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            CHAPTER ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      The cruiser’s engine purred beneath us as we rolled through the east side of Indianapolis, early morning sun flaring off windshields and chain-link fences. I sat in the passenger seat, hands folded in my lap, doing my best to focus on the street grid and radio codes. But my eyes kept flicking to the woman beside me.

      Nikki was cool. Composed. Utterly unfazed.

      She drove like she owned the road, one hand on the wheel, the other resting casually on her thigh. Aviators perched on her nose. Her dark auburn hair was pulled back in a tight, professional bun. If you didn’t know better, you’d think she was just my FTO—field training officer—and nothing more.

      And that was exactly how she acted. Not a word about what happened the past weekend. No sly looks. No teasing touches. Not even a shift in her tone. It was like it hadn’t happened at all.

      Which, in theory, should have made things easier. Cleaner. But instead, it made everything feel off-balance. Surreal. Like I was holding a live wire beneath my uniform and pretending I wasn’t getting burned. Maybe it was for the best. Maybe it had to be this way.

      Still… every time she leaned across me to adjust the radio or point something out on the MDT, I caught her scent—cinnamon, leather, something faintly floral—and my skin prickled with heat.

      A few days had passed since the Whiskey Club meeting. Since Cassandra. Since the orgy of powerful, mature women used my body. I tried to tell myself everything was normal, that I hadn’t changed, but I knew everything was different—I was different. I couldn’t lie to myself and say I was straight anymore. Bisexual, maybe, but definitely not straight.

      I hadn’t told a soul. I didn’t dare. Not just because of the obvious—fraternization, ethics, my job—but because I didn’t even know how to name what had happened.

      I still didn’t know what I wanted. All I knew was that something inside me had shifted. And it wasn’t going back.

    

  







            CHAPTER TWO

          

          

      

    

    






…Previous Weekend…

        

      

    

    
      “Ohhhhh, fuck! Yes! Keep going! Don’t fucking stop!” Nikki moaned. She rode my face as if it was a motorcycle seat. Her thighs twitched and shuddered on both sides of my face as her orgasm peaked and her juices poured down my throat and chin. “Fuck, yes—keep licking!” she panted in a panic. I slowed my laps so that I could breathe, but apparently, breathing was not an option when my immediate supervisor needed to be serviced. She grabbed a lock of my hair and cranked my neck up so that my face was buried in the moist crotch of her pussy.

      “Mmmmmmm!” I protested, but my muffled screams seemed to only give Nikki more pleasure as her first orgasm ended and her second began.

      “Ahhhh yes! Fuck yes! Eat that fucking pussy! Eat it!” she demanded as my tongue, lips, and nose were engulfed by her wet, pulsating cunt. “Ughhhh fuuuuuck!”

      The second orgasm she had was strong enough that I thought her legs might crush my head like a watermelon, with my vision turning black, and I wouldn’t care by the time that happened.

      “Oh, my god, fuck yesss!” Nikki moaned. Her brunette hair dangled in her face as she rocked back and forth, riding my face like a bucking bull.

      I was lost in the wonderland between consciousness and unconsciousness when a rush of air forced its way into my lungs just as I had almost resigned to giving up. Nikki scooted down my body and I felt the cool wetness around my cheeks, chin, and mouth. I had time to gasp two deep breaths of air which allowed my vision to return before Nikki’s hands clasped my face and her lips seized mine. Her large breasts mashed into mine as we made out. Her long nails clawed my back as she commanded my body with hers.

      Nikki was always in control when we were in the patrol car. She controlled the car, the streets, and me as the rookie, and now my body was no different. Her thighs squeezed, her heel hooked around there, her lips and tongue did what they wanted in my mouth. I felt like an object being used and I… liked it?

      I didn’t have to worry if I was doing something wrong, because Nikki literally forced me to be where I needed to be or do what I needed to do. There was something nice about not needing to be in control. About serving another and being used by another.

      God, what’s wrong with me?

      Before I realized it, Nikki had scooted down my body, lifted my legs and hips so that my pussy was in the air above me and my neck was craned with my head pressed into the mattress. She spread my legs and shook her hair out of her face before lowering her mouth to my moist slit.

      “Mmmm…” I hummed a moan as she kissed and licked my clit. There was an intensity in her eyes that I had never seen before. I could easily say I had never felt this exposed and vulnerable in my life.

