluid, practiced—we’d spent hours working on this part. She had to look like she’d been doing this for years.

“Take off the jacket,” Bane instructed.

Without hesitation, Michelle slipped off the fake leather jacket she was wearing, revealing a tight, low-cut top that pushed her breasts together into an impressive cleavage. I watched Bane’s eyes follow the lines of her body, feeling a strange mixture of disgust and arousal that made me hate myself a little.

“How old are you, Crystal?” Bane asked, still chewing his gum.

“Old enough to know what I’m doing,” Michelle answered with a practiced pout. “Young enough to do it all night.”

Bane smirked. “I like that. Johnny here says you’re special. What makes you special, honey?”

Michelle smiled, taking a step closer to his desk. “I don’t have limits. I’ll do anything... and I mean anything. And I never, ever complain.”

“That right?” Bane looked at me. “She any good at sucking cock?”

I nodded, forcing myself to grin like a proud pimp. “Best I’ve ever had. She’s got no gag reflex. Can take it all the way down.”

“Professional deep throat,” Michelle added with a wink.

“And she takes it up her ass, I presume?“ he eyed Michelle’s tight ass.

“Again, she’s a real pro in that,“ I answered quickly, as we had practiced. Michelle just smiled, playing with a strand of hair and looked straight into the gangstar’s eyes.

Bane stood up, revealing his imposing frame. He was tall and broad, with thick arms and a substantial gut. Not fat, exactly—more like a bear. Dangerous. Powerful.

“I’ve got some associates coming into town this weekend,” he said, walking around the desk. “High rollers. They like fresh talent. If you’re as good as Johnny says, you could make a lot of money.”

“She’s worth every penny,” I assured him.

Bane moved directly in front of Michelle, towering over her. She didn’t step back.

“Thing is,” he said, running a finger along her jawline, “I don’t buy anything without testing it first.”

My stomach tightened. We‘d anticipated this might happen, but hoping it wouldn’t. Carlos’s voice came urgently in my ear: “Stay calm. It’s her call.”

Michelle maintained her character perfectly. “Try before you buy?” she asked with a sultry smile. “I’m down for that.”

Bane looked at me. “You got a problem with that, Johnny?”

I shrugged, keeping my face neutral. “She’s a working girl. That’s the business.”

“Good.” Bane turned and called out, “Mike, get in here.”

The door opened and one of the goons from earlier entered. “Yeah, boss?”

“Stand by the door. Make sure we’re not disturbed.” Bane’s eyes never left Michelle as he unzipped his pants. “On your knees, honey.”

Michelle’s eyes flicked to mine for just a millisecond—a cop checking with her partner—before she dropped smoothly to her knees in front of Bane. I shifted in my chair, making a show of watching casually while my insides churned.

“You watching this too, Jonathan?” came the quiet voice in my ear. “She’s really going for it.”

“Shut up,” I subvocalized, barely moving my lips.

Bane pulled out his cock—thick and already half-hard. Michelle stared at it with feigned appreciation.

“Show me what that pretty mouth can do,” Bane demanded, grabbing a fistful of her hair.

Without hesitation, Michelle leaned forward and took him into her mouth. I watched, unable to look away, as my colleague—a decorated detective—sucked the cock of the man who had murdered her father. Her technique was flawless, making me wonder briefly where she’d learned to do this.

Bane groaned, his free hand gripping the edge of his desk as she let his cock deep into her mouth. “Fuck, she’s good,” he said, looking at me. “You trained her well.”

I nodded, forcing a smirk. “Told you.”

The bodyguard by the door was watching openly now, his expression hungry. I lounged deeper in my chair, playing the part of a man accustomed to watching his girls perform.

Michelle worked Bane’s cock like a professional, taking him deep into her throat without gagging, using her hand to stroke what wouldn’t fit in her mouth. Her lipstick was smearing, leaving red streaks along his shaft. The wet, obscene sounds filled the room.

“Take it all,” Bane commanded, pushing her head down harder.

Michelle complied, relaxing her throat to accommodate his full length. Bane’s eyes rolled back, and he began thrusting into her mouth rhythmically.

“Jesus Christ,” Carlos whispered in my ear. “Is she okay?”

I couldn’t respond. My eyes were locked on the scene before me, my body betraying me with an unwanted arousal. I hated myself for it, but I couldn’t deny the effect of watching Michelle—her lips stretched wide, tears forming at the corners of her eyes from the effort, her hand steadying herself against Bane’s thick thigh.

“I’m gonna cum,” Bane announced crudely. “You swallow?”

Michelle nodded as best she could with his cock still in her mouth.

“Good girl,” Bane growled, and then he was cumming, holding her head firmly in place as he emptied himself down her throat. Michelle didn’t flinch or pull away. She took everything he gave her, and when he finally released her hair, she sat back on her heels and looked up at him. With practiced ease, she opened her mouth to show him she had swallowed everything, then licked her lips and smiled.

“Sweet,” she said. “Just like candy.”

Bane laughed, tucking himself back into his pants. “Damn, Johnny. You weren’t lying. She’s a pro.”

“I only deal in quality,” I replied, standing up. My legs felt weak, but I couldn’t show it.

Michelle rose to her feet, smoothing down her skirt and wiping a smudge of lipstick from the corner of her mouth. If she was disgusted or traumatized by what she’d just done, none of it showed on her face.

“So?” I asked Bane. “We have a deal for the weekend?”

Bane nodded, walking back around to sit behind his desk. “Friday night. Eight o’clock. Bring her here—my driver will take you both to where we need to go.” He pulled out a business card and scrawled a number on the back. “This is what she’ll make for the night. Cash.”

I looked at the figure—fifteen thousand dollars—and whistled appreciatively. “She’s worth every cent.”

“She better be,” Bane said, his tone suddenly cold. “If my associates aren’t satisfied, neither of you will leave in one piece. We clear?”

“Crystal clear,” I said, placing a protective hand on Michelle’s shoulder.

“Great.” Bane’s smile returned, all business now. “Mike will show you out.”

As we followed the bodyguard back down the stairs, I kept my arm around Michelle’s waist, playing the role until we were safely outside. Carlos’s voice came through our earpieces again.

“You’re clear. Get back to the car. Now.”

We walked in silence to the unmarked sedan parked down the block. Once inside, Michelle immediately reached for a bottle of water in the center console, rinsing her mouth and spitting out the window.

“You okay?” I asked quietly as I started the engine.

She nodded, her eyes hard. “I’m fine. We’re in.” She took another swig of water, swished, and spat again. “Just doing my job.”

I pulled away from the curb, driving at a casual pace so as not to draw attention. “That was... above and beyond.”

“That was necessary,” she replied flatly. “And now we know the business is happening Friday night.”

I wanted to say more—to acknowledge what she‘d just endured, to ask how she felt about performing a sex act on her father’s killer—but her expression warned me off. Michelle Williams was in mission mode, and nothing would deter her from seeing this through.

“Carlos,” I said instead, knowing he could hear us through the earpieces, “you got all that on tape?”

“Every second,” came his reply. “Including the part where he explicitly mentioned associates and business. This could be it—the deal we’ve been waiting for.”

“Good,” Michelle said, wiping the last traces of Bane’s semen from her lips. “By this time next week, that fucker will be behind bars. And if there’s any justice in the world, he’ll be there for the rest of his miserable life.”

As we drove back toward the precinct, I couldn’t help stealing glances at her profile. She’d debased herself in the most intimate way possible to get close to her target. The question was, how far would she go on Friday night? And would I be able to protect her if things went south?
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I pressed the binoculars harder against my eyes, watching Bane’s men move back and forth across the street. Two days until the big deal with Marcus, and my ass was starting to mold itself to this cheap folding chair we’d been using for the stakeout. Carlos sat beside me, munching on a stale sandwich, his fifth coffee of the day cooling on the table. The small apartment reeked of sweat and takeout, but it gave us the perfect vantage point to document Bane’s operation. I was about to suggest a shift change when the door swung open, and in walked Michelle—my blood instantly rushing south at the sight of her tight jeans—with someone I didn’t expect: Stacy, the neighborhood prostitute whose lips had probably serviced half the criminals we were watching.

“What the fuck?” Carlos nearly choked on his sandwich, scrambling to his feet and dropping his napkin. “Are you crazy? You can’t bring a civilian into a stakeout!”

Michelle closed the door quietly behind them, her eyes meeting mine with that same intensity I’d seen yesterday when I’d bent her over the bathroom sink. My cock twitched at the memory.

“Relax,” Michelle said, her voice steady and professional despite the flush creeping up her neck. “She’s here to help.”

