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		“O h yes,” Kiki moaned as my tongue darted across her clit. She took a moment of pause before she resumed licking my pussy. She had a talented tongue and I was very much enjoying her ministrations as we ate each other out. “Lydia, your tongue feels so good in my little cunny.”

		I almost wanted to laugh at Kiki’s choice of words. There was no doubt in my mind that she was a bimbo. Usually I didn’t go for the dumb blondes I came across, but there was something about Kiki that seemed endearing. And, at the very least, she was hot as fuck. With the big tits, the narrow waist, the plump ass and thick lips, I was expecting her to prefer men, but walking into a lesbian bar made her preferences known.

		I had been sitting at the bar, slowly working my way through a flight of beers, when Kiki sat down beside me. She set into the seduction straightaway.

		“I love your eyes,” she said, although sounding a little drunk.

		That was enough to get my attention, especially with how cute she sounded with her high pitched and breathy voice. There was a softness to her, beyond the incredible softness of her breasts, that I immediately found appealing.

		I’ll be honest. I wasn’t expecting to pick anyone up at the bar. I just came in for a drink to help me unwind from another day on the force. Getting promoted to police detective was great, but it also meant I saw some gross shit sometimes. I had always been a bit squeamish when it came to blood and guts and there had been a series of bloody crime scenes to investigate as a result of a new organized crime gang muscling its way into the city. But when faced with a beauty like Kiki, it was hard to say no. Her body instantly set mine alight.

		Before I knew it, she was suggesting I take her home with me for some more personal fun. I was already too turned on to deny that thought. The idea of having this woman in my bed was better than almost any of my fantasies. And with my inhibitions already lowered from my drinking, there was no way I could say no.

		The funny thing, though, was we never made it to my bed. We barely made it inside my apartment before Kiki practically tackled me. It seemed she was as turned on as I was, maybe even more so. She pinned me against the door as soon as I closed it and kissed me hard on the lips. I kissed her back with a hunger I rarely felt, but had always wished to release. It seemed like Kiki’s every touch of my body drove me to want more. I loved it.

		We at least made it to the couch. Kiki had quickly worked to disrobe me, pulling at my pants and top until I was down to just my underwear. Not that the cotton underwear I had worn did much to stop her from leaving me completely nude. My bra and panties soon followed the rest of my clothes into a pile on the floor before she pushed me down onto the couch.

		I watched with rapt attention as Kiki removed her dress. It turned out she wasn’t wearing anything underneath it. Her breasts popped into view, looking round and magnificent. She looked like a porn star and as turned on as I was, I was all for it. Her pussy was bare and was already dripping wet. I had never considered myself all that attractive, but clearly Kiki had the hots for me almost as much as I had the hots for her.

		Kiki climbed on top of me, straddling me and resuming the hot kisses from before. My hands roamed over her body, touching and squeezing every bit of flesh I could manage. Her tits were clearly fake, but they remained soft and pliant to my touch. Her ass was a perfect bubble butt and had the perfect mix of fat and muscle. I couldn’t help but smack her ass, making her moan into my mouth as she refused to break the kiss.

		But the kiss was eventually broken. And once it was, the real fun started. Kiki managed to turn around, still straddling me. She spread my legs apart and dove in with her pierced tongue. I bucked under her initial onslaught, my body unable to withstand the pleasure she provided. But after my first orgasm of the night, I soon managed to return the favor, diving into her pussy with an almost equal amount of gusto.

		Kiki moaned and eventually began to encourage me with her words. I loved it. She loved it. This was a perfect night for two lesbian lovers. I had never had much luck with hookups in the past. They usually went nowhere. But I was already thinking that having someone like Kiki around more often, maybe even approaching her about having a relationship, would be something to seriously consider. That was if she was willing to get tied down to someone like me.

		Deep down, I knew Kiki was a slut. With her body built as it was, with the way she dressed in a tight blue strapless dress that barely covered her incredible assets, it was assumed that she liked sex. She was definitely not my usual type, let alone a good example of the normal patronage of that specific bar. But I wasn’t going to complain about fucking such a pretty and sexy woman. She was built like sex on heels and I supposed I could use some of that in my life.

		We each came over and over again. Kiki was an expert, playing my body like a musical instrument, making me cum again and again. I was not nearly as skilled as a lover, but Kiki’s body was so well primed for sex, I had no trouble making her cum too. I tried to give as good as I got, but even though my sexual prowess could not compare to hers, she still screamed out in orgasm as often as I did. It was fantastic.

		“Oh, Kiki,” I moaned as I worked through another stellar orgasm. “Where have you been all my life?”

		Kiki only paused for a moment, just long enough to giggle. Then she dove right back in, forcing every thought from my mind as she drove me toward another incredible orgasm. This woman would be the death of me if I wasn’t careful, but I didn’t care. I loved it. She gave me everything I needed and so much more.
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		Iwoke up to my phone ringing. I found myself still naked on my couch, although it seemed Kiki had managed to find a blanket to cover me with. Unfortunately the little bimbo was nowhere to be seen. She was gone, disappearing into the night before I could even get her number.

		“Damn,” I said, regretting nothing from the night before except for the fact I had no way of contacting Kiki again. And after a late night of wonderful sex with such an incredible sexy and beautiful bimbo, I was hooked, wanting more of that in my life.

		I managed to find my pile of clothes just before the call went to voicemail.

		“Hello?” I said, not even nothing to look at the caller ID.

		“Lydia?” came the familiar voice of my partner, Detective Jorge Gonzalez. “I know it’s early, but we just got a big case. All signs point to a massive gang battle last night. We’ve been called in to investigate.”

		I sat there, trying to think, trying to get my mind to kick into gear. A gang battle probably meant a lot of blood. That was definitely not high on my list of things to deal with first thing in the morning.

		“Lydia?” my partner said again. “Is everything all right?”

		“Yeah,” I finally said, returning to the present and the conversation on the phone. “Yeah, I’m here. Everything’s fine. You woke me is all. Text me the address. I’ll be there as soon as I can.”

		“Thanks,” Jorge said. “I’ll see you soon.”

		As soon as the call was over, I sat up and ran my hand over my face, trying to finish waking up. I needed to hurry. Jorge was depending on me. But all it took was one sniff of my body to know that I needed a shower before I showed up at the crime scene. I could smell the sex on me. Jorge was cool with who I was and who I fucked, but that wasn’t true of everyone on the force. The last thing I needed was to show up smelling of sex. I would never live it down.

		I showered as quickly as I could. I always kept a set of clothes ready for emergency calls. This technically wasn’t an emergency, but I was in enough of a rush that I treated it as one. I didn’t bother with makeup or anything like that. I knew other female detectives did, but that had always seemed like overkill unless I was called into court to testify. That was the only time I truly cared about my appearance. The rest of the time I just needed to look presentable and commanding.

		I pulled up to the address Jorge texted me. The crime scene had already been cordoned off with yellow police tape. People had started to gather, either wanting to know what happened or hoping to see a dead body. Either could be true given some people’s proclivities. I never understood some people’s fascination with death and the recently deceased, but I wasn’t a good judge of such matters.

		I flashed my badge at one of the officers tasked with keeping the crowd at bay. “Detective Lydia Frost,” I said. He lifted the police tape and I ducked under. I could already spot Jorge standing at the entrance to an alley, clearly waiting for me.

		“What have we got?” I asked as I approached.

		Jorge held out a cup of coffee for me, which I accepted happily. There hadn’t been time to brew my own or stop on the way. Jorge knew how much I loved my coffee and how much I needed it to do my best work. I drank several cups per day usually, but more when the caseload was high.

		“This is a strange one,” Jorge said as he led me into the alley. “No bodies, no shell casings, but a shit ton of blood. We think it was a gang fight, but honestly we don’t know. I’ve already asked forensics to double check that we’re dealing with human blood and not animal blood.”

		I nodded my head as I surveyed the scene for the first time. The street on the far end of the alley had also been blocked off. Additional police were stationed down there. However, whatever happened last night seemed to be confined to the alley itself.

		“Any reports of gunfire?” I asked.

		“You know what it’s like in this neighborhood,” Jorge answered. “We’ve got officers canvassing in the buildings, looking for witnesses, but no one’s talking. They don’t snitch on the organized folks here.”

		I nodded my head, already knowing what Jorge’s answer would be. But I had to ask. Once I felt the first jolt of caffeine hit my system, I started a proper survey of the scene. There was blood everywhere, as Jorge had described. There was splatter on the walls, there were pools of it on the ground. I counted at least 15 spots where there should have been a dead body. No one could survive after the amount of blood loss experienced here. It was intense and set my stomach off. Oddly, the coffee helped settle my stomach usually, but this was almost too much.

