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MADISON


For this, I wear a skirt, even though I hate skirts—but in this situation, it works better.
His strong hands slide up the sides of my legs and reach my panties. He grabs my ass, lifts me, and deposits me on the desk. His muscular arm swipes papers off the surface, also the phone, a stapler, and a cup full of pens. They clatter to the floor, then he pushes me down roughly until I’m lying down, looking up at him.
His chest rises up and down, and he stares at me with animalistic intensity.
“We have to be fast,” I say breathlessly. “The boss could be back at any moment.”
He grunts in response.
We can’t be found out. We’d both be fired.
Fast is what I want anyway, what I’m in the mood for. Next time, I’ll go for nice and slow. He tears his shirt off. Buttons pop everywhere. His torso is glorious. Plate-size pecs with small tawny nipples, abs for weeks, and a delicious “V” that drives into his slacks toward what promises to be a massive cock.
He bends down to kiss me, his lips rough against mine. He bites my neck. I gasp by his ear as his cock presses against me just right. He growls and pushes my skirt up, one hand yanking down my panties. My boss has gotta understand. It’s hard for a girl to be surrounded by such hot guys and think only of work. Stakeouts are boring and I get fun ideas with a hot partner sitting right next to me in a cramped car. Glances are exchanged, suggestive ones. We both know what the other one is thinking.
“If the boss comes in, I’ll fuck her too,” he says, his voice deep.
Hmm, not sure how to feel about that. I’ve never done a threesome.
As I imagine Wanda naked, my desire takes a nosedive. 
Ah, shit! Need to fix it. It was going so well.
Instead, I imagine a second guy, the new recruit with the lazy eyes and tight ass. I get hot again, right away. Oh, yeah. I would love that kind of threesome… or even foursome. There are plenty of sexy guys on the force.
With my panties out of the way, his hand slides up my thigh headed right where I need him. I release a moan as he shoves a finger in. I pant, breathless, and manage to say, “Harder, go harder.”
He gets me right to the edge, then pulls his finger out. I growl in anger, which doesn’t last very long because he undoes his pants and pulls out his cock. It falls heavily against my pussy, and I wonder if I’m wide enough for him. I ache in anticipation. He holds his cock against me and grins.
“If hard is what you want, hard is what you get,” he says.
He’s about to thrust inside of me when I hear a noise.
My concentration broke.
Damn!
I was laying on the couch, having one of my sexual fantasies, but my spidey sense was triggered by something. I sat up and listened carefully. Nothing. I was about to lay back down to let my newest partner, Rocco, fuck me, when the front door to my apartment burst open and a host of figures dressed in black tore into my living room.
“Hands up where I can see them,” a man wearing a helmet and visor ordered, pointing an assault rifle straight at my head.
There’s a fucking SWAT team in my living room!
No, that didn’t make sense. Was I still inside my fantasy? Maybe I’d gone too deep and couldn’t tell reality from fiction anymore.
“Hands up!” he repeated, shouting.
Slowly, I raised one hand and pulled the other one from under my sweats, which came out with a huge dildo. It was unreal-looking, hard at the core but covered with velvety soft rubber. It felt great when I put it in my pussy and pumped it in and out. It wasn’t cheap, but worth every penny. With my job, it was hard to make time to get laid, and when I did manage, it was mostly disappointing. No one I’d fucked was ever as satisfying as Hunter Price had been. That asshole had ruined my sex life forever.
Someone snickered at the sight of the dildo. 
“Shut up,” the leader ordered. The snickering bastard cleared his throat and straightened, properly chastised.
“Put that thing down,” the leader commanded.
I set the dildo on the coffee table to my right.
“What the hell is going on?” I asked. “I’m NYPD. My badge is over there.” I inclined my head toward the armchair on the other side of the coffee table, where my jacket lay. “You guys just screwed up big time. You’ve got the wrong person.”
“Oh, no,” the leader disagreed. “We’re right where we need to be.”
What the fuck?!
“Slowly, stand up,” he ordered. 
Cursing under my breath, I wished I could look past his helmet’s visor. I didn’t like not being able to look him in the eye.
“Don’t make any sudden moves,” he warned.
“My name is Madison Spencer, and like I said, I’m an NYPD officer. You’re making a mistake.” 
“Madison Spencer,” he repeated. “Thanks for confirming you’re exactly who we need. Now, stand up.”