Stacy leaned against the wall, her tight leopard-print dress barely covering her ass, heavy makeup caking her face, and dirty blonde hair falling in waves over her shoulders. Her eyes scanned the room before settling on me with a knowing smirk.

“So this is the famous Jonathan Stevens,” she purred, her gaze dropping to my crotch. “Michelle told me you’ve got talent.”

Carlos’s head whipped toward me, eyes widening. “You two...?”

Michelle cut him off before I could answer. “Listen, I’ve got two days to prepare for this gangbang with Bane and Marcus. I can’t go in there looking like a rookie cop playing dress-up.” She tossed her jacket onto the couch. “Stacy’s going to help me get ready.”

“Help you get ready?” Carlos laughed incredulously. “What, she’s going to give you hooker lessons? This is insane!”

Stacy stepped forward, her high heels clicking on the hardwood floor. “Those men will spot a fake from a mile away. One wrong move and your pretty little colleague here gets a bullet in her head instead of cum on her face.”

I shifted uncomfortably, torn between professional concern and the undeniable arousal building in my groin.

“Michelle,” I started, trying to sound reasonable, “this is beyond protocol—“

“Fuck protocol,” Michelle snapped, her face hardening. “My father’s killer is meeting with Marcus on Friday. I’m going in as one of the party girls, and I’m going to get the evidence we need.”

Carlos paced the small room, rubbing his face. “The captain would shut this down in a heartbeat.”

“That’s why the captain isn’t going to know,” Michelle said, her voice dropping. She looked at Carlos, then at me. “Jon already helped me practice yesterday.”

Carlos froze, his eyes locking onto mine. “You did what?”

The room temperature seemed to spike as Michelle continued calmly, “I needed to know if I could handle anal sex. Bane is notorious for it.”

“And you volunteered, huh?” Carlos’s lips twisted into a half-smirk, half-grimace.

I shrugged, trying to look professional despite the memory of Michelle’s tight asshole gripping my cock making it hard to concentrate. “Someone had to help her prepare.”

“You noble son of a bitch,” Carlos laughed without humor.

Stacy clapped her hands twice, commanding our attention like a teacher in a rowdy classroom. “Alright, boys. Enough chit-chat. Michelle needs to be ready for whatever those animals throw at her Friday night. From what I hear, Bane and Marcus like to share, and they don’t take turns.”

Michelle swallowed visibly but kept her composure. “That’s why you’re here, Carlos. I need to practice taking two men at once.”

Carlos’s eyes nearly bulged out of his head. “No fucking way. I’ve got a girlfriend.”

“And I’ve got a father to avenge,” Michelle countered, stepping closer to him. “Are you telling me your girlfriend would rather see me dead than have you help me prepare for this operation?”

Stacy moved behind Michelle, her hands sliding around to cup Michelle’s small breasts through her shirt. “Look at her. She needs this training more than she’ll admit.”

I watched Carlos’s resistance crumbling as Michelle began unbuttoning her shirt. My own cock was already straining against my jeans, remembering the tight grip of her ass from yesterday.

“Jesus Christ,” Carlos muttered, running a hand through his hair. “If anyone ever finds out about this...”

“They won’t,” Michelle assured him, slipping off her shirt to reveal a simple black bra. Her toned stomach tensed as Stacy’s hands continued to explore her body from behind.

“First lesson,” Stacy announced, unclasping Michelle’s bra with practiced ease, “is how to take two cocks at once without gagging or panicking.”

Michelle’s breasts fell free, her nipples already hardening in the cool air of the apartment. I’d seen them yesterday, of course, but they still made my mouth water—perfectly proportioned to her athletic frame.

“Strip,” Stacy commanded, and I realized she was talking to Carlos and me. “Both of you.”

I didn’t hesitate, pulling my t-shirt over my head and unbuckling my belt. Carlos moved more slowly, clearly still conflicted.

“My girlfriend will fucking kill me,” he muttered, but his hands were already working on his zipper.

Michelle dropped to her knees on the ratty carpet between us, looking up with those determined eyes I’d come to admire. “Consider it part of the job, Carlos.”

“Some job perk,” he snorted, but the bulge in his boxers betrayed his growing excitement.

Within moments, we were both naked, our cocks standing at attention in front of Michelle’s face. Stacy knelt beside her, one hand snaking around to pinch Michelle’s nipple while the other grasped Carlos’s thick shaft.

“Men like Bane don’t warm up to it,” Stacy instructed, guiding Carlos’s cock to Michelle’s lips. “They just take.”

With that, she pushed Carlos forward, his cock sliding into Michelle’s willing mouth. Michelle’s eyes widened momentarily before she adjusted, taking him deeper.

“That’s it,” Stacy encouraged, moving over to grasp my cock. “Now this one.”

She pulled Michelle’s head back, Carlos’s cock slipping out with a wet pop, before guiding me into the warm cavern of her mouth. The sensation was incredible—different from yesterday’s tight confines of her ass, but equally pleasurable.

“Fuck her face,” Stacy commanded, her voice husky with authority. “Don’t be gentle. Bane won’t be.”

I hesitated for a split second before Michelle’s determined gaze met mine. She nodded slightly, giving me permission. I grasped the sides of her head and began thrusting into her mouth, feeling her throat constrict around my cockhead.

“Now switch,” Stacy directed after a minute, and suddenly Carlos was replacing me, his Latino cock disappearing between Michelle’s stretched lips.

We continued this rotation, taking turns fucking Michelle’s face until tears streamed from her eyes and saliva coated her chin. Far from seeming distressed, Michelle grew more enthusiastic, her hands reaching up to stroke whichever cock wasn’t currently occupying her mouth.

“Perfect,” Stacy purred, running her fingers through Michelle’s hair. “Now for the real training. Strip her down, boys.”

We pulled Michelle to her feet, Carlos working on her jeans while I kissed her neck, tasting the salt of her sweat. Her pants slid down her toned legs, revealing simple black panties that matched her discarded bra.

“Such a cop,” Stacy laughed, hooking her thumbs into Michelle’s underwear. “We’ll have to get you some proper slutty lingerie before Friday.”

Michelle’s panties joined the pile of clothes on the floor, leaving her completely naked between us. I couldn’t help but admire her tight body—small, perky breasts, flat stomach, and the neatly trimmed triangle of hair between her legs.

“Time for the spit roast,” Stacy announced, directing Carlos to lie on the couch. “Ride him, Michelle.”

Michelle climbed onto Carlos, straddling his hips as his cock pressed against her entrance. I watched, stroking myself slowly, as she sank down onto him with a gasp.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned, her head falling back as Carlos filled her completely.

“Don’t get too comfortable,” Stacy warned. “Jonathan, get behind her.”

I positioned myself behind Michelle, my cock level with her face as she leaned forward on Carlos’s chest. The position gave me a perfect view of her ass—the same ass I’d claimed yesterday, still slightly reddened from our encounter.

“Take both at once,” Stacy instructed, guiding my cock to Michelle’s lips while she rocked on Carlos.

The sight was incredible—Michelle impaled on Carlos’s cock while taking mine in her mouth, her body creating a bridge between us. Carlos groaned beneath her, his hands gripping her hips as he thrust upward.

“That’s it,” Stacy encouraged, her hand moving between her own legs as she watched. “Fuck her from both ends.”

We found a rhythm, Carlos and I silently coordinating our thrusts so that as he pushed up into her pussy, I pushed deeper into her throat. Michelle moaned around my shaft, the vibrations sending shivers through my spine.

After several minutes of this delicious torture, Stacy slapped Michelle’s ass sharply. “Time for the main event. She needs to learn to take two cocks at once—properly.”

Carlos looked up, his face flushed with exertion. “You mean...?”

“Double penetration,” Stacy confirmed. “Bane and Marcus will expect it, and she needs to know how to handle it without screaming the place down.”

Michelle pulled off my cock, breathing heavily. “I’m ready,” she insisted, though I detected a hint of nervousness in her voice.

Stacy directed us into position—Carlos remaining on his back on the couch, Michelle straddling him again. This time, after Michelle had lowered herself onto Carlos’s cock, Stacy instructed her to lean forward, exposing her ass.

“Have you ever been double-penetrated before?” Stacy asked Michelle, whose face was buried in Carlos’s neck.

“No,” came the muffled reply.

“It’s going to hurt,” Stacy warned, “but that’s why we’re practicing.”

She turned to me, her eyes calculating. “Go slow. Let her adjust.”

I positioned myself behind Michelle, my cock still slick with her saliva. Stacy knelt beside us, watching intently as she reached between Michelle’s legs to feel where Carlos’s cock disappeared inside her.