		It didn’t help that all the walls of the buildings on either side of the alley were metal. With wood or brick, there would have been missed shots buried in the walls, giving us a starting point in trying to identify who did this.

		Actually, before we even started, we could be pretty confident we knew who was behind this. On the one side was the already established Russian mob, led by Dmitry Rodchenkov. He was a brutal gang leader, having come to power, we believed, by murdering the previous boss. His was a reign that started in blood, which usually spelled bad things for what was to come.

		On the other side was the recent activity of a new organization. Supposedly it had connections to the French mob based out of Corsica, but they were so new to the city, it was hard to have any intelligence on them. Our best guess was the gang was run by a guy named Sebastian Lambert, but we didn’t even have a photo of the guy, just the name. It was tough going, but I was confident we would eventually bring both groups down. We just needed time and resources.

		“Who do you think cleaned up the scene?” I asked as I bent down and looked at what looked like a ricochet mark on the concrete.

		“If I had to guess, I would say it was the Lambert crew. We’ve never seen behavior like this from Dmitry and his crew.”

		I nodded my head in agreement. It was only a guess, but it was a good one.
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		Waking up, I knew something was wrong. I could sense it as soon as I returned to the waking world, even before I opened my eyes. First, there was the feel of the bed covers against my skin. They weren’t my sheets. Second, I knew I wasn’t wearing any clothes, as I usually wore some sort of night shirt and shorts to bed. And third, I could hear another person’s breathing next to me.

		I opened my eyes and turned my head to see who I had supposedly gone home with the night before. I secretly hoped it was Kiki, although I couldn’t seem to remember going out and meeting her again. Actually, I couldn’t remember anything from the night before. I had no memory past the time I returned home from work. But instead of Kiki’s golden hair and luscious body, there was the short cropped hair and the jowls of a heavy set man.

		Waking up next to this strange man left me wanting to puke in my mouth. What had happened to me? How did I get here? I didn’t understand it. I never batted for the other team. I stuck to women exclusively. So why was I waking up next to his man? Had I been drugged? None of it made sense.

		I sat up slowly, trying to avoid waking him. As much as I wanted answers, I didn’t really want to know what happened to me. Or, more accurately, I didn’t want to know what I had done. If there was any chance that what had happened to lead me to this point had been my idea or consensual, I wanted to pretend it never happened.

		The man slept peacefully, as far as I could tell. His body took up most of the king-sized bed, largely because of his size. His round belly tented the covers, although I could still see his dick trying to push up and make itself known.

		I shuddered at the sight. The male body had never done anything for me and I was glad that I had never even experimented with a man. But then the thought that his dick might have been inside of me at some point last night made me want to gag. I needed to get out of there.

		Determined to make my escape, I moved as quickly as I dared, trying to remain as silent as the grave so as not to wake up the man who I had just shared a bed with. As soon as I had slipped out from under the covers and was standing on my own two feet, I took a moment to survey the room, trying to remember every detail. It was actually a hotel room, not a bedroom. However, that only made me more confused. Who was this man? I supposed I would need to investigate, but I wasn’t sure how to completely separate my personal investigation from work. I needed to keep everything off the official books. This was private.

		I looked around, trying to find clothes that I recognized, that were mine. But there weren’t any. The man’s clothes, as big as they were, were easy to spot. It seemed he had been wearing a suit the night before, although I had no recollection of it. His pants looked big enough to fit at least two of me in them, if not three.

		Then my eyes lit upon a dress piled in the corner. There was a pair of high heels there as well. But they definitely weren’t my clothes. Both items were pink. I didn’t wear pink. I didn’t own anything pink, clothing or otherwise. Not that I was against the color. It just wasn’t for me and I avoided it whenever I could. But as I stalked around the room, on the hunt for what had to be my clothes, there simply wasn’t anything else.

		I wanted to curse. I wanted to scream. I wanted to rage. But there was no way I was willing to make a sound, not when the big guy was sleeping a few feet away. At least he was happily snoring. Hopefully that meant he was in a deep enough sleep so that I could make my getaway without him waking up. I crossed my fingers that was the case, at least.

		I picked up the dress and held it out in front of me. I couldn’t help but make a disgusted face at the dress. This really wasn’t me. I was certain the dress would have looked great on Kiki, but this sort of thing was her style. It definitely wasn’t mine.

		However, it seemed I had no choice but to pull the dress on. I stepped into it and pulled it up my body until I was able to slide my arms through the straps. It was a simple pink cocktail dress with thin straps. It was lower cut than I would have liked and significantly shorter than anything I would ever consider wearing, but that was better than nothing. The only problem was the dress was clearly designed for someone with a bigger bust. The front looked like it just hung off of me when it should have been tight against my breasts.

		I bit my lip to keep from cursing my situation. And it only got worse when I realized the shoes that had been left for me were monumentally high. I knew why women wore high heels, but I had never understood how women could physically wear heels this high without falling over. I felt like a complete klutz once I slipped my feet into them. I was sure they looked good, but they were almost impossible to walk in.

		I scanned the room one last time, looking for anything that belonged to me. I didn’t even see a purse or a phone that looked like mine. There was nothing.

		Shaking my head, I walked out of the hotel room, being careful to not let the door slam behind me. I was free of the man, but I still needed to get home.

		As I rode the elevator down to the lobby, I felt very self-conscious. If anyone I knew saw me dressed like this, especially anyone I knew from work, I honestly didn’t know what I would do. I figured I would have to quit and move elsewhere, getting a job with another department, because there was no living this down, given my known reputation.

		But then there was the matter of actually getting home. I had no phone. I had no money. And there was no way I was walking across town in the dress and heels. I needed a taxi.

		“Excuse me,” I said as I walked up to the front counter. The clerk eyed me up and down as I approached. He probably assumed I was a hooker or something like that. I didn’t want to imagine what dirty thoughts were running through his mind. “Could you call me a cab? And you can tell them that I don’t have money on me, but I will have it for them at my destination.” I figured it was smart to be upfront about this sort of thing.

		“Sure thing, ma’am,” the clerk said. He might have thought I was a prostitute, but at least he was still professional about it all. And soon I would be home, putting this awful morning behind me. That was all I wanted.
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		Imade it home from the hotel, although I had to put up with the taxi driver staring at me in his rearview mirror the entire drive, but that couldn’t be helped. And you can be sure that I didn’t provide much of a tip for that behavior. I tipped him just enough to apologize for having to make him wait while I hurried up to my apartment to grab some cash to pay him.

		I took a long hot shower as soon as I was able. I needed to get the feeling of filth off my body before I could really go about my day. I scrubbed at my skin furiously, trying to get every ounce of dirt and grime I might have picked up while I was blacked out. But as I did, I tried to push all thoughts about what had happened out of my head. I didn’t want to think about it. I didn’t want to know what I had done or how I got there.

		Rationally, I knew I should have tried to figure out what happened to me, at least so I could avoid it in the future. I probably should have gone to the hospital to get a blood sample tested, just in case I was drugged. Not that whatever drug had led me to that man’s hotel room was necessarily still in my system. I was familiar with the washout periods of the various drugs that could cause my blackout. None were in my favor.

		When I finally stepped out of the shower, having wrapped a towel around my head and another around my body, I heard my phone ringing. Somehow I had managed to leave it at home, along with my purse and everything else that could have identified me. It was all so confusing, especially when there were no call records that would have drawn me out of my apartment last night.

		I rushed to answer the phone. It was the ringtone I had assigned to Jorge, so that meant it had to be work related.

		“What’s up, Jorge?” I asked. I had to hope I wasn’t getting called out to another case. The gang shootout without bodies or shell casings was already going to be a bitch to solve. Just because we had a working theory of who was ultimately responsible, we had no way to prove it yet. And the proof, if it existed, would take a long time to gather.

		“We’re up for another case,” Jorge said.

		“Fuck,” I cursed. “Already? We’ve already got the gang shootout.”

		“The chief wants us on this new case,” Jorge answered. “He’s taking away the shootout.”

		I hated it when the chief meddled with our cases like that, but to be honest, considering we were looking at about 15 dead bodies, even if we didn’t know where they were, that case, which was really 15 cases, would have seriously hurt our case closing average if it didn’t get solved, which I doubt it would have. In a way, the chief was doing us a favor.

		“I suppose that’s fair,” I said. “What do we got on this one?”

		“Dead guy in a hotel room,” Jorge answered. “It’s at the Crown Hotel.”