Wake up, Madison. Wake up!
Nothing. The guys with the guns were still surrounding me. If I could’ve lowered my hands, I would’ve pinched myself, but I didn’t think that would fly with these guys. They were tense, afraid even. I could read a room pretty well—it made me good at my job—and I knew it wouldn’t be smart to even breathe wrong.
Slowly, I dropped my feet to the floor and stood up.
“Turn around.”
I hesitated for an instant, then decided that someone had to be playing a joke on me. Maybe it was some sort of delayed hazing. I’d been with the department for two years, but weirder things happened all the time. It was either that or someone had made a huge clerical error somewhere. In either case, they were going to pay for this. It wasn’t funny, not in the least.
“Spread your legs apart,” the leader said.
A burst of laughter pushed past my lips. If it was that kind of joke, I was in. Maybe that foursome I’d been fantasizing about would become a reality. It was also possible that I’d fallen asleep, was dreaming, and I was about to have the best night of my life.
But after I spread my legs, the dude only gave me a pat-down, and there was absolutely nothing sexual about it. It was done by the book. No more, no less. To seal things up and convince me for once and for all that I was wide awake, the guy slapped a pair of cuffs on my wrists and read me my rights.
“Madison Spencer, you’re under arrest for the murder of Wanda Mann-Gallagher. You have the right to remain silent. Anything you say can and will be used against you in a court of law…”
The rest of the speech faded into a buzz inside my ears. Wanda Mann-Gallagher was my boss. I had seen her just an hour ago, and she’d been quite alive. I hadn’t killed her.
If she was really dead, there was only one explanation: I was being framed.
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“Will the accused please stand?” the judge said, his voice resonating in the large courtroom.
The jury was ready to read my verdict, which meant I was fucked. I knew exactly how this would go. The writing was on the wall in huge block letters. The entire trial had been rigged. There had been so much evidence against me that a monkey with a magnifying glass could have solved the entire case and pinned it on me.
Wanda had been savagely murdered in her office. She was stabbed eight times, and a blood-soaked, crumpled piece of paper was found stuffed in her mouth. The piece of paper had been a termination letter with my name on it. Barely any other evidence was needed after that, though they had plenty more.
According to the district attorney, Wanda had been about to fire me over an alleged misuse of my business charge card. As proof, he presented a credit card statement that showed I’d gone on a shopping spree on the taxpayers’ dime. Not only that, he told the jury a search of my apartment had produced the items from the stores listed on the statements, and he had plenty of pictures to prove that.
The argument was that I’d lost my temper and stabbed Wanda in a feat of rage.
It was utter bullshit, of course. I never bought anything with the stupid credit card—not even a pen for the office. But the fabricated evidence was damning, and it didn’t help that the force had sent me to anger management training a year ago.
It had been a PR necessity because the incident was caught on camera, but everyone knew it was ridiculous. The guy I beat up with the butt of my gun was a child molester, boasting about how he would get a short stint, then be right back doing what he liked most. He’d deserved worse.
But that didn’t seem to matter, same as the fact that Wanda was my friend. I never would’ve hurt her. So yeah, I knew the trial would be over in just moments, though the nightmare had barely begun.
I smoothed my dress, and my legs trembled as I stood, my lawyer following suit. She had kept me from going insane through the three months the process lasted. It felt like an eternity, but as far as murder trials of this caliber went, everything had moved like a well-oiled machine. Whoever was behind this wanted things wrapped up tightly with a nice bow, pretty please. The only problem… The bow was tied around my neck like a noose that would soon asphyxiate me.
The judge gestured toward the jury. The man to the far left of the first row stood up and unfolded a piece of paper. As the prosecution had gone through the evidence, his face had been like an open book. He thought I was guilty. Hell, they all thought I was guilty. I could see it in their eyes. 
The man cleared his throat. “We, the jury, unanimously find the defendant, Madison Spencer, guilty of first-degree murder.”
A cheer went through the crowd behind me.
“Thank God! Justice prevails,” a voice I recognized said, Wanda’s husband.
My head went suddenly woozy, and I had to hold on to the table. My lawyer put a hand on my elbow to steady me. Wanda’s husband despised me and believed every fabricated piece of evidence. I thought of his little daughter left without a mother. She would grow up hating me, a lonely and broken little girl just like me, my death offering her no reprieve.
