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The two girls sat in the back of the dark equipment room among the bins full of basketballs, volleyballs, and jump ropes. The only light came from the small high window overhead. They sat leaning against musty stack of tumbling mats.


They wore the uniforms of Pembleton’s Boarding School, grey skirts and white shirts, though one had shoulder length blond hair while the other was a brunette, her hair pulled back into a ponytail. Both were beautiful.

The dark-haired one held her palm out to the other. “Go on, Tracy. You’ll fucking love it.” 

“I don’t know,” Tracy said. “I’ve only smoked a little weed. What exactly is it again?”

“It’s called Cotton Candy. It’s harmless. I’ve done it like twenty times.”

The translucent pink pill in her hand sparkled in the overhead light.

“Yeah, okay Josey,” Tracy said, pinching the pill between her finger and thumb. She brought it to her lips, then hesitated. “But how do you know it’s really safe if you don’t know where it came from?”

Josey sighed and rolled her eyes. “Okay, sure. But if I tell you where I got it, you have to promise not to tell anybody else.”

Tracy nodded her head. “I swear to God, I won’t tell anyone. I mean, I’ve only been here a month. I’m not gonna fuck up things with the only friend I’ve made here.”

Josey looked relieved. “Okay, but it’s not a student, so I could really get in deep shit.”

Not a student. Well that was good to know.

Josey smiled. “I got it from—”

The door to the equipment room opened, and both girls whipped their heads toward the sound. They were on the floor, so whoever it was still couldn’t see them, and there was another door that led to the back of the gym.

The girls scrambled to their feet, trying to keep low. Tracy dropped the pill, causing a light clatter on the concrete floor.

“Who’s back there?” a male voice said.

“Oh fuck,” Josey whispered. “It’s Coach Larson. Come on.”

Josey headed for the back door. Tracy turned to follow, and slipped. Must have been the pill she stepped on, because her right foot came out from under her. She landed on her side with a thud and couldn’t help crying out. “Ow!”

Josey didn’t hesitate. She scrambled away, leaving Tracy behind on the floor. 

Before Tracy could get to her feet, Coach Larson was standing over her, his blue polo shirt tucked into his white shorts, his hands on his hips. He was a big man, with narrow eyes, a square jaw, and a brown crew cut. He was still pretty good looking, but he was already starting to put on a few pounds around the waist. 

He looked down at her, a weird little smile on his face. “What have we here?” he said. “You’re the new girl, aren’t you? Stacy?”

“Tracy, sir,” she said, sitting up. Damn, that spill had hurt like hell. Her hip was throbbing.

“What are you doing back here?” he said. “There’s no gym class this period.” He looked around, and then his eyes narrowed as he saw it, the light from the window above highlighting it like a spotlight. The little pink pill.

He picked it up just as she had, pinched between his forefinger and thumb. Then he let out a slow whistle. “Sweetie,” he said. “if this is what I think it is, you are in a world of trouble.”

She tried to keep her cool. She’d been working this case undercover for over a month, and she been so close to getting Josey to give up a name. They’d narrowed down the source of the designer drug to this tiny private all-girl school in upstate New York, of all places. Now she knew it wasn’t a student. A faculty member was the source, maybe even the designer. In any case, she couldn’t blow her cover now.

“Please, Coach,” she said. “That’s not mine. I don’t know where it came from.”

“Oh,” he said. “Not yours, huh? Then whose?”

She looked down at the ground. “I really don’t know.”

“You think when I march you up to the Dean Marin’s office, she’s going to believe that? Or your parents?”

She looked up at him, pleading. “Please, sir. You can’t tell my parents. They’ll kick me out.”

Coach Larson smiled, then tossed the pill up in the air and caught it again. “Tell you what,” he said. “I’ll make you a deal.” He tucked the pill in his gym shorts and glanced back at the door. “You do me a favor and I’ll forget all about this.”

“What…favor?”

He smiled wide this time. “You any good at sucking cock?”

Oh shit. He was going there, huh? Busting some dipshit on soliciting a minor wasn’t how she wanted to end thirty-five days of undercover work, not having gotten any closer to catching the makers of Cotton Candy. But just how far was she willing to go to keep her cover intact?

She smiled up at him. “The boys all tell me I’m the best they’ve ever had.” Pretty far, apparently.

He took a step closer, unzipping his shorts. “Well, I’m not a boy,” he said. “Let’s see how you do.” Coach Larson pulled his shorts and white briefs down around his ankles and stood back up. His reddening cock bobbed up and down. It was bigger than most she’d been with.