      Nikki’s tongue sliced into my pussy and I watched her raise and lower her tongue in and out of me as her fingers circled my clitoris and her other hand ran a finger up and down the length of my ass crack. I clenched my cheeks together because I wasn’t used to being touched down there but that didn’t stop Nikki from weaseling her fingers in there and circling my anus. I didn’t want to like it, and wasn’t sure that I did, but I couldn’t ignore the building pleasure from her fingers circling my clit or her tongue fucking my pussy.

      “Ahhhmmmmmm—Gaaahhd…” I whined as my uncomfortable pleasure built and built. The noises that escaped my lips only seemed to encourage Nikki to be rough and go deeper with her fingers. “Shhhhhit!”

      Nikki’s tongue dug deep inside my leaking pussy as she moaned into my taste. Her fingers—her whole arm, really—rubbed back and forth on my clitoris in a way that it overstimulated my sex and made me squirm the feeling was too much to handle and yet there was nothing I could do about it. Nikki held me in a lock with no escape.

      “Sshhhhh—fuck! Nikki! Oh, my God!” I whimpered and saw my thighs quiver.

      “That’s it, you little slut,” Nikki said with a sharp smile as she stared down into my anguished face. “You know you like it… Cum for me!”

      I felt her finger work its way inside my virgin asshole and tried to move away but I couldn’t and wasn’t sure if I really wanted to. Just as her finger penetrated my anus, her fingers rubbed my soaked clit just so to bring me over the edge.

      “Oh my—shit! Nikki! God, I’m cumming!” I sang, my voice quivering as my body shook and the orgasm took control. My butt cheeks clenched with her finger still inside me and a squirt of juices launched out of my pussy, spraying her face an raining back down on my body and face.

      “There you go!” Nikki laughed, wiping her face with the back of her hand. “Look at that slut cum,” she laughed and slowly extricated herself from my body and let me fall back down to the bed.
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…A Few Days Later…

        

      

    

    
      I followed Nikki under the police tape hung around the building and entered the bank. It was hard to believe she was the same person who had me stuffed in a bed, folded like a pretzel as she fucked me just a few days ago. I’ve spent 8+ hours a day with her every day since then and still she hadn’t even hinted toward what happened. As good as that was, it was also annoying. It felt like there was an elephant in the room that we were ignoring until it reared its anger and trampled us both to death.

      “See, you can see where they fired their gun,” Nikki said, guiding me through the crime scene like a pro. She pointed out the bullet holes in the wall and the casings on the floor. “They probably fired as they ran inside, scare everyone into listening.”

      The bank robbery had gone out while we were on a different call, so we showed up late. Nikki did this basically just to get me experience and to teach me.

      “Our department does all the reports, but banks are federal, so the FBI will handle the investigation and make arrests—speak of the devil,” Nikki said as a man in a suit approached from the back of the bank vault. “If it isn’t Agent Teale, FBI’s worst and dumbest.”

      Agent Teale was a middle-aged man with salt and pepper hair and a paunch belly. The creases on his face made it look like the man had never smiled a day in his life.

      “What are you doing here, Nikki?” Agent Teale asked.

      “New girl,” she replied, nodding toward me. “Showing her around.”

      Agent Teale looked at me with a scowl and looked back to my Field Training Officer as if I was a puppy who didn’t warrant a response.

      “This isn’t you zone, right?” the FBI agent said, “So you should leave and go elsewhere. I’ve got real work to do.”

      Nikki shook her head, “Same old prick. You never change, do you?”

      Agent Teale spared a final look in my direction before walking away. A few minutes later, Nikki and I left and headed toward a car accident in our zone.

      “What’s with that guy?” I asked.

      “He’s a prick. He’s always been a prick. Most FBI guys are, best to avoid them. They don’t like me and I don’t like them,” Nikki said with a sigh.

      I wanted to ask more questions but saw how annoyed Nikki was and thought it best to leave it be.

      After our shift ended that evening, I followed Nikki to the ‘candle factory’ to begin my first shift of security. I didn’t say anything when I got out of my personal vehicle to talk to Nikki through her window, but I knew right away that this wasn’t a candle factory.

      “This is… it?” I asked, looking over the building.