“Right here,” Stacy directed, her fingers tracing the tight ring of Michelle’s asshole. “She’s still a bit loose from yesterday, but...”

She suddenly spat directly onto Michelle’s asshole, the wet saliva dripping down to where she was joined with Carlos. The sight was so filthy, so primal, that my cock twitched in anticipation.

“More,” Stacy commanded, and I added my own spit to Michelle’s entrance.

With Stacy’s guiding hand, I pressed my cockhead against Michelle’s tight hole. Despite our session yesterday, she was still incredibly tight, especially with Carlos already filling her pussy.

“Push back against him,” Stacy instructed Michelle, who took a deep breath and began to press backward.

The head of my cock popped past the tight ring of muscle, and Michelle hissed in pain, her body tensing.

“Breathe,” Stacy whispered, stroking Michelle’s hair as she held her face. “Just breathe through it.”

Carlos remained perfectly still beneath her, though I could see the strain on his face as he fought the urge to thrust. I pushed forward another inch, feeling the incredible tightness of Michelle’s ass alongside the pressure of Carlos’s cock separated only by a thin wall of flesh.

“Oh god,” Michelle gasped, her eyes squeezed shut. “It’s so much.”

“You can take it,” Stacy encouraged, spitting again onto my shaft where it disappeared into Michelle. “Just like you’ll take it on Friday.”

I continued my slow penetration until I was fully seated inside her, my balls resting against Carlos’s. The three of us remained frozen for a moment, adjusting to the incredible sensation.

“How does it feel?” Stacy asked Michelle, who was breathing in short, sharp gasps.

“Full,” she managed. “So fucking full.”

“Now move,” Stacy commanded. “Slowly at first.”

Carlos and I established a tentative rhythm, one pulling out as the other pushed in. Michelle’s initial pained gasps gradually transformed into moans of pleasure as her body adapted to our dual invasion.

“Yes,” she breathed after a few minutes. “Oh fuck, yes.”

Encouraged by her response, we increased our pace. I gripped her hips tightly, watching in fascination as my cock disappeared into her ass while Carlos’s slid in and out of her pussy. The sight was obscenely erotic—our female colleague, stuffed full of cop cock, preparing herself to take down her father’s killer.

“That’s it,” Stacy purred, her hand working frantically between her own legs as she watched. “Take those cocks like the whore you’re pretending to be.”

I felt Michelle’s entire body shudder as she rode us, the sweat-slicked muscles of her back rippling under my hands. Her cries had started out low and guttural, but as Carlos pistoned up into her and I pushed forward, her moans built to a near-crescendo. The sight of my cock stretching her ass, only inches above Carlos’s buried in her pussy, almost made me dizzy with hunger. It was primal—her body quivering between us, hands gripping for purchase wherever she could find it. Stacy egged us on from the side, her voice a cracked whip of encouragement.

“Don’t you dare stop now,” Stacy barked, her fingers working furiously in her own lap as she watched the obscene show. Her eyes glittered with something like pride, or maybe envy, as she watched Michelle’s body submit to the double assault.

Carlos had his hands wrapped around Michelle’s waist, his knuckles white as he pounded upward, his cock glistening every time he thrust in. His mouth was clamped shut, sweat pouring down his temples, but his gaze never left the place where he and I were joined inside Michelle. Every so often he’d let out an involuntary grunt, like a man being beaten within an inch of his life. I recognized that look—it was the same one I’d had when Michelle’s ass first swallowed me up yesterday.

For my part, every sense was stretched to its limit. I could feel the heat of Michelle’s body, the slickness of her sweat against my chest, the impossible squeeze of her asshole around my cock. The added twist of Stacy’s sideline commentary and her hands on Michelle’s face made it even more intense. It was like being on the world’s filthiest reality show, every second more depraved than the last.

Michelle started to lose control of her breathing, huffing out desperate little gasps every time our cocks bottomed out inside her. Carlos, apparently emboldened by Stacy’s orders, reached around Michelle’s hips and jammed his thumb against her clit. The response was immediate—Michelle arched back, nearly throwing me off balance, and screamed with abandon. She milked us with her muscles, the tight ring of her ass convulsing around my shaft in violent, relentless waves. Her pussy must have been doing the same to Carlos, judging by the way he suddenly tensed and froze, his hands digging even harder into her hips.

The effect was volcanic. Michelle’s whole body tightened, then she exploded in a convulsive spasm, her voice raw and animalistic as she came. The force of her orgasm ripped through me, and I nearly lost it right there, my own climax threatening to detonate. Stacy slapped Michelle’s ass, watching the way her flesh rippled under the impact. “That’s how you do it, rookie,” she crowed, leaning in close so her breath tickled Michelle’s ear. “Now make those pigs cum for you.”

Michelle, her head lolling, managed a feral grin, the sweat and tears streaking her face only making her more beautiful. She didn’t stop moving, grinding her hips and working both of us with the determination of someone chasing a finish line.

Carlos let out a strangled moan, and when I glanced down, the veins in his neck were corded, his lips pulled back in a snarl. His thrusts turned ragged, his feet digging into the couch as he tried to drive even deeper into Michelle’s quivering body. He was fighting it, but I could tell the battle would be over soon.

The whole scene—Michelle’s wild hair flying, my cock plunging in and out of her ass, Carlos’s thick shaft splitting her from below, and Stacy’s hands everywhere—blurred together in a frenzy of sound and sensation.

Even as the aftershocks of Michelle’s orgasm rolled through her, she arched her back and howled again, wringing us both even tighter. I had to grit my teeth, gripping her hips to stop myself from blowing my load right then.

Carlos finally surrendered.

“I’m going to cum,” he groaned, his hips speeding up.

“Me too,” I admitted, feeling the familiar pressure building at the base of my spine.

“Ass to mouth!” Stacy suddenly shouted. “Pull out!”

Following her command, I yanked my cock free from Michelle’s ass just as Carlos slipped out of her pussy. Michelle scrambled to turn around, dropping to her knees between us as we both stood, stroking ourselves frantically.

“Open,” Stacy demanded, grabbing Michelle’s hair and pulling her head back.

It was Carlos who broke first—his whole body seizing up beneath Michelle, fingers digging so hard into her hips that I thought he’d leave permanent imprints. He let out a guttural, almost inhuman groan as his cock jerked inside her, and I felt the tremor of it through the thin membrane separating us. Michelle’s eyes flew open, her hands bracing on Carlos’s chest, and she whimpered as she felt him flood her. The primal, animal heat of it—knowing she was getting filled from both ends—pushed me right to the brink.

Stacy, still clutching Michelle’s hair, yanked her head back at the perfect moment. “Now!” she barked, and Carlos slid free, his cock glistening and pulsing as it slapped up against Michelle’s lips. Stacy shoved Michelle forward, and the girl latched on greedily, milking every last drop from Carlos’s shaft. He shivered, his legs twitching as he emptied himself down her throat.

But I wasn’t finished. The sight of Michelle servicing Carlos, her cheeks hollowed and streaked with spit, made my own release hit with all the force of a shotgun blast. I pulled out, just as instructed, and aimed at her mouth. Stacy guided my cock between Michelle’s lips, her hand squeezing the base as if directing traffic. “Give her everything,” Stacy hissed, eyes wild. “She needs to learn to swallow it all.”

I didn’t disappoint. I came in thick, savage bursts, the pressure so intense I felt my knees buckle. Michelle gagged a little but kept her mouth open, determined to take every last drop. The first volley splattered her tongue, the second coated her teeth, and the third overflowed, mixing with Carlos’s cum already pooling in her cheeks. Michelle made a show of it, eyes rolling up, her throat working furiously to gulp us both down. Slime and spit and cum dripped from the corners of her mouth, and she never looked away from our faces.

Stacy was right there, hands on Michelle’s jaw, massaging her throat to make her swallow faster. “Don’t be shy,” she purred, almost affectionate now. “You’re going to be the best whore in the city if you keep this up.”

The obscene cocktail of Carlos’s and my cum filled Michelle’s mouth until she could barely close her lips. She looked up at me, eyes shining with humiliation and pride, cum stringing from her chin to her breasts. She never wiped it away. Stacy finally let go, and Michelle, still kneeling, opened her mouth to show us she’d done the job—her tongue coated in white, the taste probably burning in the back of her throat.

Michelle knelt there, her mouth open, filled with our combined seed, looking up at us with determined eyes.

Michelle knelt there, her mouth open, filled with our combined seed, looking up at us with determined eyes.

“Swallow it,” Stacy commanded. “All of it.”

Without hesitation, Michelle closed her mouth and swallowed, her throat working to take down our cum. When finished, she opened her mouth again, sticking out her tongue to prove she’d consumed every drop.