Tracy scooted closer on her knees, grasped the base of his cock with her right hand, and cupped his balls with her left. Then she looked up at him all doe-eyed. “If I do this, you won’t tell anybody.”

“You have my word, Stacy,” he said. 

She didn’t bother correcting him. And what good was the word of someone who would do this to one of the girls? But that didn’t matter. She thought she could close this case within a couple of days now. She’d sucked a lot of dick before and since becoming a cop. What was one more?

Tracy smiled and nodded. She looked at the head of his cock, a big drop of pre-cum already squeezing out of it. She opened her mouth, closed her eyes, and guided it to her soft lips.

“Stop,” Coach Larson said. Was he having a pang of guilt at forcing someone he thought was a minor to suck his cock? Tracy opened her eyes and looked up at him. Nope, he sure didn’t look like he had a conscience. He was leering down at her like a hungry wolf.

“Go ahead and get those perky tits out,” he said. 

God, what a fucking asshole, she thought. But she gave him a little smile and unbuttoned her shirt. She shrugged it off, exposing her slender white shoulders. Then she reached behind her back to unfasten her lacy white bra.

Coach Larson was licking his lips.

She shrugged off her B-cup bra and felt goosebumps break out across her skin as the cool air hit her tiny pink nipples. This better be worth it, she thought.

“All right, then,” he said. “Those are pretty. You may now suck my cock.”

Tracy leaned back in, grabbing the base of his shaft with both hands this time. She put him into her mouth and he let out a low moan. She rocked slowly forward and back, letting her lips, covered with shiny lip gloss, to slide along his cock. She let her tongue circle around the tip. She hummed as she sucked. She was good at sucking cock. No, great. And she wanted to finish this as soon as possible and get back to the case.

She pulled him out of her mouth and looked up at him, batting her long eyelashes. “Am I doing all right, Coach?”

“If you weren’t, I’d say something,” he said. “Now shut the fuck up and work that dick.”

He was all bravado, but his breathing was ragged and his face was red. He was close.

She went back in and picked up the pace, suckling his cock, wrapping the warmth of her mouth and tongue around it, coating it with her saliva, which was thickening with his leaking cum.

He started panting like a dog. She felt his body stiffen. She went even faster, squeezing the base of his cock with both hand, pumping in short strokes while she plunged him in and out of her mouth.

She felt him grab and bunch up the hair at the back of her head, and pull her off of him. She yelped with surprise and pain, reaching up to his thick wrist with both her hands.

He turned slightly to the side and reached down with his other hand, grabbing his cock, slick with her spit. While he held onto her hair, he jerked himself to the finish line. Thick, ropey spurts of cum shot out of him and onto the concrete floor. 

“Oh yeah,” he said, pistoning his dick with his fist. “Oh fuck yeah.” 

When he was done, an abstract splatter of his cum lay next to her on the dark gray concrete. He finally let go of her hair. She rubbed her head, half the hair back there feeling like it had nearly been pulled out.

She picked up her bra and put it back on, then buttoned up her shirt as Coach Larson pulled up his shorts, tucked in his shirt, and zipped them up.

“Can I go now?” she said, wiping her mouth with back of her hand.

Coach Larson raised his eyebrows. He pointed down at the cum splatter. “Looks like you made quite a mess,” he said. “You can’t just leave it like that.”

She looked around for a rag or a mop. 

“What are you looking for?” he asked.

“Something to clean it up with.”

He laughed. “You made that mess with your dirty little whore mouth. You can clean it up with the same dirty little whore mouth.”

Goddammit, she thought. She hadn’t signed up for this. He really was pushing her to her limits. When this was over, she thought she just might pay Coach Larson a visit at his home, probably some shitty low-rent apartment. She just might break both his kneecaps with a couple of well-placed baton strikes. 

He must have seen the anger in her eyes. He laughed again. “Maybe you’ll learn your lesson, missy,” he said. “Now stick out that pretty little tongue of yours and lick that shit up.”

She gathered her hair up behind her head so she wouldn’t get cum in it. Then she bent down to the floor, stuck out her tongue, and lapped up a mouthful of warm, salty spunk. The floor of the equipment room apparently hadn’t been swept in a while either, because she also got some grit and dust. Holy shit this was disgusting. She looked back up at him. He had a huge smile on his face.

“Go on,” he said, folding his arms and leaning against one of the basketball bins.