Because it was death that waited for me after this.
First-degree murder meant a life sentence, and I would not survive that. God, I was so afraid. I didn’t deserve this sentence for something I didn’t do.
The guards motion me forward. I managed to move from behind the table, and they quickly put me in cuffs. I shuffled toward the back door, jeers and boos trailing behind me. The walk out of the courthouse building was a blur. There was a windowless black van waiting for me, a different vehicle than the one I rode in, but I barely noticed.
I sat in a daze, swaying from side to side as the van took turns and went over bumps on the road. We rode for a long time, which slowly brought me out of my stupor. The state jail was only thirty minutes away, and I was sure we’d been riding for over an hour.
Where the hell were they taking me?
I was alone in the semi-lit interior, with no guards accompanying me. There had been guards with me on the way to the courthouse. What had happened to them? Something was definitely up.
It took another hour before we stopped, at which point I was so restless I’d been trying to pace inside the van, a challenge every time the vehicle lurched.
The back doors were thrown open and bright light spilled in. I squinted to find three men waiting for me. They were dressed in black military fatigues, guns strapped to the side of their trunk-wide thighs.
One of them took a step forward and extended a hand in my direction, offering to help me down. I took a few tentative steps, then stopped, hesitating. He waited patiently.
I let my gaze rove over the area behind the men. The place looked like some sort of industrial warehouse with metal walls and polished concrete flooring. No one else seemed to be around. This was definitely not the state penitentiary.
What the hell?!
My gaze snapped back to the man’s outstretched hand, and I made a split-second decision.
I jumped, lunging straight at him like a missile. I crashed against him, and he went stumbling backward. We fell, me on top. I clasped my cuffed hands, raised them over my head, and drove them toward his face like a hammer. Before I could smash his nose, someone grabbed me from behind and dragged me away.
I kicked and hollered. “I didn’t do it. I didn’t kill anyone. I’m innocent.”
The man I’d knocked down stood and straightened his uniform.
“We know, you stupid bitch.” He pronounced the words between the cage of his teeth. He was obviously pissed. “But we don’t give a shit.” He ran a hand over his bald head, probably a leftover habit from when he had hair. 
I panted in fury. So here it was, the first admission from anyone that the entire thing was a huge setup. Whoever had really killed Wanda had hired these goons. I was sure of it.
“Who’s behind this? Tell me!” I demanded.
“Don’t sweat it. You’ll find out soon enough. Bring her,” Baldy commanded.
His minions flanked me and grabbed me by each arm. I glanced at them, trying to see if I could find some sympathy there. Yeah, right! They appeared more immovable, if not more, than their boss.
Around the van and through a metal door, they escorted me, not saying a single word. We passed several levels of security that required a card swipe, thumbprint, and retina scan.
What the hell is this place?!
At last, we entered what looked like some sort of control room and came to a halt. There were several people seated at computers, punching keys and staring at graphs, heat signatures, and other images I couldn’t decipher. A large window gave everyone a look into another room, but I couldn’t see past the thick glass. 
No one paid us any mind.
A woman wearing a pixie cut and a lab coat stood from one of the computers and approached us.
“Dr. Sneed.” Baldy gave a slight nod.
She ignored the greeting and glared at me up and down as if I was contaminated.
“You too, bitch,” I spat as she started to turn away.
She did a double-take, a how-dare-you? expression on her constipated-looking face. For a moment, it seemed as if she was going to say something, but then thought better of it. She addressed Baldy instead.
“Where is he?” she asked, clearly irritated.
“About an hour late,” Baldy replied.
The woman gave a tired sigh. “As usual. Take her out of the way.” She gestured at me and started to walk away. “Oh, and make sure she doesn’t mouth off. Gag her if you have to.”
Baldy glanced around the room as if searching for a dirty sock he could stick in my mouth. Instead, he seemed to come up with an idea. “I can put her in the antechamber.”
Antechamber? What Antechamber?
“Whatever,” the woman said, waving a dismissive hand and returning to her computer.
“You seriously need to get laid, Dr. Sneed,” I said mockingly. “Up the ass to dislodge that corn cob you’ve got stuck up—”
“Move.” Baldy grabbed my elbow, digging his fingers in.
“Ow!”
 He led me through a side door, pushed me in, and shut it behind me.