		“Okay,” I said. “I just got out of the shower. I’ll be there in 20 minutes.”

		However, I knew I had a bigger problem. I hadn’t paid that much attention to what hotel I woke up in, but thinking back to my quick escape, it had been the Crown Hotel. At least I knew the man I had woken up beside had been alive when I left. He was snoring.

		I quickly dried off and got dressed, going as fast as I could. I probably broke a few traffic laws on the way back to the hotel too, but I didn’t care. Any cop that pulled me over would have let me off without an issue. We worked for the same side.

		I met Jorge in the lobby. He handed me the obligatory cup of coffee, although I probably didn’t really need it this morning. The adrenaline boost I had gotten from waking up in a strange man’s bed had been enough to get me going. However, that boost could wear off at any time, so the caffeine was welcome.

		“Someone on the cleaning staff found the body,” Jorge explained as we rode the elevator up to the fifth floor. I hadn’t paid attention to what floor I had woken up on, but I hoped it wasn’t the fifth floor.

		Stepping off the elevator, the hallway was crowded with cops. Murders always brought out big numbers, partly to protect the scene, but I had a feeling a lot of beat cops liked the thrill of being at a crime scene. And I had to figure a lot of them were hoping to catch a detective’s eye, looking for a good word when promotion time came. Having once been in their shoes, I much preferred being a detective than playing the role of low-level enforcer on the streets.

		As soon as we stepped into the hotel room with the body, I knew I was in trouble. One glance around the room told me all I needed to know. I saw the oversized pants draped over a chair, the pair that I figured could fit two or three of me inside. Then there was the familiar sight of the man’s rotund belly. It was him. I could barely look at what had happened to him. His throat had been cut, either by a knife or with a piece of wire. To be honest, I didn’t want to know.

		I was squeamish about such things naturally, but this was one instance when I couldn’t even begin to look at the man’s face. I couldn’t look at the blood which pooled around him. He had been murdered. It was obvious.

		“Do we have security camera footage?” I asked one of the cops standing guard over the scene.

		“The hotel was in the middle of an upgrade of their systems,” the cop answered. “None of the cameras were operational last night or this morning, whenever this happened.”

		“Shit,” I said, playing the role of cop. Inwardly, I was relieved. It meant no one would have seen me when they looked through the tapes. I didn’t need any heat getting brought down on me.

		“Cause of death looks to be pretty obvious,” Jorge said. “Obviously the medical examiner will have his say. I wonder how long he’s been dead for?”

		I shrugged my shoulders. I knew it couldn’t have been for that long. I was probably three hours removed from being here earlier. That didn’t give the killer much time, but it didn’t take much time to cut a man’s throat.

		“I think I’m going to be sick,” I said as I rushed out of the room. I wasn’t really. I just felt like I needed to get out of there. I needed space to think. Jorge let me go, knowing my aversion to blood and guts. Maybe becoming a murder detective wasn’t the best career choice.
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		With me being useless to the investigation in the hotel room, I decided to go around asking some questions. My first stop was the hotel bar. It technically wasn’t open yet, but there were a few employees getting it ready for a lunchtime opening. I walked in, hoping someone from last night was there this morning to answer some of my questions.

		“We’re not open yet,” came the call of the man behind the bar.

		I pulled out my badge. “I’m detective Lydia Frost. There was a murder upstairs discovered this morning. I was wondering if anyone working this morning was also working here last night?”

		“Yeah, I was here,” the bartender said. He spoke with a light Irish accent. “The name’s Liam.”

		Liam set down the bottles of liquor he was stocking and motioned for me to take a seat at the bar. I sat, just so I could more easily collect my thoughts. Jorge and I had texted each other after I left the room upstairs. He sent me a picture of the man’s ID. He was Roger Landy. The folks back at the station were running a background check on the guy, at least I had a reasonably good photo of him to show to the bartender.

		“Was this man here last night?” I asked. I showed Liam the picture on my phone.

		The bartender studied the photo for a moment. Then his eyes lit up.

		“Yeah, he was here last night,” Liam answered. “He was a big guy, as I recall. At first I thought he was just going to be one of those loners for the night, the kind that sits at the bar, slowly drinking himself into oblivion. I guessed he was a business traveler. I didn’t see a ring on his finger, but I would guess he was probably recently divorced. Just a hunch.”

		I nodded as I took notes. This was a good lead. And I liked hearing that he was alone. Not that it helped me figure out how I ended up in his bed.

		“But then this hot chick showed up and she was all over him,” Liam continued. My heart sank, although there was no way anyone could call me a hot chick, so there was that.

		“Can you describe her?” I asked.

		“Look, you’re a woman, so I don’t want to be disparaging, but this woman looked like a total bimbo. She had big fake tits and a nice ass, all packed into a tight little pink dress. From the moment she stepped into the bar last night, she only had eyes for the man you’re asking about. I don’t know what it was about him that attracted her to him. Part of me wondered if she was a hooker, but he seemed as surprised by the situation as any. Although, like any man, there was no way he was going to turn down a woman who looked that hot.”

		Somehow Liam’s description of the woman reminded me of Kiki. She had a body like he described, although when I picked her up at that bar, she had been wearing a blue dress.

		“What color was her hair?” I asked, trying to get a better gauge of who this mystery woman was. I also wanted to make sure it wasn’t Kiki. Not that I had a way of contacting Kiki if it was. I could only hope to find her at that bar again.

		“She was a brunette, but her hair was long and silky, like you see in those shampoo commercials. I honestly didn’t believe women’s hair could really be like that. Like I said, she was hot. I think every man in the bar last night was wondering how the fattest man here could score such a hot piece.”

		Oddly, I felt the same way about Kiki. How had I been so lucky as to score her for a night of fun? But I couldn’t let myself get hung up on Kiki. She likely had nothing to do with this case. However, the woman’s pink dress, the one that was currently sitting in the back of my closet on the floor, where I had put it upon returning home, sounded a lot like the dress this woman had worn last night. That was a bit scary, but there was no way I was this mystery woman. The lake tits alone precluded that. We were both brunette, but that was the only similarity between us from what I could tell.

		“I assume the two eventually left together?” I asked. It was the natural conclusion of their encounter.

		“Oh yeah,” Liam said. “I have no doubts he got lucky last night. I mean, if I had to die, it sure would be nice to go out fucking a hot piece of ass like that.”

		Liam had given up on trying to remain fully professional, but I could sense that he was a bit enamored with the woman. He probably went home and jacked off to his memory of the woman, putting himself in Mr. Landy’s place. I figured most men would.

		“Do you have an idea when the pair might have left the bar last night?” I asked. Timing was everything in murder cases.

		Liam shrugged. “Not exactly. It wasn’t late or anything. The guy probably sat down at the bar around eight. The woman showed up maybe around nine. They were probably here together for about an hour, maybe a little longer, before they left. But that’s just a guess. I just know that we had last call at one and everyone was out by two.”

		Those were standard bar operating hours in the city. Even though I doubted the bartender had been so strict about the timing, he was smart enough to not admit to it. And rankly, considering I wasn’t interested in his operating hours, I didn’t care if he fudged the liquor license rules.

		“You’ve been a great help, but I’ve got one last question,” I said. “I understand the hotel security system was getting upgraded last night and there isn’t any footage from the hotel. Is the bar on the same system or do you have your own?”

		Liam shook his head. “Same owners. Same system. Sorry, I can’t help you more than answering questions.”

		“No, you’ve been a great help,” I said. “Thanks. If you think of anything else, here’s my business card.”

		I handed Liam my card and then walked back toward the elevator. Jorge was still upstairs and I needed to fill him in with what I learned. However, I was thankful that nothing so far had pointed to me. I still had no answers for myself, but I at least knew I wasn’t going to turn into a suspect anytime soon.
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		Iwoke up groggy and confused. I opened my eyes and that condition got no better. I wasn’t in my bed. I wasn’t in my apartment. I wasn’t even in a bed for that matter.I was on some crusty old couch.

		“Fuck,” I said as I rubbed my head. There was a pounding behind my eyes, like a hangover, but I was pretty sure I hadn’t been drinking. Then again, I had no idea where I was.

		I sat up and assessed my situation, ignoring the fact I didn’t know where I was. I needed to make sure I was okay first. But the moment I looked down I wished I hadn’t. I wore a dress, but it wasn’t a dress I had ever seen before. Like the pink dress I had woken up with when I woke up beside Roger Landy. I still hadn’t figured that whole situation out yet. And this just added another layer to that mystery.