She lowered her head to the floor and licked up another warm, white, dusty gob.

“Oh my god,” Josey said. “What happened back there?” She was sitting in a swing in the playground four blocks from the school. Once Coach Larson had finally let Tracy go, she got her bag out of her locker and headed along the route she knew Josey walked to get home. She figured Josey would be waiting for her, even though she had left her high and dry in the equipment room.

“Nothing,” Tracy said, dropping her bag in the sand and sitting in the swing next to Josey.

“Nothing?” Josey said. “If that’s true, you’re lucky. I’ve heard a lot of stories about Larson. He’s a freak.”

“Nah,” Tracy said. “The pill must have rolled under something, cause he didn’t see it. I just told him I was looking for a quiet place to chill and he let me go.”

“Damn,” Josey said. “That is lucky. Hey, sorry about bailing on you, but I’m already on the shit list with my parents and the school. One more strike, even a little one, and I’m out.”

Tracy smiled at her. “Don’t worry about it.”

“Hey,” Josey said. “I’ll make it up to, girl. There’s a party tonight at Angie’s house. A little thing, just a few people.”

“Which one is Angie?”

“Blond, curly hair. You can see where she used to have a nose ring. Kind of a bitchy face.”

“Oh,” Tracy said. “Yeah, Angie.” She already knew who Angie was. She knew the names and information of all the girls. “Sure, sounds like fun.”

“Cool,” Josey said. “You’ll get another shot at trying some Cotton Candy.”

Right, Tracy thought. And maybe this time we can finish our conversation.

Angie’s house was actually more of a mansion. Tracy showed up fashionably late dressed in a red skirt and wispy white blouse. She could hear the thump of the music as she walked up the sidewalk.

Inside, a guy with green hair laughed and handed her a plastic red cup filled with punch. She sniffed it. Smelled like vodka and cherry Kool-Aid. Gross. She gulped some down anyway.

Across the crowded living room she saw Josey sitting in some guy’s lap, playing with his long, dark hair. The dealer, maybe?

She pushed her way through the dancing teens. “Hey girl,” she yelled.

Josey turned her head slowly and smiled at her through half-lidded eyes. “Hey honey,” Josey said. Oh, she was high all right. Josey clumsily climbed out of the guy’s lap and pushed herself upright. She was wearing what looked like a bikini bottom, a boy’s T-shirt, and high heels. She hugged Tracy and whispered in her ear. “We need to get you caught up,” she said. She pointed a finger upwards. “Upstairs.”

They pushed their way back through the dancing throng, and Tracy helped Josey up the stairs. 

“Down there,” Josey said, still whispering, though the music was half as loud up here. She pointed down a long hallway to a door at the end.

At the door, Tracy started to open it. Josey slapped her wrist and giggled. “Bad manners,” she said. “Knock first.”

Tracy knocked and heard a deep male voice. “Come.” She half expected to see an orgy in progress. Instead, a lone man sat in a bean bag chair. It was Lloyd, the janitor from Pembleton. He wore his blue coveralls from work with the name patch on his chest, but he was barefoot, the top of his coveralls open wide, maybe a dozen strings of beads hanging down on his chest. He wore a black derby on his head. 

“Here’s the guy I was trying to tell you about,” Josey said. “He’s the coolest.” She giggled again.

“Um, you work at the school, right?” Tracy said.

Lloyd smiled. “Yes, dear girl. I work at the school. But if you’re referring to my janitorial duties, those are merely a pretense.”

Josey giggled again. “See? What did I tell you? He’s a trip.”

“What does that mean?” Tracy asked him.

“It means my real work is done after hours,” he said, holding up a chunk of pink crystal. “In probably one of the best private school chemistry labs in the country.”

Holy shit. She hadn’t expected to actually run into the cook tonight. 

“Josey, sweety,” Lloyd said. “Go on back down to the party. I’ll get your friend on the right track.”

Josey giggled once more and headed out the door, closing it behind her. 

“No then,” Lloyd said. “Do you want to feel better than you’ve ever felt in your life?”

“Hell yeah,” she said, reaching for her purse. “How much?”

He laughed, low and soft. “I’m not really that motivated by money,” he said. “Go ahead and strip for me.”

“What?”

“You heard me just fine,” he said. “One, I need to make sure you’re not wearing a wire. And two, well, I get to see that sexy little body of yours.”

Shit. Well the good news was that she wasn’t wearing a wire. The bad news was that she hadn’t expected to run into the actual supplier at the party, so she hadn’t requested a backup team.