      It wasn’t much of a factory. More like a big warehouse in the middle of absolutely nowhere, surrounded by dead grass and thin trees that looked like they hadn’t been alive in years. There were no lights on inside. No sounds. Just the buzz of insects and the occasional rustle of wind through the brush.

      “This is it,” Nikki said from behind her aviator sunglasses. “Workers will start to show up around 7am, that’s when you can go. Easy gig.”

      “And you just want me to walk around it—check doors and⁠—”

      “No,” Nikki interrupted. “Just stay in your car and drive the block a couple times an hour. If anyone walks near the place, flash them your badge and get them out of here. Do not go near the building, understand?”

      I nodded, “Yeah, sure, of course,” I said, but knew this felt wrong, and Nikki could read my face.

      “Is something wrong?” she asked, warning in my voice.

      “No, it’s just… no,” I said, deciding it was best to keep my reservations to myself. This ‘candle business’, after all, was a joint venture involving Nikki and several members of the whiskey club.

      Nikki stared at me for a long moment before removing her aviators. Her eyes were penetrating and playful at the same time. A coil of a smirk formed on her lips.

      “You made a lot of friends this weekend. A lot of friends in high places. You do a good job here, and you’ll have a few more friends. Your career is off to quite the start, Beth,” Nikki said, and it sounded like a compliment, but I wondered if it was a threat.

      “Thanks,” I said.

      “I trust you had fun this weekend. I know I sure did.”

      “Um, yes, yeah, it was fun,” I replied, and Nikki nodded, putting her glasses back on.

      “Friday night, I’ve got someone for you to meet. Clear your plans that evening,” Nikki ordered.

      “Oh, I was going to visit with friends,” I said.

      “Not anymore,” Nikki replied flatly. “You know Tonya Wilson?”

      “No… wait, you mean the billionaire?” I asked with a laugh, raising an eyebrow.

      “She’s a member of our Whiskey Club and a financial backer of our candle factory. She wasn’t able to make it last weekend and wants to meet you.”

      I laughed, “Are you kidding?”

      Nikki smiled, “She heard good things about you. Anyway, plan on having dinner with her on Friday. Other than that, give me a call if you have any issues here.”

      Nikki pulled away fast enough to make me worry my toes might have been run over. Night was falling, and the factory looked all the more suspicious in the dark.

      “God, what have I gotten myself into?” I muttered to myself.

      I stayed outside like I was told. Always outside. Cassandra’s and Nikki’s instructions had been specific: Sit in the car. Watch the lot. No patrols. No poking around. And under no circumstances go inside.

      It wasn’t a rotating post, either. Just me. Alone. Even in the morning, when my shift ended, only three women entered the building. Three for this whole operation?

      It was easy over time. Creepy as hell, but easy. And if it helped my career, if it kept me in good graces with the kind of women who ran this city, I wasn’t going to ask questions.

      Still, by the end of the week, the silence started to feel wrong. This was not the part of town a bunch of cops and city officials built a candle factory. And shouldn’t there be more than three employees?

      Whatever, Beth. Why are you questioning it? You’re getting paid time and half (which you need to pay off all your student loans!), it’s an easy overtime assignment, and you’re making friends with all the higher ups. Wasn’t that the whole point of you coming by the Whiskey Club? Networking? Yeah, but I don’t know if I wanted to be this… networked…

      I shook off the feeling, told myself it was nerves. Exhaustion. By the end of the week I had pulled double shifts between my regular shifts and the overtime gig and I was exhausted. Honestly, I forgot about anything except sleep by Friday and was looking forward to a relaxing weekend in my bed when my shift ended, but then I received a text.

      
        
        Unknown Number

        ‘You’re expected at 9:30pm at 1948 Anaheim Ave. Penthouse. Do not be late.’

      

      

      Shit, my dinner with the billionaire, I forgot. I scoffed at the thought. What a life I lead now…

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER FOUR

          

        

      

    

    
      Her apartment building was downtown, in a high-rise with tinted glass and a security checkpoint that gave me flashbacks to academy training. I stepped off the elevator onto the private floor and found her assistant already waiting for me.

      “She’s ready for you,” the woman said with a smile that didn’t reach her eyes.