“Good girl,” Stacy approved, patting Michelle’s cheek. “You might just survive Friday after all.”

Carlos collapsed back onto the couch, his spent cock lying against his thigh. “Jesus Christ,” he muttered, reaching for his discarded boxers. “If my girlfriend ever finds out about this...”

I helped Michelle to her feet, noting the mixture of determination and satisfaction on her face. Despite what we’d just done—or perhaps because of it—I felt a renewed respect for her dedication.

“You okay?” I asked quietly as she began collecting her clothes.

Michelle nodded, her professional demeanor returning despite her nakedness. “Better prepared, anyway.” She glanced back at the window, where the binoculars still pointed at Bane’s operation across the street. “Two days until we take that bastard down.”

Stacy straightened her dress, looking satisfied with her teaching. “I’ll come back tomorrow for round two. There’s still more she needs to learn before Friday.”

As they headed for the door, Carlos and I exchanged a look that said everything words couldn’t—we’d crossed a line today, but for Michelle, for justice, it seemed worth it. I returned to my post at the window, binoculars in hand, my body satisfied but my mind already focused on the operation ahead. Two more days of “training” with Michelle, and then the real work would begin.
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The stakeout house was about as anonymous as it gets: two stories of peeling aluminum siding and plywood boards, a fine powder of dust on every flat surface, and a view through battered venetian blinds that made it easy to spy on anyone across the street. Which is exactly what we were there to do. We had a mattress on the floor, a stack of ancient porno mags in the corner for “cover,” and a powerful sense of mutual disgust. Classic vice squad.

Michelle was by the front window with the spotter’s glass pressed to her face. Her hair was in a tight ponytail, body wound up and humming, and she never let her eyes leave the three-story house across the street—Bane Hughes’s so-called “residency.” You had to hand it to Bane: the place looked more like a tech CEO’s coke den than a mob boss’s crash pad. There were three new European sedans parked out front every day, and a parade of white-collar shitbirds coming and going at all hours.

“What’s he doing now?” I asked, pulling a stale donut from the box on the coffee table. Most of it collapsed in my hand; I tossed it and reached for my flask instead.

“Nothing. Guy’s been in the front room for a half hour. Maybe watching porn,” Michelle said. She adjusted the focus, nose wrinkling. “Or maybe he just likes to look at himself.”

Carlos leaned in from the kitchen, waving his phone. “Stacy says five minutes. Also, she says we’ll need towels.”

Michelle arched one eyebrow. “Is she planning to make a mess?”

“You know her,” Carlos grunted. “She says she’s got new material for your ‘training.’”

“Jesus,” I muttered, and wiped powdered sugar off my chin with the back of my hand. “You sure you wanna go through with this?”

Michelle didn’t answer, just kept watching the house.

It was close to 8 p.m. by then. Bane’s house was glowing on all three levels—some kind of party. You could hear the bassline thumping across the street, mixed with occasional yelps and glass breaking. So far, Bane hadn’t left the front room. Two guys in sports coats had rotated through the porch twice, always checking their phones and flicking cigarette butts into the azaleas.

The feeling hit me first: that static, all-the-hairs-on-your-neck moment that tells you something’s off. I was about to say something when Michelle tensed, let out a low hiss, and jerked her chin at the window.

“Guy coming out the side,” she murmured. “Not one of the regulars.”

Carlos lumbered over, his hand going unconsciously to his sidearm. Michelle kept up her patter: “Not a runner. Head’s on a swivel. Looks like—“

“Security,” I said. “Looks like security.”

The guy took two steps off Bane’s front porch and stopped. He was lean, all muscle, with a fresh buzz cut and a tight windbreaker. He didn’t walk so much as glide, and he checked every shadow as he circled the perimeter. When he crossed the street, I felt my stomach do a neat little somersault.

“Don’t move,” I said to the others. “Don’t even... fucking... breathe.”

The three of us froze, each doing our own cop voodoo to blend into the squalor. Outside, the guy paused in the overgrown bushes, his breath fogging in the evening chill. He eyed the house, and I could feel him thinking, calculating.

“Shit, he’s coming up the walk,” Michelle whispered.

Carlos ducked into the kitchen, found a pipe wrench, and pressed himself behind the refrigerator.

“Lights out,” I said, and killed the lone bulb in the front room.

We waited in pitch black, listening to the slow, measured footfalls on the rotting porch boards. Every creak sounded like a gunshot. Michelle’s hand was tight on my forearm, her nails digging in, but she didn’t even twitch when the front doorknob rattled—once, twice, then a long, slow twist.

The door held. We’d reinforced the strike plate two days ago. Silence followed, punctuated by the faint scrape of a gloved hand against the siding.

“He’s looking in the window,” Michelle mouthed.

I could see the faint shimmer of his head, the ghostly pale of his face in the window. His eyes flickered left, right. He ducked and tried the next window, then the next, working his way around the side of the house. In the kitchen, Carlos’s breath sounded like a freight train. I held mine, picturing my service weapon in my right hand even though it was across the room in my duffel.

The footsteps faded as the guy circled the backyard. We waited a full two minutes before anyone moved.

“He’s gone,” Michelle said finally. I felt the adrenaline let go in a sharp, almost painful rush.

Carlos crept out from the kitchen, eyes wide, pipe wrench still in his mitt. “That was close.”

“I hope his suspicions are gone for good,” I said, and headed for the hallway. I’d just reached the bottom of the stairs when I heard a new noise: the high, ratty bark of a cheap muffler coming up the block.

I peeked out the side window and nearly laughed in relief. “Stacy’s here,” I called out. “Right on cue.”

Carlos exhaled, tension draining from his slab of a face. “What’d I tell you? Chick has a sixth sense.”

“She’s got something,” I muttered.

Stacy parked her shitty Hyundai right at the curb and got out, hips swinging in a skirt that looked like it’d been painted on. Her hair was dirty blonde and wild, high heels neon green. She carried a huge, beat-up tote bag that looked heavy enough to have a body in it.

Michelle rolled her eyes, but even she cracked a grin. “Showtime,” she said, and let Stacy in.

“Jesus, it’s dark in here!” Stacy announced, shaking snowflakes off her coat and blowing into her hands. “You guys trying to make a move or just get murdered in your sleep?”

Carlos grinned, wide and goofy. “Trying to keep a low profile.”

“You want low profile, you get rid of that pineapple air freshener in the shitter. Makes the whole block smell like a Tijuana motel.”

“You’re late,” Michelle said.

Stacy batted her lashes. “Gotta keep the pigs guessing, honey. You ready for your lesson?”

Michelle’s lips were tight. “Bring it.”

Stacy grinned like a wolf. She dumped her tote bag on the mattress and pulled out an armload of what looked like latex and leather—gleaming, skin-tight, studded with metal D-rings and little patches of fake fur.

“Lesson one,” she said, shaking out a black-and-white catsuit. “If you wanna walk the walk, you gotta learn the outfits. Put this on.”

“Right now?”

“No, next Tuesday,” Stacy said, deadpan. “Yeah, right now. Lose the jeans, strip down, and suit up.”

Michelle hesitated, just for a second, and then started to unbutton her shirt. Her hands were steady, but her jaw was clenched tight enough to crack a tooth. She shrugged off her blouse, then her jeans, leaving only the plain black sports bra and regulation panties.

“Damn, you got a tight little body for a cop,” Stacy said, eyeing Michelle up and down. “But you’re gonna look like an even better whore in this.” She handed over the catsuit and a pair of shiny black heels.

Michelle didn’t blink. She slid the latex on, hissing as the cold material touched her bare skin. Stacy helped her pull it up, tugging the zipper until it rode high between Michelle’s ass cheeks. The outfit covered her from neck to wrist and ankle, but the cutouts at her hips and chest left nothing to the imagination.

Carlos’s eyes bugged out. “Damn, Michelle. Didn’t know you could look like that.”

She shot him a glare. “Shut it, Carlos, or I’ll show you what this heel looks like up your ass.”

“Promises, promises,” he rumbled.

Stacy stepped back, admiring her handiwork. “Not bad. But it needs accessories.”

She fished out a headband with cat ears, a collar with a steel tag, and a pair of patent-leather gloves with little pink pads sewn into the palms. She did it all up: ears in place, collar buckled tight, gloves slipped on. The final touch was a leash, which Stacy clipped to Michelle’s collar and handed the end to me.

“Lesson two,” Stacy said, her voice turning clinical. “Obedience. You wanna get into Bane’s inner circle, you gotta act like the kind of whore those guys want. On your knees.”

Michelle dropped without hesitation, fixing her eyes on me.