“Well?” Lloyd said. “Do you want to have some fun or be a little party-pooping bitch?”

Tracy pulled her shirt up over her head, tossed it aside, then unclasped her bra. Lloyed smiled and nodded. She stepped out of her heels and then pulled down her skirt. She stood in her panties, the reddish light of the only lamp in the room bathing her. Her nipples were hard.

“Good,” Lloyd said. He flicked his finger down at her panties. “Those too.”

Holy shit, Tracy thought. Really?

She shrugged, her perky tits bouncing, sighed, and pulled down her panties. Her muff was a soft, downy brown.

Lloyd’s smile widened. “That’s good enough for a down payment.” He plucked a pink crystal from his pocket and held it up. “Come here, dear.”

She moved forward, standing over him. 

“Bend down and stick out your tongue for dear old Lloyd,” he said.

She bent over, opened her mouth, and stuck out her tongue. He placed the crystal on it, and she curled it up into her mouth. She began to feel it dissolve in her mouth and the effects began to kick in. She felt lighter, happier.

A few minutes ago she was ready to kick this guy’s teeth in, but now she was actually starting to like him.

He shooed her back with his hand, and she stepped back. “Your titties are sweet,” he said. “But not enough for full payment.” He produced a transparent blue dildo from behind the bean bag and threw it at her feet. “In a couple of minutes, you’re going to feel happier than you’ve ever felt before. Don’t you think your dear friend Lloyd deserves at least a little show for doing that for you? Show me what you can do with that.”

Tracy smiled. Sure, that seemed totally reasonable. She squatted, picking up the dildo. It was soft and rubbery. She put it to her lips and began kissing it. With her other hand, she reached down and slid her finger along her pussy lips.

Lloyd raised his eyebrows and watched with interest.

She closed her eyes and pushed the dildo passed her glossy lips, moaning and smiling around it. She added another finger to the one already rubbing her pussy and began to make bigger strokes. Her fingers were getting slick with juice. She was a little surprised she was this horny and guessed it was another side effect of the Cotton Candy. She couldn’t help herself though. 

Tracy sucked the fake dick hungrily, pushing it to the back of her throat. She wanted to gag on it. That made her even hornier. Her eyes watered as she pushed it in and out, deep and full in her mouth. Meanwhile, her fingers flittered between her lips, circling around her clit, dripping on the floor with her wetness. They felt good, but they weren’t enough. She needed something big pushing into her. She needed that cock jammed up inside her.

She rocked back on her heels and plopped down on her ass. She pulled the shiny dildo out of her mouth, spread her legs, and grabbed the dildo with both hands. Then she put the head between her pussy lips and shoved it up into herself with a gasp. Goddamn that felt good. She let out a low, throaty moan, then really went to work.

She didn’t think she’d ever been this hungry for cock. She jammed it in and out of her with both hands, scooting her hips forward with each thrust. She could feel her pussy juice leaking out, dribbling down her ass to the floor, but she didn’t care. All she wanted was to fill herself up. The cock felt good, better than her hand, but at this point she would have let all the boys downstairs line up and fuck her like a conga line. Even sleazy Lloyd could have a go.

The thought of all those strange dicks must of made something in her click, because she felt the warm bloom rising up, spreading out from her pussy, radiating up into her belly and down to her toes. She took one hand off the dildo to plant it on the floor just to steady herself. She was shuddering, a thundering orgasm rippling through her.

“Oh goddamn,” she said. “Oh fuck. Oh holy fucking shit.” She arched her back and clenched her eyes. The room wasn’t there. Nothing and nobody was there but the hot white pleasure exploding through her. 

When it was over, she lay in a puddle of her own cum, the wet dildo clutched in one hand like a spent weapon. Lloyd pulled himself up out of the bean bag chair and clapped slowly. 

“Marvelous,” he said. “You were really great.” He moved over to a nearby table, which she hadn’t even noticed before. “It’s a good thing we were broadcasting downstairs.” She saw it then, for the first time. The cam, with its tiny red light. Oh fuck.

She heard a cheer rise up from downstairs. There must be a TV down there, maybe more than one. Everyone in the house had just seen her fuck herself silly. God she hoped the feed was live and that there wasn’t a recording.

Tracy flung the dildo aside and scrambled for her clothes. As she was picking up her bra she heard another noise downstairs, a tussle, a couple of screams. She glanced over her shoulder at the window. Lloyd was looking outside, dumbstruck. Blue and red flashing lights played off the curtains.