      The entire floor belonged to Tonya Wilson. The Penthouse was gorgeous of course. Tall, windowed walls that gave overview sights to the city below. Opened into a space that was modern and intimate. There were leather chairs, abstract paintings, a full bar with crystal decanters. Floor-to-ceiling windows framed the skyline like a postcard.

      And Tonya stood in the center of it all like a queen in her court.

      “Officer Morgan,” she said smoothly. “Come in. That should be all for tonight, Denise. You may leave.”

      The assistant bowed slightly and left briskly. I stepped in, awkwardly. I wore a modest white button up blouse with a black skirt. I wasn’t sure how to dress so I leaned a bit more professional than casual.

      Her mouth curved, just slightly. “No need for formality, dear. Come. Denise put out refreshments before you arrived.”

      I swallowed. “Yes, ma’am,” I said and wasn’t sure why. She was 14 years older than me but I was police officer. Somehow, I didn’t think my rank of authority out ranked her authority of money. She guided me to the next room which was a dining room. Charcoal tables topped with white square and rectangle plates. Everything was clean, shiny, and perfect. It was a mix of fruit and vegetables to snack on along with two settings beside another for us to sit.

      “Help yourself,” Tonya said, picking at a grape and eating it slowly in two bites. I grabbed a handful of miscellaneous things and ate while she poured a glass of champagne for us both. I eat when I’m nervous. It’s my thing.

      I had known of Tonya Wilson casually like most did. She was big in tech and had a huge investment in various cities, including this one. She was young (for a billionaire), beautiful, and a woman, so naturally she garnered plenty of attention.

      “I hear you’ve been a busy girl,” Tonya said after a sip of her drink.

      My heart raced. My eyebrows went tall, and I froze with a baby carrot at my lips.

      “Nikki told me you’ve been kind enough to pull double shifts. Working security at our candle factory,” she clarified.

      “Oh, yes,” I laughed and let out a sigh of relief. “Yes, it’s no big deal. It’s good money for an easy gig. If I wasn’t working overtime, there I’d be doing it elsewhere.”

      Tonya nodded, “Saving up for something special?”

      “No, student loans,” I shrugged. “Same as everyone, I suppose.”

      Well, except Tonya of course—stupid… I downed my champagne and Tonya poured me another before I could even get the glass down on the table.

      “The factory was a steal at it’s price but the neighborhood was, well, less than desireable,” she said.

      “Oh, so you’re part of Nikki’s side business?” I asked.

      “I’m there… silent investor.”

      “How’d you meet Nikki?”

      “Nikki…” Tonya smiled, swirling her champagne for a moment in its skinny glass. “Nikki has her hands everywhere in this city. She’s the glue that brings people together. An excellent networker. She brings people together. Which is why I was saddened to miss the Whiskey Club meeting last weekend. I hear you were there…”

      My face reddened as I wondered what else she heard about me. She didn’t elaborate and I didn’t speak leaving a heavy silence between us as we both sipped our champagne. Tonya looked at me like a meal. Whatever authority I had in uniform was gone at that moment.

      Tonya sat back in her chair with her shoulders back and her posture straight. She might have been over a decade older than me but whatever her money bought her made her look younger than me. Her blonde hair flowed over her shoulders perfectly. Her rosy cheeks were smooth and clear like from a commercial. Her breasts were large for her skinny frame but still fitting for her. I found my eyes falling to her cleavage more than once and noticed a thick, sparkling diamond necklace around her neck. I quickly corrected myself.

      What is wrong with me!?

      Tonya smiled as if she could read my mind. “You’re very beautiful,” she said.

      “Thanks,” I mumbled and tried to disappear.

      “Come with me,” she said and took me by the hand. Leading me to a library of some kind, she closed the door behind us and sat me down on a black leather couch positioned in front of a lit fireplace.

      I didn’t know if it was the champagne having an effect of me or the fire, but my face grew warm and I felt lightheaded. When Tonya sat next to me, she sat close by with one arm behind my back and another across my lap. I felt strange but it was a good strange, like I didn’t want it to stop.

      Suddenly, Tonya’s lips hovered over mine and her hot breath bathed my mouth, chin, and then neck as she surveyed me. “I heard you were quite the slut last weekend,” she said as her hand slide between my thighs, rubbing the soft creamy skin of my inner thigh. “Tell me officer. Are you a slut?”