I whirled, sputtering curses about his mother, but soon I realized no one could hear me. Presumably, I was inside the antechamber, on the other side of that thick glass window, like a fish in a bowl. I flipped double birds at Baldy and the fucking doctor. Baldy seemed immune, but I was pleased to see the woman’s irritation.
There were only so many dirty gestures I could flash before they lost their effect, and eventually, I gave up. Pressing my back against the wall, I slid to the floor, feeling emotionally and physically exhausted.
Once sitting quietly, my mind started reeling with a million questions. Who was the man the doctor had asked about? Did I know him? What was this place? And why had they brought me here? And what the fuck was up with this antechamber?
I thought back to the people working away at the computers. Whatever they were focused on looked serious and super high-tech. A chill traveled slowly down my spine.
This isn’t good.
I brought my knees up and wrapped my cuffed hands around them, examining the space for the first time. Antechamber to what? This was a closed room that led nowhere unless it was back to that control room.
The longer I sat there, the bigger a nagging foreboding feeling got inside my gut. The way I was reading this room… It was bad. Really bad.
Losing it, I jumped to my feet and started banging on the glass, my cuffs clanging against it.
“Get me out of here, you bastards!”
At first, they ignored me, but Dr. Sneed finally got irritated and barked something I couldn’t hear. Baldy moved away from the corner where he’d been standing like a good little boy and came into the antechamber.
I lunged at him again, but this time he was ready and stepped out of the way in time. Expertly, he took hold of me and put me in a headlock. I was kicking and trying to bite him when the door to the control room opened and everyone snapped to attention.
I might have continued struggling against Baldy, except I froze with shock. A man I’d only seen in the news and on social media had stepped into the room.
Preston Dewitt, one of the richest men in the world.
[image: image-placeholder]Preston Dewitt clapped his hands together, looking excited. “Are we ready to do this, Dr. Sneed?”
The multimillionaire had a doughy face and obvious hair plugs. He was wearing a black suit with a gray T-shirt underneath the tailored jacket. 
“Yes, please!” the doctor exclaimed, sounding as if she’d been enduring some kind of torture. “The new subject is highly irritating.” She gave me a dirty look.
“Come, doctor,” Preston said amiably. “What are you going to do when she comes back? Because today is the day one of them will return, right?”
Dr. Sneed forced a smile. “Despite her obnoxiousness, I certainly hope so.”
“I’m standing right here, you assholes,” I yelled, finally recovering from my shock and starting my struggle against Baldy once more. “Let me go, you bald fuck!”
“Rest my case,” Dr. Sneed said. “Put her back in. The sequence is ready to run.”
Sequence? What?
Baldy tried to get out of the antechamber, but I pulled on his arm. When he got free of my hold, I stuck my foot in the door, preventing him from shutting it, but he gave my foot a shove with his boot, and I was locked in once more.
I ran to the window and banged on it. I tried to meet the eye of some of the people at the controls, but they avoided eye contact at all costs. Only Preston Dewitt looked straight at me, an amused smirk on his face. He looked like a kid with a magnifying glass getting ready to set fire to an ant pile.
A strange sound started behind me, something like the crackling of static electricity. I whirled and found a spider web of blue light sputtering in and out. It floated right in the middle of the room, quickly growing in size. I pressed my back to the window, my heart going so fast I felt faint.
In moments, what had started the size of a softball became as large as a refrigerator and continued to grow exponentially. Soon, the sizzling energy was inches away from me. Desperately, I pressed my back to the glass and pushed on my tiptoes, trying to avoid it.
Tears streaming down my cheeks, I turned and faced the glass. I hated to plead, but that was what my eyes did as I stared at Preston Dewitt. But it was a waste of time because he seemed delighted by the spectacle, a kid with the flame of the fire he’d caused shining in his eyes.
“You’ll pay for this, all of you!” I shouted.
All at once, the crackling energy enveloped my entire body, and I knew no more.
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I was dead. I had to be, except the sensation was returning to my limbs. I groaned, a horrible feeling weighing me down. My hearing returned slowly. There was a deep rhythmic noise that sounded like a person—a man, to be precise—moaning. Was that right?
Slowly, I opened my eyes. Everything was blurry at first, but as my vision cleared, I stared up at a narrow patch of ceiling and walls on either side of me. I was lying on the floor of a narrow, dimly lit hall. And I was alive. But where the fuck was I? Clearly, not in that antechamber anymore.