“Crawl,” Stacy ordered. “You’re a cat now, remember?”

Michelle slunk across the filthy carpet, moving slow and deliberate, every muscle taut. She reached my feet and paused.

“Meow,” Stacy said, and Michelle meowed. It was humiliating and hot all at once.

“Open,” Stacy said, and Michelle opened her mouth.

I knew what was coming; the last lesson was all tongue and teeth. I unzipped, and Michelle took my cock in her mouth without breaking eye contact. She was good, focused, relentless, and Stacy didn’t let up with the commentary.

“Deeper. Show him what you can do. A little slobber is good. Let it drip.”

Michelle did. She made a mess, spit running down her chin, and I felt myself swell as she gagged and recovered, gagged and recovered.

Stacy prowled around us, narrating everything, building the humiliation. “That’s good, kitten. But you’re not done.”

She turned to Carlos. “You, too, big guy. Let’s see if the kitty can handle a double helping.”

Carlos stepped up, already hard and thick as a beer can. Michelle didn’t hesitate. She worked us both in turn, licking and sucking and bobbing her head, taking us as deep as she could.

Stacy kept stroking her hair, calling her filthy names and pushing her lower.

“Sit down," Stacy hissed to me, nodding to the dirty chair in the corner. “Let’s see if the kitty does what it takes.”

I got the idea: I sat down on the chair and raised my legs towards the ceiling. Stacy pulled Michelle to me by her hair, and pressed her mouth to my ass. My young colleague hesitated, just for a split second, and then she went at it—licking, probing, tongue working my rim until my knees buckled. I grabbed the back of her head and made sure she pushed her tiny tongue in my back door really deep.

Stacy’s laughter was vicious, echoing off the buckling drywall and curling up the back of my neck like a whip. “That’s how you do it! Now that’s a real working girl, gentlemen!” She prowled the room, her heels punching holes in the rug, while Michelle stayed bent at my ass, tongue painting slow, humiliating circles into my skin.

Carlos was next, and Stacy knew it. She hitched her chin at him, and he scrambled off the counter, shoving his pants down so fast he nearly tripped. His ass was bigger than mine—muscled, hairy, and pale except for a spray-painted tattoo of a luchador mask on his left cheek. He knelt on the sofa, hands clutching the armrest, and waggled his ass for Michelle like he wanted a plug the size of a traffic cone.

“Don’t leave me hanging,” he called, voice high and eager. Stacy snorted and yanked Michelle away from me so hard she nearly toppled. She gripped Michelle’s hair tight, steering her straight to Carlos’s mooning backside, and spread his ass cheeks until I could see the pulse of his hole. I’d expected Michelle to balk—a shudder, maybe a curse—but her only hesitation was a microsecond’s glance at me and Stacy. Then she dived in, tongue already out and glistening.

Carlos moaned the moment she touched down, a guttural, animal sound. “Fucking hell, Chief, she’s a goddamn vacuum.” He smashed his face into the cushions, grinding back against Michelle’s face like a dog in heat. I couldn’t help it—I was already hard again, the latex and the sounds and the messed-up thrill of watching Michelle, the department’s pitbull, tongue-bath my partner’s ass while Stacy taunted her like a drill sergeant.

“Come on, kitty,” Stacy cooed, stroking Michelle’s head like a pet. “Get in there. Lick him clean.”

Michelle went at it, nose buried, tongue working Carlos’s rim with slow, deliberate flicks. She grabbed his hips for leverage, pulling his cheeks wider, and I saw her lips moving, heard the messy wet sounds as she lapped and probed. Carlos writhed, hips pumping, and every few seconds he’d let out a hoarse, “Shit, shit, shit,” like he couldn’t believe what was happening. I wanted to look away, but I couldn’t.

Stacy kept up the running commentary. “That’s it, little slut, show the men how much you love your new job. You taste your partner’s ass and you thank him for the privilege.”

Michelle’s voice was muffled but clear enough: “Thank you, Carlos.”

He barked a laugh, then moaned again as Michelle stuffed her tongue in deeper. His hands scrabbled at the sofa, and when I caught her eye, there was something wild in it—defiance, shame, and something like hunger.

Stacy noticed, too. “You like this, don’t you, Michelle?” she purred, close enough that her breath stirred Michelle’s hair. “You like being on your knees for your boys.”

Michelle didn’t answer, but her face was pink and sweaty, and she kept at it, relentless. Carlos started to shake—his whole body trembled, and I realized he was close to coming just from Michelle eating his ass.

“Time for the finale, boys,” Stacy shouted, voice sharp as broken glass. She reached into her tote and pulled out a gleaming stainless steel dog bowl, the kind you’d buy for a mastiff. She plunked it on the floor with a clang, right by Michelle’s knees.

Michelle pulled back, breathing hard. “What—?”

“Open wide, kitten,” Stacy said, grabbing her by the collar and yanking her upright. “You’re gonna catch a double helping.”

She turned to me first. “You too, Johnny. Let’s see you fill her bowl.”

My heart was pounding, half fear, half sick anticipation. I walked over, cock out, and aimed it at Michelle’s mouth. Stacy pushed her head back, forcing her lips into an O, and I stroked myself, slow, watching Michelle’s eyes roll up as the tension built. When I came, it hit hard—a torrent that spattered her tongue, her chin, then spooled down into the bowl with a wet, obscene splatter.

Stacy whooped, “Good boy!” and wiped the tip of my cock across Michelle’s cheek, collecting stray drops and smearing them down to her collar. “Don’t swallow,” she ordered. “Not yet.”

Carlos was next, and he didn’t waste time. He lumbered over, cock in hand, and jerked himself over Michelle’s slack, drooling face. He lasted maybe a minute, then exploded—long, sticky arcs that painted Michelle’s nose and lips before stringing out into the bowl. The mess was spectacular: streaks of white and froth smeared across Michelle’s face and pooling in the dented metal.

Michelle knelt there, panting, mouth still open, spit and cum running down her throat in a slow, viscous trickle.

Carlos wiped his brow and grinned. “That’s a damn good kitten, right there.”

Stacy leaned in, eyes bright with satisfaction. She cupped Michelle’s chin, holding her head steady, and said, “Not done yet, sweetie.”

She nudged the bowl under Michelle’s nose. “Lick. Every drop.”

Michelle dropped her tongue into the white mess, lapping it up, cleaning the bowl with slow, methodical strokes. Her cheeks burned, but she didn’t look away. When she finished, she sat back on her haunches, face shiny and wet, eyes shining with something between fury and pride.

Stacy scooped a finger through the pearly mess pooled at the bottom of the bowl and smeared it across Michelle’s lips, the gesture both mocking and absurdly tender. “Perfect,” she said, voice syrupy with pride. “You’re ready for the real job.”

Carlos, leaning against the wall and still pulling up his pants, gave a sharp two-fingered whistle. “She’s a natural, Johnny! Hell, I’m scared to know what she’d learn in a week.”

I was still in awe. Michelle sat up on her knees, wiped the back of her hand across her mouth, then pulled the collar off with a single irritated yank. She balled it and tossed it at my chest. “I swear to god, if either of you ever call me kitten outside of this job, I’m going to shank you with my badge.”

“Promises, promises,” Carlos shot back, grinning wide, his teeth still dazzling even in the trash light.

Michelle wouldn’t meet my gaze for a second. Then she did, and it wasn’t the fierce wildcat look she wore at work. It was resigned, a little proud, a little raw. “If this is what it takes to get those dirtbags, I’ll do it,” she said.

Stacy’s eyes glinted like the devil. She flicked Michelle’s cheek with her gloved finger, leaving a streak of white down to her chin. “You’re gonna mop up at Bane’s party. He won’t know what hit him.”

I was still working on getting my jeans up; suddenly, I felt way too naked, both literally and figuratively.

Michelle snorted, but there was a tremor in her voice. “You’re really enjoying this, aren’t you, Stacy?”

“I live for it, honey.” Stacy reached into her tote, pulled out makeup wipes, and tossed them at us. “Clean up and get some sleep. Tomorrow you’re not cops anymore. You’re filth. Convince Bane, and we all go home for good. Blow it, and you’ll be fertilizer in his rose garden.”

Carlos looked at me, then at Michelle, then at the pile of latex, the glistening bowl, and empty food wrappers. “We’re so fucked,” he said, but he was laughing, the crazy bastard.

I handed Michelle a towel. She took it, dabbing her face, then looked at me, dead serious. “Tomorrow, we do this my way. No surprises.”

I nodded. “You got it, partner.”

She held my gaze one more second, then disappeared down the hall to shower off the last of her dignity.