		My dress was black this time, but it was horribly skimpy. I never would have worn it in a million years. But it was short and it also sported a huge cutout that started just above my breasts and went all the way down to my navel. To make matters worse, the dress was so short that it barely covered my ass. And in case there was any wondering, I wasn’t wearing panties. I could feel the cool air against my slit.

		This was bad. I knew that from the start. I had somehow blacked out again. But it was also clear to me that I was wearing clothes that belonged to a bustier woman. The dress was tight, but not tight enough around my chest and it even felt a little loose around my butt.

		But the worst of all was the shoes. They were tall platform heels, the kind stripper wore. I had never worn anything like them before and I had never even been tempted. I thought the pink heels I had worn home from the hotel had been high. These added six or maybe even eight inches to my height. It was insane. How did women walk in these?

		At least I knew I wasn’t hurt. I had no memory of the night before, but I was alone and presumably safe for the moment. The couch I woke up on was covered in brown leather. But when I looked around the room, trying to figure out where I was, I realized I didn’t want to know what people got up to on the couch.

		I was clearly in the backroom of some business. There was a card table in the middle of the room with six chairs surrounding it. There were beer bottles and tumbler glasses on the table. I had not spent the night completely alone, it seemed. People had been here playing cards and drinking. Or at least that was my assumption. Had I been playing cards? That was hard to believe given the outfit I was wearing. But I didn’t want to think about what else I might have done.

		As I sat there, I slowly started to realize some of the pounding in my head was not from a hangover—although part of it still was—but actually from the pounding of bass music nearby. It took me a moment, but then I suddenly put it all together. I was in the back room of some sort of club. Not that I wanted to know what kind of club. When it came to my own sanity, there were some things I didn’t want to know.

		I pushed myself to my feet and slowly found my balance. Again, I wondered how women walked in these shoes. I considered taking them off, but I didn’t really want to walk around barefoot. I didn’t know what had been spilled on this floor before. I took a tentative step and nearly fell on my ass. But I kept at it and eventually I managed to maintain an unsteady gait.

		Now it was time to leave. There was a single door. I walked over toward it, feeling as awkward as could be, especially the way my heels kept clicking and clacking on the floor. It was a good thing I was alone. If this had been like at the hotel room, even with a carpeted floor, I was afraid I would have woken the man.

		The door was unlocked. I opened it slowly, peering outside. The door opened into a hallway. I could hear the music louder to my left. It kept pumping away, although I could hear more than just the bass line now. It still sounded pretty trashy. Across the hall stood an open door. I looked inside and saw a mirror and vanity. The room was empty, but I could see a lot of colorful outfits hung up on a rack. All of them were skimpy.

		“Strip club,” I said quietly to myself. I had woken up in the back room of a strip club. The only way this could get any worse was if I got caught.

		To my right, at the end of the hallway, was another door. This one was closed, but it had an exit sign above it. I sighed with relief. That was my way out.

		I hurried into the hallway and down toward the exit. The heels forced my ass to wiggle as I walked. It was annoying as hell, but I didn’t care as long as I got out of there.

		The door opened easily and I was inundated by bright sunshine. I had no idea what time it was, but it looked and felt like morning. I didn’t know strip clubs opened this early, but there was probably always some stupid sucker who needed to watch skanky women dance around a pole. They probably imagined the pole was their dick. Not that I expected any man who frequented a strip club to have a big dick. But hey, everyone gets to dream.

		I exited the building and found myself standing in an alley. I looked back at the door. It said Razzle Dazzle on it. I assumed that was the name of the club. I didn’t want to walk around to the front to verify, just in case I ran into someone who recognized me.

		Knowing I needed to get home, I walked through the alley until I reached the next street. It was busy enough that I spotted a cab. I flagged it down and got in. I didn’t even care that the driver kept his eyes on me the whole time I was in his backseat. I had another long hot shower in my future. Of that I was certain.
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		Without a new case to take up my time and without the need to follow up leads in person, I decided to spend my work hours investigating the Razzle Dazzle. I wasn’t familiar with strip clubs in the city, especially their ownership. The vice squad was probably more familiar, but I wasn’t willing to tip my hand about what had happened. At least not yet.

		I didn’t understand what had happened to me. How had I blacked out? How had I ended up wearing such skimpy and slutty clothes? I had no idea what I had done while blacked out, but considering I had woken up next to Roger Landy before he died, I could only presume sex had somehow been involved. But I didn’t have any actual answers. I just had conjecture.

		The city planning department was across the street from police headquarters. There were other departments there as well, so I was easily able to tell Jorge that I was going to check some things out from the city records. “I have a hunch, but I need more information before I share it,” I told him.

		Jorge was a good guy. He was a trusting guy. I hated to lie to my partner, but there was no way I was willing to tell him what I was really investigating. Besides, if I learned something that might help our case, I would certainly find a way to share it. I just had to make sure I was protected first. I had to make sure there was no way for the information I found could lead back to me in any way.

		The city planning department records were almost all part of the public record. Usually it cost money to get employees to search for you, but it had been a long-standing policy to allow the police to look through the records as long as they used their own manpower. I just flashed my badge and they waved me by. I didn’t even need to sign in. And I was definitely glad of that, because I wasn’t being truthful in my actions. If someone came to check on me, they would easily see through my ruse.

		Not that I spent a lot of time in the planning office or the records room. I had been here twice before, both in high profile cases where other officers did the actual grunt work. I had just shown up at the right time to take advantage of their work. This time I was the one doing all the searching.

		It took a few minutes to figure out the filing system. Every city is different in how they keep their records. Unfortunately, the city hadn’t moved its records online or even digitized them yet. I had to do everything by hand.

		“There we go,” I said after finally finding the right drawer. The records room was filled with filing cabinets. That was half the battle right there. Once I figured out how the records about the strip club had been filed, I had to actually locate them. It took nearly half an hour to figure all of that out.

		I opened the drawer and immediately started thumbing through the files, looking for anything that related to Razzle Dazzle. If I found what I was looking for, I would come up with some leads. That was important. I didn’t expect the bad guys to use their names on the paperwork. But I knew strip clubs were great places to launder cash. They made for good ways to make dirty money appear clean again, as so much of the strip club operated as a cash business already.

		It took me a moment to find the right file. The drawer was stuff to the brim with files. And it wasn’t like I knew exactly what I was looking for, like how the file was labeled. But once I did, I excitedly pulled it out and began to leaf through it.

		As expected, there wasn’t much there. But the property had been sold within the last year. The new owner was some LLC, probably a shell company set up to separate the real owners from legal risk. If the club got sued or if it was found out, the shell company would fold, its assets protected, and another one would pop up in its place. If we were really unlucky, the owner would be able to reopen the club within a few days, citing new management, even if nothing actually changed other than the ownership company.

		However, as I looked at each and every person who signed their name to the documents, I noticed they all had one thing in common. They were all French names. Even the notary had a French last name.

		Not working in an organized crime specific unit, there was only so much I knew about the mob. I did know that they tended to operate like family businesses in a way, usually requiring those who took part to be of a certain ethnicity or background. To get into the higher echelons of the Italian mob, you had to have family roots in Italy. It was similar with the Russian and Irish mobs too. I could only assume it was similar with the French contingent too.

		In the big picture, it didn’t mean much, but it was a start. And it confirmed to me that the recent spate of murders in the city probably were connected to the French mob moving into town, fighting for territory. Knowing that the French mob at least had a connection to Razzle Dazzle was enough for me to want to keep an eye on it.

		When I returned to my desk in the detective’s bullpen, Jorge was already gone. He had a family at home to deal with and there were times when he had to cut out early to deal with the kids. His wife usually worked normal hours, but that just meant that Jorge was often responsible for emergencies. A kid had to stay home sick, Jorge usually did too. He had that kind of flexibility, especially when his job often forced him to work strange hours. He was given that leeway.

		I was just glad that I didn’t need to explain anything to my partner. I didn’t like lying to him. And no matter what happened, if Jorge asked me about my search through the public records, I would have had to lie to him. I had found something. It just had no bearing on our case. Or so I figured. I didn’t see a connection between our case and the strip club, even though I was connected to both through my blackouts. But I didn’t want to think about that.
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		When I woke up the next morning, I was thankful to find myself in my own bed. And I remembered all of the night before too. I didn’t black out. I probably would have gone crazy if it had happened again. I wouldn’t have been able to handle it. I would have either turned myself in to the chief or I would have gone straight to the state psychiatric hospital and asked to be committed. That was how far I had fallen.