      “I… I…” I hesitated as my arousal overwhelmed me when her breasts brushed across mine. All I could think about were her luscious lips.

      “You… you…” Tonya said. “I normally get final say at who is involved in our business. So consider this a delayed inspection of Nikki and Cassandra’s decision.”

      And with that, Tonya’s lips descended on mine. The kiss she gave me was deep and penetrating. Her tongue exploring my mouth. Her lips claiming mine. I was smothered into the couch as this billionaire super model gripped my wrists and restrained my hands behind my head as if I was a suspect. She mounted my thigh closest to her and her skirt rode up until her moist pussy lips rested on my thigh.

      With her hands rubbing down my face, grabbing my throat, and holding my hands against the couch, I barely noticed how hard Tonya was humping me until her moaning grunts grew louder.

      “Ughh! That’s it my good fucking slut, stay right there! Stay right there…” Tonya huffed as humped her pussy on my leg. The animal inside this woman slowly came out from under her skin. The pristine and carefully curated public billionaire was gone as she rode me, and the horny dominant emerged. “Jesus… fuck!”

      Tonya licked my cheek and kissed me hard as her hand wrapped around my throat. Her entire body rode me, her motion dug a wet streak from her pussy up and down my thigh. It felt as though she was trying to crawl inside me, the way she pressed her cheek against mine and her body form against mine.

      “Fuck! God, yess! Oooh my fucking God, I’m cumming!” she grunted through gritted teeth. Tonya’s thighs chattered opened and closed around my leg and I felt a sudden splash as her body tensed and went rigid. “Gah—fuuuuuck!”

      Tonya rested her forehead on my head as if I was a piece of furniture. Slowly, limb by limb, body part by body part, she relaxed. Her breasts mashed into me and her body fell around mine as if it was a wet blanket.

      “My my my,” Tonya panted on my face. A small hook of a smile formed in the corner of her lips. “Nikki was right. You are quite a bit of fun. How about we go to my bedroom.”

      My eyes sparkled, staring up at her as I caught my breath. “Okay,” I said breathlessly.
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      Before I knew what was happening, Tonya grabbed a lock of my hair and yanked me the final steps over to the bed. Bending me over she spanked my ass like a naughty schoolgirl.

      “Ahh!” I yelped in surprise. A switch flipped inside Tonya as soon as I entered her bedroom. I was no longer a guest and she was no longer a host. I was Tonya’s plaything.

      “You’re a dirty slut!” she yelled, accenting each word with a harsh smack on my ass cheek. “Understand?”

      “Ah! Yes, Tonya,” I cried. Her slaps hurt, but I suddenly found myself enjoying being held down.

      “No, I don’t think you do—not yet!” Tonya said, flipping up my short black skirt. She spanked me again. Over and over again on my bare ass until my cheeks were red and raw. I bit my lower lip, hiding my smile.

      “How about now?” Tonya asked breathlessly.

      “Yes, Tonya,” I groaned more than pleaded.

      “Look at you…  Look how wet you are!” Tonya said as her fingers swiped over my pussy lips. My surprise at her touch was beaten by my arousal. I could hear just how soaked my pussy lips were. “Oh, you’re a filthy little harlot, aren’t you?”

      “Mmmm, Yes, Tonya,” I purred. A breath of a moment passed and then my life changed forever.

      “I know how to deal with dirty fucking sluts in this house!” Tonya said as she plunged two fingers into my soaked pussy.

      “Ahhh fuck—yes!” I moaned.

      The mature woman finger fucked me while I was bent over her bed. Torturous minutes of her berating me while pumping her fingers in and out of wet cunt culminated in a trembling orgasm the likes of which I had never experienced. My ass was raw and red, my pussy gushing, but the confusion I felt as pain and pleasure mixed. I never felt something like this. It felt so good and yet hurt so much.

      Clothes were peeled away, item by item, until we were both naked, except Tonya’s diamond necklaces that hung down to her bountiful breasts. Tonya shoved me back on her bed and said, “Lay down you stupid fucking whore, you’re going to taste the mess you made like a good slut.”

      Mounting my face, she smothered me with her pussy to the point I couldn’t breathe, and I fucking loved it.

      Jesus Christ, Beth. What the fuck is wrong with you!