Carlos followed, rubbing his hands together. “I’m gonna sleep like a baby tonight. You want dibs on the couch or the floor?”

“Couch,” I said, and flopped onto it, still faintly smelling Michelle’s perfume and the sickly sweet latex.

Stacy lingered, watching me with that half-smile that said she already knew how tomorrow would go. “You guys did good,” she said, voice softer than I’d ever heard it. “Michelle’s tougher than she looks. She won’t crack.”

“I know,” I said. “But I might.”

She only laughed, then turned away, hips swinging, heels snapping on the filthy linoleum.

I stared at the ceiling, feeling the weight of what we’d just done settle into my bones. The plan was insane, but it was all we had. And if Stacy was right, by tomorrow night, we’d either be heroes or dead.

I pulled the collar from where it had landed, turning it over in my hands. It was cheap fake leather, the tag stamped with a cartoon paw and a phone number. If found, please return to—

I chuckled. Even in hell, the jokes never stopped.

The house was quiet except for the pipes ticking and the occasional creak of someone rolling over. I finally let myself close my eyes. The image that lingered wasn’t the humiliation or the mess, but Michelle’s eyes: clear, burning, and already looking for a way out.

Outside, the party across the street was in full swing.
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Some nights, the city rolled out its best red-light carpet: neon bleeding down slick blacktop, hookers leaning into the cold, and a general sense of expectation floating in the air like a stink. Tonight, the city put on its whorehouse lipstick for Michelle Williams, and my job was to make sure it didn’t bite her head off.

She sat shotgun in my unmarked, already done up like a two-dollar whore with a hard-on for attention: platinum wig sprayed stiff and high, lips painted a bruised raspberry, and some lace number that barely covered the things it was supposed to cover. She kept checking herself in the visor mirror, each time with a little less cop and a little more “Crystal,” her undercover handle for the evening. Even her voice had changed—a bored drawl, tongue lazing over every word, like she was already thinking about her next fix or her next trick, whichever came first.

“You look like you’re ready to blow half the precinct,” I said, trying to crack the tension. My own hands were white-knuckled on the steering wheel.

She shot me a look. “I’m supposed to, right? It’s not a debate club, Jon.” Then she went back to the mirror, adjusting her fake eyelashes. Up close, you could see the nervous tick in her jaw, but otherwise she was pure bad girl, every inch. Somewhere in there was the same rookie who used to quiz me on Miranda rights over donuts, but now she looked like something I’d jerked off to in high school.

“Breathe, Michelle,” I muttered.

She scowled, then smirked. “It’s Crystal, remember? Can’t fuck it up tonight.”

“Yeah. Right.” I wanted to squeeze her hand, but that would be off-script.

We’d been running at Bane Hughes for months—sting after sting, always a step behind. The guy had a talent for smelling a cop at fifty paces. Tonight was different. Tonight, Marcus Myers and his little brother were rolling in from out of state for a heavy coke buy, and Bane wanted entertainment, a fresh face. We needed eyes inside, and Michelle was our best shot. We’d get everything on tape, the whole scumbag party, then bust in and take them down.

I pulled onto the cracked driveway of Bane’s place—three stories of glass, stucco, and neon blue LEDs, right across from our own shitbox stakeout. The front yard was a graveyard of burnt-out cars, lawn gnomes, and beer bottles. I killed the headlights and rolled to a stop.

Michelle took a long drag on her vape pen, let out a breath. “Wish me luck, Daddy.”

I snorted. “If they get handsy, you knee first, then call for backup.”

She grinned, all teeth, and gave me a wink so hard it looked like a tic. Then she got out, tottering on those fuck-me heels like she’d been born in them.

I circled around and followed her to the door, where a gorilla in a tracksuit met us. He did a quick pat-down, took my gun, then ushered us inside.

The living room was a shrine to bad taste—mirrored walls, tiger-striped everything, and a fish tank so big it could drown a grown man. Bane was on the couch with two girls on his lap, a third dancing on the table, topless. He was maybe thirty-five, but looked older, face all angles, jaw heavy, black beard cut short, and thick glasses perched low. He had a habit of chewing gum like it owed him money, and he watched Michelle approach with the hungry, half-crazed eyes of a junkyard dog.

He stood, peeling the girls off like stickers. “Well, shit, Jonny-boy, I didn’t know you ran an escort service on the side.” His voice was high and nasal, but the way he moved—casual, total confidence—told you who was in charge.

I felt Michelle shrink a little beside me, then she did the opposite—sticking her hip out and tossing her hair. “I’m Crystal. You must be Bane.” Her tone was pure honey, with a trace of venom.

He snapped his fingers at the girls on the couch. “Go get this lady a drink. Something clear, with ice.” The girls scattered, and Bane motioned us to follow him upstairs, through a hall plastered with posters of old boxing matches.

He stopped at a balcony overlooking the living room. “I gotta prep some business for later. Your girl, uh, she any good?”

I forced a laugh. “She’s the best. Take her for a test drive if you want.”

He looked at Michelle, eyes drifting over every inch of her, slow and deliberate. “She better be.”

He called over his shoulder for one of the girls to “get Crystal ready,” then turned to me. “You? Go home, jerk off, come back in an hour. I don’t need you hovering.”

“Sure,” I said, jaw clenched. “You got my number.”

He was already walking away, tossing me a casual two-finger salute. The message was clear: get lost. Michelle didn’t look back, just followed the other girls deeper into the house.

I paused at the landing, wanting to say something—anything—to Michelle, but I knew the rules. Play your part. Don’t break cover.

I stomped down the stairs and out into the night, cutting across the dead grass and junker cars to where my own unmarked waited. I slid into the driver’s seat, and only then let my hands shake. For a second I watched the house—shadows moving across the windows, a flicker of blue and red LEDs, the vague silhouette of a woman against glass. Michelle, or one of the girls? Couldn’t tell.

I popped the glove box and pulled out the spare .38 we’d stashed for emergencies, checked the cylinder, and shoved it in my waistband. My phone vibrated. Text from Carlos: “READY WHEN U R.”

I started the car and rolled down the block, cut the lights, and glided to a stop behind the stakeout house—a busted old colonial with the front door nailed shut and half the windows boarded up. We worked the operation from the second floor, where we had a sight line right into Bane’s living room.

Carlos met me at the door, all muscle and mustache, a bottle of Mountain Dew in one hand, a Glock in the other. He grinned. “Thought you’d chicken out and bang the girl yourself.”

I shoved past him. “Fuck off, Pena. She’s got this.”

Upstairs, the surveillance setup looked like something out of a teenager’s wet dream: monitors duct-taped together, wires everywhere, snack wrappers piled up, and a telescope pointed right at Bane’s house. Carlos grabbed a pair of binocs and checked the action.

“Your chica is a natural. Already making friends.”

On the monitor, Michelle/Crystal sat between two of Bane’s regulars, giggling and playing dumb as they tried to impress her with stories about lifting cars and breaking kneecaps. She shot a sly look up at the balcony, where Bane watched everything, arms folded.

Carlos nudged me. “You trust her?”

“More than you,” I said, but that wasn’t totally true. Michelle was new to deep cover, and this was the big leagues. One wrong move and she’d end up in a shallow grave under the pier.

We watched for a while. At one point, Bane called her upstairs, his hand on her lower back. Carlos raised an eyebrow. “Now is when it gets fun.”

I clenched my teeth. “Yeah. Fun.”

We kept eyes on the monitors, making notes, waiting for the moment when the drug deal would go down. Michelle was our inside eyes, our only shot at catching the transfer on video. It felt like hours passed. Carlos paced, checked his piece, peed in a Mountain Dew bottle.

Finally, I saw Bane and Michelle emerge on the balcony. He was grinning, his hand planted right on her ass. She laughed, slapping his hand away, and leaned into his ear to whisper something. He didn’t react, but I could tell: she’d said something important.

I grabbed my walkie. “Bluebird, this is Eagle. You still breathing?”

A pause, then a low, flirty whisper: “Always, Daddy.”

Carlos let out a bark of a laugh. “She’s got more balls than you, Stevens.”

I grinned, despite myself. “Maybe.”

The rest of the night, we watched and waited, guns within reach, hoping Bane didn’t see through the ruse. I couldn’t take my eyes off Michelle—her every move, every smile, every hair toss. She was alone, deep in the lion’s den, and every second felt like borrowed time.

But she was still breathing. And, for tonight, that was enough.
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It wasn’t five minutes before the real muscle rolled in—Marcus and Nigel Myers, big enough to block out the porch light as they squeezed out of a gold Escalade with custom rims. From our vantage upstairs, you could practically smell the testosterone leaking out of the goddamn car.