		However, just because everything seemed normal, that did not mean I was looking forward to another day at the office trying to pour over records and look at the evidence in a new way. Admittedly, the investigation needed time for the forensic team to process all the evidence that was collected. Once that happened things would surely pick up. But the forensic lab had a backlog from the big gang fight crime scene. I was probably just spinning my wheels until then. I didn’t even need the medical examiner’s report. It was obvious what the cause of death was.

		I called Jorge to let him know I wasn’t coming into the office. I decided to use a sick day. I rarely took sick days, but I was generally pretty lucky when it came to illnesses. My immune system was strong enough to fight off most infections before they could take root.

		“You must have whatever my daughter has,” Jorge offered. “You probably got it from me. But it’s not like a sick day will hurt anything. We’re still waiting on the toxicology report and the rest of the forensics. Take the day and hopefully I’ll see you tomorrow.”

		“Sounds like a plan,” I said, adding a sniffle at the end, just to sell the bit. Not that Jorge had any idea I was lying through my teeth to him.

		I really hated lying to Jorge at all. He was a good detective and he cared about people. I couldn’t say the same of some of the other officers and detectives on the force, but I didn’t have control over Human Resources. All I could do was keep a wary eye out for trouble and share anything inappropriate I was with the internal review team. I had been known to pass along a few tidbits before. I might have been a cop, but I held my coworkers to a high standard. I just wished I could live up to that standard at the moment.

		When I dressed that morning, I chose a casual outfit: jeans and a sweatshirt. I wasn’t trying to give off a specific look, but I didn’t want to stand out when I showed up at Razzle Dazzle. Since waking up there, I had become obsessed with it. I knew it wasn’t healthy, but I needed to know more. And I figured me walking in as a private citizen would at least allow me to blend in a bit and avoid catching anyone’s eyes.

		Of course, being a woman, I didn’t naturally fit in with the usual strip club clientele. I wasn’t a sleazy man. As a woman, I would naturally stand out, but as a lesbian, I could at least pretend that played a role in my visit. It wouldn’t be a lie to tell anyone who questioned me that I liked women. And I knew a few other women who liked going to strip clubs. They just probably didn’t visit as part of the lunchtime crowd.

		I drove to the club, parking in the parking lot, as if I was a regular visitor. I walked in, nodding to the bouncer who didn’t provide me with any hassle. Then again, I definitely looked old enough to be there and I wasn’t threatening in any way. I didn’t even bring my police badge with me. If I had to describe my reason for coming, it was to take part in undercover research. I was just gathering information. I wasn’t doing anything that could be considered illegal.

		I sat down at a table near the front stage, but far enough away that no one would be looking to me to pay out any tips. Besides, I wasn’t exactly there for the dancing. I wasn’t there to be entertained. I was there to watch and try to learn something about the club. And if I got to see Sebastian Lambert as part of my work, then all the better. Being able to tie him to Razzle Dazzle would be good for eventually bringing him down.

		However, before I could get too comfy, the waitress came over.

		“Normally I’d be asking you if you want a drink,” the woman said. She looked a bit trashy, wearing a gold-sequined skirt that was far too short and a gaudy top that showed too much skin. Yes, this was a strip club, but the waitresses didn’t need to be fighting for the male gaze with the strippers. However, I tried not to judge too much. I certainly wouldn’t say anything to her face. Not yet at least.

		“What are you going to do instead?” I asked. The woman had been thrown off her game enough she forgot to finish the conversation. This was definitely out of the ordinary. That or she just wasn’t that bright to begin with. I figured it was a mix of both.

		“Oh,” she said, returning to her senses. “The boss wants to see you in his office. It’s through the door over there. First door on your right.”

		“Thanks,” I said as I pushed myself to my feet. The truth was, the woman on stage wasn’t doing it for me anyway.

		I walked through the door that clearly led toward the back of the club. I found myself standing in a familiar hallway. It was the same one I had been in when I woke up in the poker room or whatever that had been. The pounding of the bass was a little less prominent here, which I was thankful for. The club’s music selection was probably par for the course when it came to strip clubs, but I still didn’t like it.

		However, my heart pounded in my chest, keeping time with the music. I recognized many of the doorways ahead of me. At the very end was the exit I had used before. I could have used it again, escaping from whatever the “boss” wanted from me. However, I needed information. I needed to find out what was happening to me.

		The first door on the right was closed. I walked up to it and knocked.

		“Come in,” came a strong masculine voice that sported a surprisingly sexy French accent.

		I opened the door to find an office. The man who the sexy voice belonged to sat behind the desk. He looked at me with a knowing smirk.

		“Come in Detective Frost,” the man said. “Or do you prefer me to call you Lydia? Either way, let me say welcome to Razzle Dazzle. My name is Sebastian Lambert.”

		I didn’t know what to say. When I showed up at the club, I had hoped to spot some possibly illegal activity. I never expected to get called into the back office to meet none other than Sebastian Lambert, the leader of the local French mob. This was going to be bad no matter how it played out.
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		“I can see you weren’t expecting to see me,” Lambert said. He motioned toward the two chairs in front of his desk. “Please, take a seat. Let’s talk.”

		“Thank you, Mr. Lambert,” I said, not knowing what else I was supposed to say to him. I briefly wondered if this was how the mob made connections with the police, turning good cops into dirty cops. I always figured that many times it was a blackmail relationship, but I could see these things beginning in other ways. Did he intend to try and turn me, to pump me for information? I had no idea. I hoped not.

		“Call me Sebastian, please,” he said as I took a seat. I felt awkward sitting across from him. Although as much as I would have loved nothing more than to jump across his desk, drag him down and put handcuffs on him, I wasn’t here representing the police department. I didn’t have handcuffs on me. I didn’t even have my badge or my gun. And I had little doubt that he was armed.

		“So you know who I am,” I said. “I suppose that means you have been keeping tabs on the police in the city.”

		“Not as much as you might think,” Sebastian answered. “You see, I have other means to get the information I need. You may not realize this, but this isn’t the first time we’ve met.”

		“I’m sure I would remember if we met before,” I countered. And that was true. I didn’t remember meeting him. I didn’t remember his incredible voice or his strong jaw. If I didn’t swing for the other team, he would have definitely been my type.

		“Yes, I understand the amnesia that comes along with your condition to be frustrating. Although I assure you, it is only one way.”

		“You’ve lost me,” I said. “I haven’t experienced any amnesia before.”

		Yes, it was a lie, but I didn’t want this man to have anything he could potentially hold over me. I never wanted to give him anything he could use against me.

		“Oh, so that was you acting like a little slut at the card game two nights ago?” Sebastian asked with that annoying smirk of his. “You remember how you serviced all of my guests with your body, using your mouth, your pussy, your ass, even your tits? You were very popular.”

		My jaw dropped open in surprise. I mean, it should have been a surprise that it had happened, considering what I woke up to. But had I really done something like that when I was otherwise an ardent lesbian. There wasn’t a man on earth, even the ones I found to be sexy, that I would willingly have sex with, in any way, shape, or form.

		“And then there was the night you spent with Roger Landy,” Sebastian continued. “I didn’t get to see you in action that night, but I was sure you helped the fat fuck go out in style. If a man’s got to go, I always feel it’s best to give him something good beforehand. And I am certain a night spent with you blew his mind before it was extinguished.”

		“You killed him?” I stood up, half asking, half accusing.

		“Me?” Sebastian said calmly. “No. You know how it works. I don’t kill people. That’s beneath me.”

		Of course it was. Sebastian wouldn’t get his hands dirty when it came to such matters. There was nothing except our conversation that would lead back to him. Someone else would take the fall if it was necessary. That was how it worked. And I was certain if I tried to use this conversation against him, he would find a way to use my blackout activities against me, either to discredit me or to simply blackmail me into silence.

		“But I think it’s time to clue you in on what’s happening to you,” Sebastian continued. “But I think to help make that point, I’m going to bring in a friend of yours.”

		Sebastian pushed a button on the phone and started to say, “Send in Kiki, please.”

		It was only a moment later that the door opened and the familiar face and form of Kiki bounced into the room. She was all smiles, wearing high heels, a dark blue circle skirt that did nothing to hide the fact she wasn’t wearing panties and a yellow tube top that failed to cover her navel and barely kept her tits in check, the top only reaching maybe an inch above her nipples, which tented the fabric and made it obvious how turned on she was. Her glistening slit told the same story.

		Kiki waved to me, but she bounced around the desk and sat down in Sebastian’s lap. His hands automatically reached up and started stroking her body, paying special attention to her tits.