“Fuck me,” Lloyd said. He looked back at her. “This was fun, sweetheart. But I really must be going.” He undid the latches on the window and pulled it open.

Nope, Tracy thought. Not today, motherfucker. 

She moved quickly, closing the space between him and her. Then she looped an arm around his neck and kicked the back of his right knee. He fell backwards with her to the ground, where she kept him in a headlock. 

He struggled against her, but she held firm, choking him.

The door busted open. Garret, her partner, and her captain stood in the doorway, guns drawn. 

She lay on the floor, wearing a skirt, but naked from the waist up, the mastermind of the state’s most dangerous drug passed out in her arms. She let him flop unconscious on the ground and checked that he was still breathing.

“How did you know?” Tracy said.

The men holstered their weapons. The captain’s face grew red. He coughed and looked at the ground. 

Garret looked embarrassed. He looked over at the table and pointed at the cam. “We got a tip,” he said. “One of the off-duty officers was at home watching a website that streams porn. He, um, he recognized you.”

Fuck, Tracy thought. She reached for her bra and started to put it on. Biggest bust of her career and she was still going to be the laughingstock of the department.

Once she’d buttoned up her shirt, Garret reached down to help her off the floor. She ignored it, tears standing out in her eyes. Goddammit, she wasn’t going to cry. The thing was, she actually had a little crush on her partner. Well, that was out the window.

Captain Morris finally raised his head to her. “Good work, Detective,” he said, then coughed into his hand again.

Right, Tracy thought. I just fucked myself, in more ways than one.

Tracy stood in the light under the front door. She was dressed in black. Black boots, black tights, and a light black leather jacket, no shirt or bra underneath, unzipped to her belly. Her hair was tied back into a tiny ponytail. She rang the doorbell.

What do you know? He lived in a house after all. A ratty little two-room shithole, but still, a house.

A man opened the door, still wearing his Pembleton T-shirt and gray sweatpants, but barefoot. He had a confused look on his face as he looked the woman standing on his doorstep up and down.

After a few seconds, his eyes grew wide. “Tracy?”

She smiled, revealing the stun gun from behind her back, jamming it into his chest, and zapping the shit out of him. A crackle filled the air, and Coach Larson went down like a sack of sand. 

Tracy looked around the dark neighborhood. Nobody was out. Nobody gave a shit.

His legs were lying in the doorway as he twitched. She dragged him inside and closed the door.

She pulled off his clothes and cuffed him, leaving him pink and naked in the middle of his living room floor. A ratty brown sofa sat across from a small TV. The floor was littered with fast food bags and pizza boxes. Jesus, she thought, maybe living with himself was punishment enough. Then she thought about the blow job in the equipment room, and any shred of pity was instantly vaporized.

She crouched down and slapped him across the face. He moved, but didn’t wake up. She slapped him again, then once more. Finally his eyes fluttered open. A line of drool slipped from the corner of his mouth.

“What the—” his voice was slurred now.

“Sit up, dumbass,” she said.

“Gid the fug out of my house,” he said, shaking his head.

She showed him the stun gun, gave it a little wave, and smiled. “The next one’s aimed at your nut sack, asshole.”

That got his attention. Coach Larson struggled to his knees, and she didn’t help. Fuck him.

“What do you want?” he asked.

“I think you have a pretty good idea,” she said. “I’m sure you read about it in the news. I caught that son of a bitch, but that case cost me my job. Now you could say I’m—freelance. I’m heading out of town, across the country. Fresh start and all that. But I just had one last little piece of unfinished business.”

He looked pathetic, squatting there on the floor, hands cuffed behind his back. Tears stood out in his eyes. “I didn’t know you were a cop,” he said.

“Oh,” Tracy said, making her mouth into an O and putting her hand up to it. “You thinking I was a minor is supposed to make it better?”

“I just—”

“You just what, fuckhead?”

He looked up at her, pleading. “I’m sorry.”

She laughed at that. “You’re sorry because you got caught. Or rather, you think you’re sorry. By the morning, you won’t be putting on a little show. You’ll actually be sorry.” 

“What are you gonna do?”

She reached into her jacket and pulled out a dildo and harness. She tossed it onto the sofa. “Well, later we’re going to see how well you suck dick and take it up the ass. But right now? Right now I’m gonna jerk you off right here onto the carpet. And Coach? Guess who’s gonna clean that shit up?”
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