Carlos zeroed in with the binoculars. “Shit, they brought the kid brother. Should’ve known.”

“Means they’re serious about the deal,” I said, as much to myself as him.

Inside Bane’s place, things had already gotten loose. The volume in the living room spiked, and Michelle—Crystal—was holding court with a couple of Marcus’s lieutenants, her legs crossed high enough to flash the tiniest thong I’d ever seen. She played her role to the hilt: dumb, pretty, and just a touch too eager, like every coke whore I’d ever busted but about ten IQ points higher.

The front door opened, and in strode Marcus: six-six, two-sixty, head shaved to a violent shine and gold teeth winking every time he laughed. Nigel followed, a walking anatomy chart of gym muscle and prison ink, a wolfish grin plastered on his face. Marcus clocked Michelle instantly, nudged his brother, and they both exchanged that look—the one that said, “we’re gonna break this one.”

Carlos gave a low whistle. “She’s gonna get fucking destroyed.”

“Focus on the job,” I snapped, but I couldn’t drag my eyes from the monitors. It was like one of those pay-per-minute cams, except the girl on screen was someone I actually gave a damn about.

The party migrated to the den, with Bane at the head of the pack, arms around both Myers brothers, playing host like he owned the world. Bane raised a glass, called for a toast, and the crowd cheered. I lost sight of Michelle for a second, heart pounding, but then she popped back into frame, already with a drink in each hand.

“Think she’s still sober?” Carlos asked.

“Probably more than any of those fucks,” I muttered. “She’s running the long con.”

On cue, Bane clapped his hands for attention. “Gentlemen,” he shouted, “before we do business, let’s have some fun! I brought in a little appetizer for you.” He jerked a thumb at Michelle, who gave her best innocent smile, looking like she’d wandered into the world’s sleaziest frat party by accident.

The brothers hooted. Nigel licked his lips. “She even Asian? Bane, you know how to treat your boys.”

Michelle was already on it, tottering over on those stilts and sitting right on Marcus’s lap. She squealed as his big hands grabbed her hips. “Ooooh, daddy, buy me a drink first!” she purred, fake-naive and knowing exactly where this was going. The crew exploded in laughter.

Bane made a show of pouring three shots of tequila, then handed two to the Myers brothers and one to Michelle. She downed hers in a single toss, didn’t even blink. Marcus winked at Nigel. “She’s a wildcat.”

They started pawing at her right away, hands going under her skirt, up her top. For a moment I saw Michelle’s eyes dart to the side—maybe to check where the other girls were, maybe just looking for an out—but then she steeled herself, reached down and started unbuckling Marcus’s pants.

“Jesus Christ,” Carlos hissed, one hand squeezing the binoculars so tight I thought the plastic would crack.

On camera, Bane watched with a lazy, almost bored satisfaction, sucking on his gum and keeping one eye on the clock. He’d seen this movie before.

The next five minutes were a porno in slow motion. Michelle worked Marcus’s cock out and stroked it with fake awe, like she’d never seen one that big. She let him slap it across her face, smear pre-cum on her cheek, all while Nigel unzipped and flopped his own beast out. It was obvious now: these guys wanted to DP her, and she played along, even made a show of moaning as they manhandled her into position.

She ended up kneeling on the rug, both cocks shoved in her face, spit and precum streaking her lipstick and the wig starting to come loose. They called her every slur in the book—sushi slut, yellow fever, Oriental whore—and she just opened wider, taking turns deep-throating each one, gagging so loud the room went silent just to listen to it.

I had to force myself not to look away. This was the job, I told myself, but my cock throbbed against my belt. From the way Carlos adjusted himself, I knew I wasn’t alone.

At some point, Marcus fisted her hair and mashed her face against Nigel’s cock. Nigel grunted, then started pumping hard, holding her nose so she couldn’t breathe. Michelle gurgled, tears running, but she kept it up. Finally, she choked, spit up, and both brothers burst out laughing.

Bane clapped. “That’s how you break ’em in! Now let’s see the main event, huh?”

Michelle wiped her mouth, half of her mascara gone, then got up and let Marcus bend her over the arm of the couch. He yanked her thong down, slapped her ass so loud it echoed, then spat on her tight little hole and lined up to fuck her raw. She screamed—at first I thought it was real, but then she looked straight at the fish tank where the camera was, and winked.

Carlos almost dropped the binoculars. “She’s fucking crazy.”

It was a goddamn circus, and Michelle—Crystal—was the ringleader. The moment the Myers brothers had her sandwiched on the couch, every stray junkie and hanger-on in Bane’s house crowded around, hooting and snapping cell phone pics. Someone cranked the music, some sleazy trap anthem about “fucking Asian bitches,” and the air got thick with smoke and sweat and the sharp tang of spilled tequila. I had to remind myself to breathe.

From our hideaway across the street, Carlos tracked every move like he was front row at the AVNs, binocs pressed so tight to his face that his brow left greasy smears on the glass. “Bro, your girl is a fucking legend,” he said—and I couldn’t even argue. Michelle wasn’t just keeping up; she was three steps ahead, putting on a show. She straddled Marcus’s lap and reached back, groping for Nigel, yanking him close with a fistful of his belt. The way she ground her pussy against Marcus’s meat while slapping Nigel’s cock on her tongue—fuck, it was hypnotic, even for a hard-case like me.

It didn’t take long for word to spread through the house. Other girls—Bane’s fleet of bottle-blondes and burnout strippers—filtered in, drawn like moths to the spectacle. They formed a loose circle, some egging Michelle on, others just staring in slack-jawed awe, maybe taking notes for their own shot at the big time. A few of them even joined in, taking turns pouring shots into Michelle’s mouth or stroking Marcus and Nigel while waiting for their moment in the spotlight.

When the Myers brothers finally got the hint that this was an all-you-can-fuck buffet, they got greedy. Marcus, arms like tree trunks, lifted Michelle clean off the couch, spun her around, and shoved her chest-down onto the glass coffee table. It wobbled under the impact, scattering lines of coke and poker chips everywhere, but nobody gave a shit—they were too busy cheering him on. Nigel stepped up behind her, spit in his palm, and drove himself in without hesitation. Michelle arched her back and let out a scream that could’ve been fake, could’ve been real, but it was pure porn gold either way.

I watched her face in the monitor—eyes squeezed shut, lipstick smeared halfway to her chin, but still with that little smirk like she owned these fuckers. She started to crawl forward, legs shaking, but Marcus yanked her back by the hair and shoved his cock between her lips. She gagged, then swallowed him down so deep her nose mashed against his abs. The other girls tossed out lube and condoms, but the brothers didn’t even slow down. It was like they wanted to break her.

The crowd howled, a chorus of “fuck her up!” and “show that gook bitch!” I gritted my teeth so hard my jaw ached. I wanted to tear the whole operation down, charge in there and—

Carlos nudged me. “She’s signaling. Look at her hand.”

Sure enough, Michelle kept her fingers curled into a fist, then flashed three quick taps on the table. The code: all clear, keep rolling. She was still in control. I unclenched, let the adrenaline burn through me, and forced myself to focus.

The DP started in earnest. Marcus and Nigel fell into this primal, piston rhythm, swapping her between mouth and ass, sometimes both at once, their cocks slamming against each other through the thin wall of her pussy. Michelle kept shrieking, playing it up, but her eyes kept darting to the fish tank, checking her angles for the camera. Sometimes the brothers traded, sometimes they doubled up, and when she started to drool and sputter, Marcus just grinned and yanked her head back for more.

The crowd went berserk when both brothers finally lost control. Nigel was first, bellowing like a linebacker and blowing his load so hard it sprayed across her back. Marcus wasn’t far behind—he pulled out and shot a thick, pearly arc all over Michelle’s face, dripping onto the glass table. She milked it for all it was worth, flicking her tongue to catch every drop, then wiped a handful of jizz from her brow and licked it with a flourish.

The room exploded in applause, a few crumpled bills thrown at her feet, as if she was a main event at a strip club. Michelle rolled onto her back, laughed, and let the other girls fuss over her, mopping up the mess with cocktail napkins. “You boys are wild!” she giggled, her voice hoarse but triumphant.

Even Bane looked impressed. He stepped forward, clapped Marcus and Nigel on the shoulders, and barked over the din, “That’s some A-plus pussy, Crystal.” Then, all business, he beckoned the Myers brothers to the kitchen. “Coke’s in the back. Let’s do this.”

Bane was impressed. “That’s some A-plus pussy, Crystal.” Then, businesslike, he beckoned the Myers brothers to the kitchen. “Coke’s in the back. Let’s do this.”