		“Obviously you two know each other already,” Sebastian said. I simply stared at the scene unfolding in front of me with disbelief. I couldn’t believe that Kiki had been working for the French mob all this time. I never would have guessed it. “It’s because of Kiki that you’re in this mess to begin with.”

		“I don’t understand,” I finally said. And I didn’t. I was disappointed that Kiki was actually working for Sebastian. That probably meant I was targeted, but I didn’t see how me taking Kiki home would help Sebastian. I didn’t keep any files at home. And the personal information I did have was all locked up. I knew Kiki wasn’t smart enough to break into a safe. She was a bimbo, completely. It was obvious even now as she ground her ass into Sebastian’s lap. I was a little jealous of him.

		“When I brought this organization to America, I brought with it one of my family’s most prized secrets,” Sebastian explained. “In France it was a legend. Only my family believed it was true. Kiki is an example of that secret. She is a werebimbo. Like a werewolf, a werebimbo is a person who transforms into a bimbo. It used to be only at the full moon, but my family has managed to make a few changes with them. We have control of when a werebimbo shifts. Although, to be honest, Kiki here hasn’t returned to her natural form in years.”

		“Nuh uh,” Kiki said, shaking her head. “I love being a bimbo.”

		“I know you do,” Sebastian said before he turned his attention back to me. “Since Kiki is a werebimbo, she has the ability to transform other women into werebimbos too. And that was what she did with you. Those nights where you blacked out, you had turned into a bimbo. Once you transformed, you needed no persuading to go give Landy the last fuck of his life. And you were excited to come here and entertain my guests the other night. You did it all willingly.”

		“We haven’t…” I said, wanting to be sure that I hadn’t actually done anything with Sebastian yet. Somehow, despite the craziness of what Sebastian told me, I didn’t find it hard to believe. It answered so many of my questions and lingering doubts. It explained why the dresses I woke up with were too big for me in the chest. It explained where my missing time went.

		“Not yet,” Sebastian said. “However, I brought you back here to make you an offer. If you choose to go bimbo full time, like Kiki here has, I’ll be sure to hire you. You make a great bimbo.”

		I didn’t need time to decide. I knew the answer right away.

		“Fuck you,” I said, spitting anger in his direction. I felt violated by what he had done. He had set me up. He had used Kiki to turn me into a pawn. I wasn’t going to let that happen. It was time to come clean to the chief and hope he could protect me. At the very least, I could turn evidence against Sebastian and maybe get him locked up. He had admitted to calling on the hit against Landy.

		I stormed out of the office without looking back once. I needed to get to the station. It was time to confess to my sins.

		

	
		

		10

		

		Iknew I had called in sick, but I decided to go have a sit down with the chief. I needed to fill him in on what I’d learned. Yes, I knew I was compromised, but I figured I could still be used as an asset in some way. At the very least, I could ultimately testify against Lambert, assuming a case was brought against him in a reasonable period of time.

		And I couldn’t forget what had been done to me. That hookup with Kiki had ultimately been my downfall. I didn’t understand the whole werebimbo legend, but after what I had experienced, I didn’t doubt its veracity. If I was a werebimbo, that explained my blackouts and how I ended up in places I didn’t belong. I didn’t know how Lambert was activating me or if he was just taking advantage of me transforming already. I didn’t trust him anymore than I did before. I didn’t even trust that his story was completely accurate. But there was no doubt that I was a werebimbo now.

		After walking out of the strip club, I went home. I felt the need to take another shower. Strip clubs made me feel dirty, even if I wasn’t there for all that long. And since I decided to go into work, I figured a change of clothes would be good as well. The last thing I needed was to show up at the station in casual clothes that probably reeked of cigarette smoke and creepy men’s dreams.

		By the time I finally rolled into work, it was well into the afternoon.

		“Lydia?” Jorge asked as I dropped my coat off at my desk. “I thought you were out sick.”

		“Oh,” I said, realizing I had just been called out for my earlier lie. “I’m feeling better now. I thought I should talk to the chief. But why are you here? I thought you were home with a sick kid.”

		“Yeah, um, about that,” Jorge said. He rubbed the back of his head with his hand as he tried to figure out what to say next. “I got called in for questioning. Some of the results came back from the hotel murder. They found your fingerprints all over the place, almost as much as the victim.”

		“Shit,” I quietly swore to myself. I hadn’t thought about that. I should have come clean as soon as I found out the guy had been murdered. I had been too caught up in my blackouts and what that might mean to remember about fingerprints. I was screwed. There was no way around that.

		“Look,” Jorge said. “You shouldn’t be here. Let department procedure run its course. I’m sure there’s a good reason for your prints being there. You’ll have a lawyer with you when you give your statement and get interviewed. After that, you just have to hope for the best. You’re on leave until then. But if you did anything wrong, know that you’re putting my career in jeopardy as much as you are yours. And I have a wife and kids to think about.”

		“I’m sorry,” I said before I made a run for it. I had to get out of there. I grabbed my coat and ran for the door.

		I was back in my car a minute later, my hands gripping the steering wheel, my knuckles turning white, as I tried to figure out what I should do. This wasn’t how I expected things to go. And the unfortunate truth was I didn’t think I had a leg to stand on. I was screwed. There was no defense. I should have brought up my relationship with Mr. Landy from the start. I didn’t need to say anything more than that I had met him.

		Then again, I wouldn’t have been any help in providing any information about him. Waking up, I didn’t know who he was. And I certainly wasn’t going to let the other guys on the force think that I had started switch hitting. That wouldn’t end well. No, there was nothing I could have done. If I had beat the fingerprint analysis with my side of the story, I could have controlled the narrative, but it was too late for that now. Now it was obvious I had spent several hours in that hotel room with Mr. Landy. There was nothing more to say.

		I eventually pulled out into traffic. My initial thought was to head home again. But the truth was, I didn’t want to go home. I was a cop. I was a detective. My job was to investigate. I still didn’t know enough about what had happened to me. But I also had no leads. I knew I could try returning to see Sebastian at the strip club, assuming he was still there, but he had already given me an ultimatum. Either I worked for him full time or I would continue to be compromised. I had no choice, which was just how he wanted it.

		There had been a couple times when Jorge and I were just completely stuck on our cases. The backlog was starting to build up and we felt the crush of all the work we had ahead of us. I never took part in it, but Jorge had a couple times, just hoping to give us something to go on, something that would lead us to additional evidence. Jorge visited a psychic. I didn’t believe in such stuff, but every time Jorge visited her, he came back with a lead. And given my situation, I figured it wouldn’t hurt to see if this psychic of his could help me.

		I pulled a quick U-turn, not particularly caring about the legality of it at the moment. I needed to be driving in the opposite direction. It probably wasn’t the safest maneuver, considering it was nearing rush hour, but I didn’t care. I needed answers. And soon I was traveling in the right direction to receive those answers.
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		“I was expecting you, Detective,” Madam Shabriri said as soon as I walked through the front door of her little shop. She stood up from a small round table, a crystal ball sitting in the middle. Despite the fact she had set up shop in a strip mall, the inside of her shop would probably give the fire marshal an aneurysm with all the curtains and other fabric hanging from the walls and ceiling. It was a fire hazard waiting to happen.

		Luckily, I didn’t care about any of that. I was on administrative leave. My police powers had been removed. I could make a call as a concerned citizen, but I was almost certain such a complaint would just get ignored. They usually were. It was a sad state of affairs that I had seen from the other side. I knew how things really worked and as much as I tried to make the world a better place, investigating crimes and bringing criminals and murders to justice, there was only so much I could do.

		“Really?” I asked, more annoyed than anything. I didn’t need this woman using her hocus pocus on me. I just wanted to know what she saw. The theatrics were unnecessary.

		“The inner eye does not lie,” she said, waving her arms around beneath her many layers of cloaks.

		“Fine, but can we ignore the theatrics for this one?” I asked with a sigh. “I’m having a bad day. I don’t need the grift. I just want to know if you can help me.”

		“Sure,” the woman shrugged. “Have a seat and let’s see what I can do for you.”

		It was a relief not to have her acting like she was some mystical medium. She was a person, first and foremost. But she had a talent to help people and that was what I needed. I needed help. I didn’t need any of the mumbo jumbo that came with her profession.

		I sat down across from Madam Shabriri, not knowing what to expect.

		“Hold out your hands,” she said. “I need physical contact to do my work.”

		I held out both hands, placing my elbows on the edge of the table.

		“Thank you,” she said as she reached out similarly, placing her hands in mine, letting her fingertips rest lightly in my palms.

		“I—“

		“Quiet,” she cut me off. “Let me work.”