      My tongue fucked her hole and I felt it get wet. My lips sucked on her clit and I heard her scream. Her thighs shuddered on both sides of my face for the first orgasm, but then just started riding my face as if my tongue was a cock. My hands reached up pinching her nipples and she screamed.

      “Yes, slut! Tongue fuck your Mistress!”

      She rode my face and smothered me. Her ass dipped over my nose with every hump. My hands rubbed the length of her thighs and clawed at her ass and all Tonya did was moan and laugh. She slapped my breasts and pinched my nipples as her hips swirled on my tongue and lips, grinding her clit into me.

      “Oh, fuuuuuck,” she screamed, her voice crescendoing. “I’m gonna cuuummmm!” she cried.

      Her fist gripping my hair as she dug her pussy into my mouth. Her juices flooded my mouth as Tonya’s screams filled her penthouse. Drowning in her cum, barely able to breathe, looking up at her trembling tits, and the bouncing diamonds necklace on her chest, my only thought was:

      “You make a better whore than a cop, slut,” Tonya said as she pulled items out of the drawers until she found what she was looking for.

      “Yes, Mistress,” I groaned through panted breath. Though my body ached with sores and bruises from the rough sex over the past hour, I twisted in the sheets of the bed, hungry for more. My first time with a woman, and it is with my employer, Tonya, the harsh older woman who now controls my fate. 

      “Here, slut!” Tonya growled, flogging my back with her necklace as if it was a whip.

      “Ahhh!” I yelped in pain but bit the corner of my lip as the sting lingered and sent pings of pleasure between my legs.

      Roughly, Tonya slid the pearl necklaces around my throat and shoved my face into her pillow.  “There, bite on that, you’re going to need it,” Tonya said.

      I glanced over my shoulder and realized Tonya now wore a black strap on dildo and she was lining it up for my pussy. My eyes went wide, and I gasped.

      “Wait, Tonya, I’m⁠—”

      “You’re my slut,” Tonya interrupted., “and if you want my approval, you’ll shut your mouth.”

      “Ahhhhhmmmm!” I cried out, feeling the thick dildo spear into my tight pussy. Tonya started fucking me before I had a chance to even tell her I was a virgin. The older woman didn’t care. I deserved to be punished. “Ugh! Fuck—shit!” I moaned as Tonya pulled out and stuffed her strap on back inside me.

      She fucked me into the bed as she grabbed the string of diamond necklace around my neck and pulled back on it, choking me.

      Oh, my God, I love it!

      “That’s right, take that fucking cock, you dirty fucking harlot!” Tonya growled behind me. She pressed on my back, pinning me down against her bed as she ravaged my tight hole. The mix of pain and pleasure overwhelmed me as I bit the corner of the pillow to muffle my high-pitched moans.

      “Fuck! I’m—I’m—I’m gonna cum! I’m gonna—” I panted and gasped at the same time as my body tensed. “I’m cumming!” I cried in shocked ecstasy as the pleasure and pain intertwined of my rough fucking.

      Every muscle tensed in my body, my toes curled, and my eyes rolled backward as I screamed in orgasm, and still, Tonya fucked my pussy hard and deep. 

      “Oh, My God…” I gasped when the orgasm finally passed, and Tonya pulled out of me. I heard her panting behind me, but I was barely coherent as waves of pleasure still crashed through me. Just when I was starting to relax, I felt her snatch a fistful of my hair and yank my head back hard.

      “Mmmmm… see that wasn’t so bad, was it?” Tonya panted. Suddenly, an innocent giggle came over her and the vicious dominant mistress that used and abused me was gone, and the pristine billionaire was back.

      “No…” I gasped, “No mistress.”
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      While my Friday was… interesting to say the least, my weekend was boring and thankfully so. I spent the rest of my days off switching from my bed to my couch and back again. The mental recovery from having sex with a dominant billionaire paired with the revelation that, I guess I’m bisexual, required a mental reset.

      The following week it was the same old same. Nikki didn’t even ask about Tonya. She didn’t even hint that she told her about the lesbian orgy we had before that. It was like living in Alice and Wonderland. It was maddening. What was happening?!

      Come Tuesday after my shift, I got into my personal car to go to my overtime shift at the candle factory when Nikki finally spoke about it.

      “Heard you put on a good impression for Tonya,” Nikki said. This time she was leaning into my window. Her lips uncomfortably close to mine. Her aviator sunglasses reflecting my own nervous expression.