Michelle fixed her wig, swallowed out the last of the jizz as she was expected to do, and tottered after them. On the monitor, I caught a quick flash of her sunglasses. The tiny green LED on the side meant the cam was running—everything was being uploaded to the cloud, just as planned.

In the kitchen, Bane laid out three fat bricks on the table, and Marcus tossed a gym bag full of cash down. They each took turns slicing open a brick, testing the powder, and chattering in low voices. Michelle was watching all this from the corner, with the remains of the cum still drying on her cheek.

“Tell your boss,” Bane said, “it’s a new era in this town. Nobody fucks with me now.”

Bane cackled, then grabbed Michelle’s ass again. “We got more business later, but for now, let’s let the boys celebrate.”

They all headed back to the den, but Michelle lagged behind, slipping into the powder room off the kitchen. I leaned forward, watching her in the small camera view.

She stared at herself in the mirror, breathing heavy. For a second she looked scared, raw, like a lost kid. Then she reached up, tapped the side of the sunglasses three times, and whispered, just loud enough for the mic: “We got them.”

I grabbed the radio. “Eagle to SWAT—move in on my go.”

Carlos was already stuffing clips into his vest. “Told you she could do it, man. But damn.”

We watched as Michelle rejoined the party, still tottering, but her eyes fierce, scanning every exit. Marcus and Nigel wrestled her onto the couch for a second round. Bane lined up shots, laughing, not knowing what was about to hit him.

The blue lights flared down the street. Time to make good on the promise.

“Ready?” I said.

Carlos grinned, chambered a round, and kicked open the stakeout door. “Always. Let’s bust some heads.”

I slung my badge, drew the .38, and barreled down the porch steps, heart pounding, ready for the war that was coming.

Across the street, Michelle braced herself for whatever happened next. She wasn’t scared. Not anymore.

Neither was I.
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There aren’t a lot of standing ovations at the station, unless you count the time Kramarz dropped his entire lunch tray and somehow took out the breakroom coffee maker in the process, or when the chief’s new toupee went flying in front of the mayor at the annual barbecue. So when we drove the battered Crown Vic into the yard and the whole building came alive, it was something. Guys hung out second floor windows, clapping like trained seals. Someone fired up a boombox with the opening riff to “Eye of the Tiger.” I could see from the driver’s seat that even the 911 dispatchers had come outside, mugs held aloft.

Carlos leaned out his window, crowing like he’d just scored the game-winning goal, pumping a fist and yelling in Spanish. Michelle kept her head down, but even she had to bite her lip not to smile. I pulled the car up to the sally port and shifted into park, soaking in the noise, thinking how for once it was nice to be a goddamn hero and not just some mop-bucket cop dragging another junkie through booking.

We got out, each of us physically bruised but glowing with that special kind of pride only given to people who almost died but didn’t. Carlos opened the back door and, with the theatrical flourish of a wrestling referee, hauled out the mob’s number two—battered, cuffed, and trying to look like he didn’t care his fly was open. The applause didn’t let up until we were halfway to the booking desk, and even then, you could hear guys whooping as far as the evidence lockup.

As soon as we cleared holding, the Chief’s secretary intercepted us. “He wants all three of you in his office. Now,” she said, arching an eyebrow at the gash on my chin.

I caught Carlos’s eye, then Michelle’s, and we all fell into step, not talking but moving with a practiced rhythm. She limped slightly—her pantyhose had a hole and a bruise was already purpling on her knee—but she still managed to walk faster than both of us. At the door to the Chief’s suite, we hesitated, all three bunched together like kids outside the principal’s office.

“You knock, Stevens,” Carlos hissed, clearly still high on adrenaline but with the same old stage fright about the big man.

I shrugged and pounded on the frosted glass. Inside, Captain Allen Michaels was pacing behind his desk, his white hair making his skin look even darker than usual. His glasses were perched halfway down his nose, and when he saw us, he didn’t say a word for a full ten seconds. Just stood there, hands on hips, making us stew. He had a real sense of timing, Michaels.

“Sit,” he finally barked, like a gym coach.

We sat. The office always reeked of lemon cleaner and coffee, but today the air felt extra thin. My eyes drifted to the commendation plaques lining the wall, and I wondered which one was next.

“First,” Michaels said, “I should have your damn badges for the kind of shit you pulled out there. Complete disregard for jurisdiction, you ignored direct orders, and you managed to destroy, what, four city vehicles?” His gaze swept to Michelle, and she squared her shoulders, getting ready for the hit. “But second, you did what nobody in this whole city, including me, had the balls to do. You shut down the mob in one night, without a single civilian fatality. That’s a goddamn miracle.”

He drew a slow, rattling breath. His face softened, just a little. “I know you’ve all been through it. I know it meant a lot to you, Williams,” he said, looking at Michelle. “Your father was a good man. He’d be proud.” Michelle’s jaw clenched and unclenched, but she didn’t look away.

“Pena,” the Captain said, turning his attention to Carlos. “If you ever shoot your way out of a situation again without clearing it first, I’ll staple your dick to the locker room wall. But today? You just did a good job. Don’t ever let me catch you slacking off again.” Carlos just grinned, teeth dazzling, his chest puffing out like a goddamn parade float.

“And Stevens,” Michaels said, his stare pinning me like a bug. “You’re not pretty, you’re not polite, and you’re certainly not modest. But for the first time in a long time, I’m glad you work for me.” His mouth almost twitched up into a smile, but then he coughed, turned around, and poured himself three fingers of whiskey from a bottle in his desk.

He held up the glass, sloshing the amber liquid. “You want one?” he asked, gesturing to the bottle.

I nodded, Carlos nodded, and—after a hesitation—Michelle nodded too. He poured for us, then raised his glass. “To the only team I’d trust with my life, even if you make me want to shoot myself sometimes.”

We drank. The whiskey burned but felt clean. There was an awkward moment where none of us quite knew whether to get up or just sit there, and then Carlos broke the silence by standing and pointing at his watch.

“Sorry, jefe, but if I don’t call my lady before she sees the news, she’ll never let me use my balls again,” Carlos said, grinning like a coyote.

Michaels waved him away, then gave us one final nod before sitting heavily behind his desk and starting to dial the DA.

Carlos clapped me on the back as we left. “Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do,” he said, and then looked at Michelle. “Actually, never mind, you’d have to commit a felony just to get up to my level.”

He zipped down the hall, his badge already out, winking at the first uniform he saw. I watched him go, half expecting to hear the sound of him hitting on the desk sergeant before he made it to the parking lot.

Michelle and I stood together in the echoey main hallway, neither of us saying much. She finally ran a hand through her hair, wincing as she hit a knot. “Jesus, what a night,” she said.

I nodded. “I’d offer you a drink, but unless you want rubbing alcohol or what’s left in my trunk flask, you’re out of luck.”

She looked at me, real direct. “How about a coffee?”

The question hit me harder than the whiskey. Not because it was coffee—everyone in the precinct lived on the stuff—but because it felt like she was asking something bigger. Something that might last longer than a mug.

“Sure,” I said. “My treat, since I owe you, what, three dinners and at least a week of houseplants?”

She smirked. “Four. And you have to wear the tie I pick.”

“Deal,” I said, leading her to the ancient vending machine near the holding cells.

We sat on the chipped linoleum bench, our shoulders barely touching. It felt weirdly intimate, the fluorescent lighting making her eyes look almost gray instead of blue. I wanted to say something suave, but my tongue was as numb as my knuckles.

She saved me. “You think the Chief’s going to go through with the commendation?”

“Knowing him, he’ll file it under ‘miscellaneous heroic bullshit’ and forget to tell us until the mayor needs a photo op.”

She chuckled, her face relaxing for the first time since we’d met.

There was silence then, but not the bad kind. Just two people sitting, breathing, feeling everything start to settle. I could hear the distant roar of Carlos’s laugh down the hall, and for the first time in a year, I felt like maybe, just maybe, things would work out. Or at least, they’d be interesting.

After a while, Michelle nudged me. “You gonna ask me out, or am I going to have to book you for being a pussy?”

I almost snorted hot coffee through my nose. “Detective Williams, would you do me the honor of letting me take you somewhere that isn’t crawling with felons?”

She shook her head, but she was smiling. “You’re a terrible date, Stevens.”

“I’ll work on it.”

She held my gaze for a beat too long, then stood. “Good. I’ll see you tomorrow. Wear something clean for once.”

“Copy that.”

She strode off, limping only a little, and I watched until she was gone. My coffee was already cold, but I finished it anyway. The station was still noisy, still alive, and I figured I’d stick around for a while. Maybe call my own mom. Maybe finally learn to enjoy being a hero.

But probably not.
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/**
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/**
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