		I didn’t say anything, although I thought her behavior was strange. I wasn’t going to interrupt her. I wanted answers with as little effort as possible.

		“I see that your life is currently in turmoil,” Madam Shabriri began. “You are stuck at a fork in the road of life. Ah, I see it now. You are being pulled in two different directions by two masters. On the one side is the detective. This was your path for many years, but a new branch has formed only recently. You are hesitant to follow this new path, because it is so different from your previous one.”

		I had to hand it to her. She had largely pegged my situation correctly. She had described the events of the past few days, although with a certain ambiguous flair, almost perfectly.

		“There is trouble at work,” Madam Shabriri continued. “It is trouble that could lead to a possible and permanent end. But this new path. It provides a very different possible future. There is happiness in this future. There is wealth. There is success, although in a form that currently feels unnatural to you. Wait, I’m getting a name. The name is Mandi, spelled with an i. Mandi is happy, but she wants permanence. She wants to come out of the shadows and live her life full time.”

		I honestly didn’t understand what Madam Shabriri was talking about. As soon as she started talking about Mandi, I got lost. Unless… Then it hit me. Mandi wasn’t some random woman. She was me. She was the bimbo that came out when I blacked out. There was no way this woman could have known about the name Mandi. I didn’t even know about it until she had said it, but I had no doubts that the bimbo emerged during my blackouts was named Mandi.

		But there was only so much of the mysticism that I could take and I had reached my limits. I pulled my hands back, breaking the connection Madam Shabriri had made with me. I reached into my coat and pulled out a small wad of bills. I didn’t know how much I needed to pay, but I just tossed the bills on the table and got up to leave. I couldn’t stay here for another moment. I had to get out of there.

		I quickly fled the shop and was soon back behind the wheel of my car again. Only I was once again faced with the decision of where I should go. I probably should have stayed with the psychic longer, but I couldn’t stand it anymore. It probably had something to do with the name. Mandi. That was my alter ego. That was the name of the bimbo who took over when I blacked out. She was the one who slept with Roger Landy before he died. She was the one who entertained a group of Sebastian’s guests during a card game.

		I wanted to puke. But more importantly, I wanted revenge. The news of my being placed on leave had been given to me in a haphazard way. They should have taken my badge and my gun. Instead, I still had both. And I intended to use both to my advantage. I was going to kill Sebastian if he didn’t give me my life back. It was that simple.

		I put the car into gear and pulled out of the parking space. I looked up to see the reflection of my eyes in the rearview mirror. They were cold and hard, just like I felt toward the man who had tried to ruin me. But I was going to ruin him. The time for investigation was over. It was time to act. I didn’t care what happened to me after this. I just needed to be rid of the evil that Sebastian had darkened my soul with. I needed to be rid of Sebastian and Kiki, and more than anyone, I needed to be rid of Mandi.
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		Istormed into Razzle Dazzle, my gun already drawn. The bouncer took one look at me and backed away. He wasn’t about to mess with me.

		I didn’t give the stage a single glance. My eyes were rooted on the door to the back, the same door I had gone through just that morning when Sebastian called me back to meet with him. But I was done with meetings. Now it was time for some proper negotiation. And what better way to negotiate than to do it with a gun.

		However, as soon as I neared the door that led into the back, my vision started to go fuzzy. My knees went weak and I slowly dropped to the floor. Everything faded to black.

		When I next opened my eyes, I found myself in the dressing room I had spotted across the hall from the card room. Or at least I assumed it was that dressing room. I hadn’t gotten a great look at it, but it looked like I remembered it.

		“What the hell?” I said as I held a hand to my head. There was a pounding right behind my eyes. This was definitely a hangover.

		Suddenly I heard giggling. I looked up, realizing I hadn’t yet looked everywhere yet. Sitting in the corner, staring at me with wide eyes, was Kiki. My eyes went from looking at her blonde hair then down to her tits which were barely restrained in a bandeau top that left both the tops and bottoms of her tits on display. She clearly had no shame when it came to her body.

		“What happened?” I asked, this time directing the question directly at her.

		“You were so sexy out there tonight,” Kiki answered. “Do you want to see?”

		The events before I arrived at the club came flooding back into my mind. Anger resurfaced, fighting against the pain in my head. I had come here to kill, or at least to threaten to kill, Sebastian. I wanted my life back. But he controlled my blackouts. He saw me coming and he triggered a bimbo period. No matter what I planned or attempted to do, he could always make Mandi surface and there was nothing I could do about it. I was screwed.

		“No,” I said, crossing my hands over my chest. That was when I looked down to discover I was only wearing a set of little pink pasties over my nipples and the tiniest thong I had ever seen. That was it, although a pair of insanely high stripper heels were on the floor by my feet.

		I looked around and spotted a thin pink robe with faux pink fur along the edges. I didn’t care to wear it, but I needed something to cover me. I couldn’t sit here like this. I needed some manner of modesty. I covered myself up, using the robe like a blanket, feeling slightly better about my situation.

		However, while I was busy covering myself, Kiki pulled out a phone and started playing a video. She held it out to me so I could watch it.

		“You make such a sexy bimbo, Mandi,” Kiki said as she continued holding the phone out to me.

		I couldn’t help but watch. I couldn’t help but see a busty brunette on stage, swinging around the pole as if she had spent all her adult life training for that one purpose. I couldn’t help but watch how graceful she appeared. She was also sexy beyond reason. Her tits, her ass, her lips. She was like a brunette version of Kiki, only prettier.

		When the dance ended, the video kept playing. “Another great performance by Mandi,” the DJ announced before he started to introduce the next dancer.

		My jaw dropped upon hearing that name. I had assumed the woman was just another one of the club’s dancers. But no, that woman was me. She was Mandi, my bimbo alter-ego. After forcing me to blackout, I had spent that time as Mandi stripping. I was so embarrassed. How did this happen to me? I knew the answer, but I still felt sick at the thought that Sebastian had somehow corrupted me. I hated him all the more.

		“There’s another one,” Kiki said as she started a second video. “This one’s my favorite.”

		Mandi wasn’t on stage this time. Instead, she seemed to be sitting on a man’s lap in the audience. It looked like a bachelor party. The man’s lap she sat on wore a crown that said Groom on it. Mandi was dressed like I was now, wearing a thong and the pink pasties to cover her nipples. Except, she wasn’t really clothed. One hand remained near her ass. She was pulling the thong aside, leaving her open to the groom’s cock. She bounced on it, fucking herself where everyone could see her.

		The look on Mandi’s face as she rode the cock was like pure bliss. She looked beyond happy. The groom’s hands roamed over her body. If anything, she encouraged it. And then his buddies would reach out and grab a handful of flesh too, enjoying the bimbo they had at their disposal until she got called back up for another dance.

		I squeezed my thighs together and could feel something shift inside of me. I could still feel the man’s cum in my pussy. I made a disgusted face, sticking my tongue out, but it didn’t help. All I knew was I felt dirtier than ever. An all day shower wouldn’t be enough to wipe the shame I felt from my body.

		“Where are my clothes?” I finally asked, knowing I needed to get dressed and make my escape. I couldn’t come here anymore. That much was obvious. Sebastian could trigger a bimbo episode at any time.

		“Just grab something off the rack,” Kiki said pointing toward the rack of skimpy outfits hanging from the rack along the far wall. “Besides, those clothes you came in here wearing were so boring, Mandi. You should only wear sexy clothes from now on.”

		“Get out,” I screamed.

		Kiki jumped and scrambled toward the door. She hadn’t expected my outburst.

		“And don’t call me Mandi. My name’s Lydia.”

		Just as Kiki reached the door, she turned and looked back at me, almost afraid of what I might do to her. At least I could still scare a bimbo like her, even if I couldn’t touch Sebastian.

		“Fine,” she said, pouting. “But Sebastian wants to see you now that you’re boring again.”

		I gritted my teeth as I watched her leave. Of course Sebastian wanted to see me. And as long as I was stuck in the strip club, I was going to comply. But as soon as I was out, I was gone. I would flee across the country if I had to. I would do whatever it took to get and stay away from the monster that was Sebastian Lambert.
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		Ididn’t bother to knock before I walked into Sebastian’s office. I had managed to find my old clothes, although my bra was completely shot. It seemed Mandi’s growth spurt had torn it apart when I shifted last time. My pants felt a little loose around the butt too, but I figured that was from getting stretched out. Luckily, there was no other damage. Although I couldn’t find my panties and ended up continuing to wear the pink thong. It rode up my ass, but I was starting to get used to it.