      “It was… I had fun,” I said because I didn’t know what else to say. Nikki smirked.

      “I bet,” she said. “One or two more people for you to meet and I might be able to make you partner on this candle business. Then you can make real money.”

      “Oh, okay, thanks,” I said, but I thought that offer came out of nowhere. I knew nothing about their business. I wasn’t even allowed inside it!

      Nikki reached into her back pocket and handed me a thick envelope. I looked inside and did a double take at the huge stack of $100 bills. “I don’t understand,” I said.

      “Payment for last week’s overtime, Chica. I told you it paid well.”

      “I thought it was just time and half, I…”

      “Na, this is directly from our business. Better for our finances, you know how it is. Anyways, keep up the good work. I’ll see you tomorrow,” Nikki said and went back to the patrol car.

      It felt wrong to count the money in the precinct parking lot so I drove to the candle factory, parked in my usual spot, and counted out $3,000.

      That’s a $1,000 for one shift of overtime. Who the hell makes this kind of money? Who the hell spends this kind of money on security?

      Sitting outside the candle factory that night, I did my best to forget my questions. No matter how deep I buried my curiosities, suspicions always bubbled to the surface.

      Why pay me in cash and not direct deposits? Why buy a factory in the slums? Why not allow me go near the building?

      I imagine that if I possessed better judgement, I wouldn’t have had an orgy with multiple supervisors in the first place, and since I didn’t have that judgement, I got out of my vehicle. It was the middle of the night and there wasn’t a person in sight in any direction.

      What’s one peek going to hurt? I thought.

      Checking the doors around the building, I found them all locked but along the backside of the alley, there were several windows broken that led into a basement. One of the holes was big enough for me to crawl inside though I immediately regretted it. There was a puddle of brown water on the concrete floor. Rats scurried from one corner to the other. And I couldn’t even mention the cockroaches (I hate bugs!).

      Clicking on a flashlight with my left hand, I walked silently through the basement and around a corner. My right hand rested on the grip of my gun the entire time. Nothing about this felt right. I took the corner and saw a stack of ten large boxes at the bottom of a set of stairs. My breathing increased to a pant as I reached to open one of the boxes. I heard a rattle inside.

      This is no place for candles… and yet when I opened the box, sure enough. It was overflowing with red wax candles. I laughed to myself and picked one up to smell it. The relief I felt was palpable. It was like I could breathe again, though I didn’t want to in this shit hole. I sniffed the candle, but it had not odor.

      Who makes odorless candles?

      That was when I saw what was underneath. Peeking out from where I removed the candle, was a corner of a large baggy of a white powdery substance. I pulled it out and saw there were more underneath it. Many more. The baggy was heavy. It must have weighed a kilo.
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      Cassandra came into work today not in her usual purple scrubs outfit. The uniform she had worn for over a dozen years she had been working here. It felt strange to walk through the halls of the hospital with her form fitting white blouse and black pencil skirt. She knew her shift started an hour ago, but she had already had a conversation with her supervisor. A self-absorbed cunt who was a decade younger than Cassandra with a decade less experience but two years more schooling and a few more certifications.

      Working for Miami General hospital had been one of the best jobs Cassandra had in her life. Now at 38 years old, she had just told her supervisor the best damn words she had ever spoken. “I quit.”

      While her cunt supervisor struggled to find enough words to describe the unprofessional nature of her quitting, Cassandra kindly reminded said cunt of all the unprofessional things she got away with as a supervisor. Pawning off her duties on subordinates, arriving late every day, leaving early, taking two-hour lunches, making others work over when she didn’t even come close to clocking 35 hours a week…

      And that was just the tip of the iceberg. By the time Cassandra left her office, her supervisor was fuming with her face beet red and Cassandra wore the first of several satisfied smirks of the day.

      “Knock, knock…” Cassandra said as she knocked on the door to the dimly lit room. “Hey, Emily, I thought I saw you hiding in here.”

      Emily looked up from her microscope with an embarrassed, small smile on her lips as she squirmed uncomfortably on the stool she sat.

      “Oh, hi there, didn’t–didn’t see you there,” Emily said, barely opening her mouth to speak.

      Emily was probably Cassandra’s shiest and quietest friend at work. Emily was a new hire. A 20-year-old girl who interned while in college for nursing. Due to how socially awkward she was, Emily spent most of her time in the dark lab down in the basement, where she prepped samples for testing. Which was a shame, Cassandra always thought. The quiet, skinny girl always had a sexy way about her. Her 32DD breasts were tucked inside her scrubs, her long brown hair was tied back into a ponytail leaving just her thick rimmed black glasses for her to try to hide behind.

      Cassandra saw Emily notice Cassandra’s wardrobe and then Cassandra’s body. Emily’s cheeks reddened before she spun back to her work. Cassandra smiled as she entered the room. On more than one occasion, Cassandra had caught Emily giving lingering stares of interest at Cassandra’s body or another nurse’s ass when bent over. Emily, of course, would deny it. She was raised as religious as they come and was taught that sex was between a man and a woman and only for procreation–never for pleasure.

      Cassandra, being the middle-aged bi-sexual she was, always took pleasure in teasing and tempting Emily while on break or in passing. Cassandra would never push it too far, of course. Like every other normal person in this world. She had fantasies about coworkers, patients, and certain supervisors. It was only natural. But like every other person, Cassandra never acted on them because she would be fired and lose everything. But now…

      “So, I don’t know if you heard,” Cassandra said, leaning against a cold metal table against the wall. “Today’s my last day.”

      “What? Oh, I’m sorry, I didn’t know,” Emily said, making eye contact briefly before looking back down at the ground. Cassandra smirked at Emily’s propensity for apologizing all the time.

      “That’s okay, no one did, I didn’t even until last week,” Cassandra said. Her long white legs and thick thighs catching Emily’s glances.

      “Is-is everything alright?”

      “Yeah, it’s great actually,” Cassandra twisted the blinds to the one window in the room that kept those in the hall from seeing inside the room. “I came into some money, so I guess you can say I’m taking an early retirement.”

      “Oh, that’s, um, that’s great,” Emily spoke barely above a whisper. “It was nice, um, working with you.” She gave an awkward smile before turning back to the sample tray as she stood over.

      Cassandra smiled to herself as she pushed off the table, walking towards Emily. Feeling a warmth building in her sex, Cassandra stepped behind Emily and hugged her from behind. Cassandra’s arms easily wrapped around Emily’s thin hips.

      “Mmm… I’ll miss you so much,” Cassandra whispered as her thick lips planted a lingering kiss on Emily’s neck. Emily went stiff and took a deep breath as she steadied herself.

      “Oh, um-um, me t-too,” Emily stuttered.

      Cassandra’s palms flattened on Emily’s taut belly and rubbed down to her thighs and then back up to just below her breasts before lowering again and inching close to her sex before raising to cup her breasts. Emily froze. Her breath became dystonic and for the briefest of moments, she could feel Emily press her ass backwards into Cassandra’s crotch.

      Cassandra smiled and released her hands, walking away from Emily, who had to catch herself on the table. In the back corner of the dark room was a black leather couch that was put in place for nurses and doctors to wait while their sample took 20 to 40 minutes to finish its test. Cassandra sat on the left side of the couch, flattening out her skirt as she did.

      “Hey Emily… why don’t you come have a seat with me?” Cassandra offered. There was some hesitation in Emily’s actions, but no protests as she walked over and maneuvered to sit beside Cassandra. “No, no… why don’t you sit here…” Cassandra patted her palms on her lap.

      Emily stared in confusion at Cassandra’s lap, not knowing if this was a test or a joke that she rarely got. She stood, not knowing what to do or how to respond.

      “Come on, Em, I don’t have all day,” Cassandra said with a smile.

      Emily stiffly sat down on Cassandra’s lap, and with Cassandra’s guiding hands, was moved so that Emily’s back was against the armrest and her feet rested on the spare seat beside Cassandra.

      “There you go…” Cassandra said, her hand rubbing down the center of Emily’s small framed body.

      Cassandra’s hand slipped down the front of Emily’s panties. Emily’s face was a mix of begging, pleasure, and panic as Cassandra’s fingers, then her palm, curved over the top of her crotch.

      “Mmmm very good girl…” Cassandra said. “I love your panty choice, so cute!” The panties were hot pink with white glittery lettering off centered that read a single word.

      ‘SEXY’
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