		“There she is,” Sebastian said. He didn’t seem surprised to see me. At least this time Kiki wasn’t here with him already.

		“I really hate you,” I said as I plopped down in a chair across from him. He sat behind his desk, doing who knew what. I slouched down low, not exactly feeling my best. My recent time as Mandi had me feeling particularly low. She was my complete opposite, it seemed. Not to mention the fact she wasn’t gay like me. The image of her bouncing on that man’s cock where anyone could see her, where anyone could record video of her, still had me reeling.

		Sebastian gave me a cock smirk, the kind that only made me more furious. Except, it was now clear to me that there was nothing I could do to him. He probably had it arranged so that all he had to do was push a button and I would transform into Mandi again. He either saw me approach on the security cameras or the bouncer at the front door radioed him.

		“Hate me all you want, but you have to admit, I own you now,” Sebastian finally said. The worst part was I knew it was true.

		“Kiki told me you wanted to see me,” I said, hating myself almost as much as I hated him. I had never felt so low. I understood and lived with the hierarchy that existed within the police force. But I didn’t like taking orders from others. Only my bosses could order me around. Sebastian was not my boss. He was a leader of a gang. That was all he was. That was all he would ever be.

		“She might be dumb, but she’s hot and she follows directions,” Sebastian commented. “Yes, I wanted to make my offer from earlier more clear.”

		“Work for you or you keep being a liability to the police I really work for?” I said. “That doesn’t seem like a good offer to me. It sounds like crap. You may think you’re tempting me or even blackmailing me, but you’re really not. I’m just as inclined to tell you to fuck off now as I was this morning.”

		“Fair enough,” Sebastian said. “However, I have decided to revise my earlier offer. I understand the position I have put you in. The truth is, I hadn’t intended for you to get in trouble with your bosses like you did. Therefore, I’m going to offer you a deal. There’s no reversing what has already been done to you. The closest thing to a cure is a potion I have that regulates the shifting. If you take it, it means you will shift for two days, once per month. It’s a bit like the national guard, except you turn into a bimbo instead of a soldier.”

		“You’re lying,” I said, not believing a word of what he said. I couldn’t trust this man.

		“That’s a distinct possibility in my line of work,” he said, shrugging his shoulders. “It comes with the territory, I suppose. But I can promise you, that if you take the potion, you’ll be free of me. And I’ll do what I can to take the heat off you with your bosses. You might need to move for a new job, but your trouble here won’t hurt your future prospects.”

		Sebastian knew just where to hit me. He wasn’t threatening me, he was offering me a lifeline. And it was one I felt compelled to take. Yes, he might be lying to me, but I was desperate. There was no way I could go back to my old life. My job with the police department was toast. But I wasn’t done being a cop yet. I wasn’t done being a detective. All I had to do was find a department that would hire me and ignore my past. And if Sebastian could somehow help with that, I’d be set.

		“All right,” I announced, sitting up and leaning forward, my hand outstretched. “You’ve got a deal.”

		After shaking my hand, Sebastian reached into a drawer in his desk and pulled out a bottle filled with a golden liquid. It looked like champagne, but it was something different. I couldn’t describe it exactly, but it definitely looked like over-fizzed champagne. He even brought out a champagne flute for me to use to drink it.

		“This will take care of you,” Sebastian said as he held out the champagne flute. I took it and placed it under my nose, breathing in its vapors. Definitely not champagne.

		“Bottoms up,” I said as I brought the glass to my lips. Then I started drinking, letting it quickly flow past through my mouth and then down my throat.

		As soon as the golden liquid reached my stomach, I started to feel a heat building up inside of me. It felt good. It felt really good.

		I was about to ask how long it took to take effect when I looked down and noticed that my top was stretched tighter across my chest than I remembered it before. And then as I watched, right there before my eyes, my breasts expanded, growing bigger and bigger.

		“My boobies,” I exclaimed, shocked by the sudden growth.

		Sebastian laughed. “I told you I wasn’t trustworthy. You’re going to be my little bimbo fuckdoll from here on out.”

		“But…” I said, but I couldn’t seem to finish my sentence, let alone my thought.

		It felt as if all the bubbles in the potion were flowing up into my brain and popping all at once, pushing all those hard thoughts and scary worries out of my head. Those bubbles released pure joy and happiness. My lips turned up into a smile. I couldn’t help it. I just felt that good. And I couldn’t complain as I continued to watch my boobies grow into a proper pair of titties. They were so big and round.

		But it wasn’t just my titties that had grown. I could see my lips pushing away from my face, ever so slightly entering my line of sight when I looked down, which I did to watch my titties keep getting bigger. I could feel my ass getting bigger too. My pants had started to feel really tight.

		I giggled, wondering why I was wearing such boring clothes. My red sweater looked boring and what kind of bimbo was I to be wearing pants. I wanted people to see my legs and know they could fuck me without a second thought. I didn’t even have a first thought to get in the way.

		“There she is,” Sebastian said. “How’s it feel to be a bimbo full time now, Mandi?”

		I practically purred before I answered, “I love it.” I hugged my body, loving how my big titties felt in my arms. They were so sensitive and they made me horny. Actually, everything made me horny. I was kind of a sex addict now I supposed. But as a bimbo, no one expected anything else from me. And seeing Sebastian smile at my sexy body, I knew everything was going to be perfect from now on. “And I’d love to give you a blowjob.”
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		“Y ummy,” I said as I briefly came up for air. After letting me suck his cock as a way to say thank you for turning me into a bimbo, Sebastian helped me out of my clothes and led me next door to the card room. There wasn’t a game going on, but Kiki was sitting there waiting for us.

		It took little convincing by Sebastian to get Kiki out of her clothes too. All he had to do was tell her to strip and she started doing it automatically. She didn’t even think about it. Ugh, that was hot.

		Sebastian had Kiki sit back on the couch on one end. She spread her legs, exposing her bare pussy to me. I couldn’t help but lick my lips. I dove in without a second’s thought, licking her with all of my worth. Before I knew it, Kiki was running her hands through my long hair, encouraging me as I ate her pretty pink pussy.

		But the real fun came when Sebastian got in on the action. I barely heard the sounds of his belt coming loose and then his pants hitting the ground. I definitely felt his fit body climb onto the couch behind me. I understood what he had planned for us. It was really simple. He was going to fuck me while I ate Kiki’s pussy.

		And that was exactly what he did. He pushed his big hard cock into my pussy, filling me all the way up on his first thrust. I was wet and ready for him. I was always ready for cock. Deep down, I knew that wasn’t always true, but I couldn’t help myself now. I loved cock. I lived for cock.

		“That’s a good bimbo, Mandi,” Sebastian said before he slapped my ass.

		I jumped up for a moment, but used the opportunity without Kiki’s pussy in my face to take a deep breath. But Kiki wasn’t to be denied. Her hands forced my head back down and I continued my happy ministrations, licking her pussy and clit, enjoying the taste of her juices as they entered my mouth and dripped down my chin.

		I didn’t know how it happened, but when Sebastian blasted his second load of cum into me, the first happening back in his office when I sucked his cock, I came too. But even better, Kiki came too. Her thighs clenched around my face as she squirted her juices into my mouth and across my face.

		But it was the orgasm that left a permanent mark on me. My whole body convulsed as Sebastian held my hips in his strong hands. Pleasure flowed through me like a giant ocean wave, knowing me back and leaving me dumbfounded. But it felt better than anything ever had before. This was what I was made for. This was my purpose. I was supposed to be sexy and pleasing. And in return I got to cum like a freight train every single time.

		I didn’t know exactly what Sebastian had planned for Kiki and me. I figured it would be more of the same. I would strip sometimes, which I loved, because it got all those guys to watch my sexy body and throw money at me. And I could always make visits out on the floor or take men who wanted to pay extra back to the VIP rooms for a special show. But sometimes Sebastian would probably want me to entertain at his card games, or be the reward for a job well done by one of his captains. It all sounded so much fun.

		But more than anything, I wanted Sebastian to set me up with a woman like I used to be. I wanted to turn her. I wanted to give her the gift that Kiki had given to me. I didn’t understand it then, but now I knew the truth. Being a werebimbo is the best. And now that Kiki and I get to live together and serve the sexiest man we know in Sebastian Lambert, life is perfect. He keeps us taken care of, making sure we have lots of sexy clothes to wear to highlight our big tits and bubble butts and he keeps us nice and fucked. Nothing is better.

		Someday my old life might catch up to me. People might come looking for Detective Lydia Frost, but even though we share fingerprints, there’s nothing else that’s left of her. I’m Mandi now and I’m loving the bimbo life.
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