My logic told me that I must’ve passed out during the experiment, and they’d brought me here. Except, my instinct told me something completely different. Something was wrong. Something else had happened, and I didn’t dare try to imagine what.
The moaning continued, while from the opposite direction conversational male voices carried in the air, too low to discern what they were saying.
Slowly, I sat up. My cuffs were gone, which was a relief. I glanced about. At first, the walls appeared normal, but on closer inspection, they seemed to… stir. I couldn’t think of a different word. They didn’t appear entirely solid, as if their very molecules were in constant motion. I shook my head.
You’re going crazy, Madison.
Maybe that crackling blue energy in the antechamber had zapped my brain. Maybe it was part of the experiment. I rose to my feet, swaying slightly as blood rushed to my head. I blinked at the floor, as it also seemed to stir. Nausea spiraled violently inside my gut, and what little I’d eaten in my cell before they picked me up to go to the courthouse threatened to make an appearance. I swallowed thickly, forcing the bile down.
Looking up and down the narrow hall, I found that the passage seemed to have no end. It stretched into darkness at either side, with no doors or windows in sight. 
Okay, so maybe you’re not awake. Maybe this is another one of your vivid fantasies.
Hence the moaning man I heard in the distance.
If that was the case, I knew which way I needed to go. Stepping lightly, afraid that the floor would give under me, I followed the sound of that deep rhythmic moaning. It got louder as I moved down the hall, but then, after a few more steps, it diminished. I stopped and took two steps back. There. I pressed my ear to the wall and heard it clearer. Most certainly, that was a man moaning in the throes of sex.
A delicious electric tingle made its way from my belly button to my clit. Definitely one of my fantasies. Maybe I’d had so many of them that I’d utterly and irrevocably screwed up my brain, and even in death, I easily found my way to the pleasure of being fucked. Not that I was complaining. If this was death, I had definitely gone to heaven and would have an eternity of bliss. 
Except, how the hell was I going to get myself to the other side of this wall? I placed my hands on it and pushed. Nothing. It might look like it was stirring, but it was as solid as any other wall I’d ever touched.
Well, damn!
Maybe I was in hell instead. Leave it to the devil to trap me on the other side of all the fun.
I scrubbed at my face, suddenly overwhelmed with random thoughts. Preston Dewitt was behind it all. He had framed me, then killed me in some bizarre experiment, or whatever this was. Maybe I wasn’t even dead. Maybe… maybe.
Becoming unhinged, I turned, pressed my back to the wall, and slid down to the floor, wrapping my dress tightly around my legs. Then I held my head and rubbed my scalp with stiff fingertips.
What is happening to me? Where am I?
The moaning continued, and the longer I sat there, the more I believed this was torture. Why couldn’t I have woken up on the other side of the stupid wall? Suddenly, there was a strange sound, like a gust of wind blowing on a sand dune, and the wall directly in front of me seemed to move closer. I blinked in surprise and stared at it, realizing it was now a different color. It had been off-white before, but now it was dark gray.
I reached out to touch it, but stopped when I realized the moaning had grown louder. At the same time, I realized that my back wasn’t pressed against anything anymore. The wall behind me had disappeared.
Slowly, I turned my head to glance over my shoulder. My heart pounded as I gradually noticed I wasn’t in that narrow hall anymore. Instead, I was in what looked like a bedroom. My eyes swept over a black leather sofa, a rug, a night table with a lamp, and a tall four-poster bed. There, I stopped. That was as far as my head would turn.
To my dismay, all the furniture had the same feel as the walls. Nothing looked quite real. 
For the first time, it occurred to me that there might be something wrong with my eyes and not the objects that surrounded me. Maybe that blue energy had fried something vital in me, an explanation that made a hell of a lot more sense than the existence of stirring matter.
Deciding not to focus on the anomalous state of the walls and furniture, I turned my attention to the bed.
It was rocking, definitely indicating that someone was having tons of fun up there. Very slowly and silently, I got to my feet to take a look at what was going on. The sight that welcomed me made my jaw come unhinged and sent my heart into a terrified frenzy.
A creature, not a man, was on top of the bed, fucking a woman senseless.
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The monster was on top of the woman, thrusting in and out as she lay unmoving. I pressed a hand to my mouth to stop the scream that rose to my throat. This was nothing like any of the fantasies I’d ever had. They had never involved massive creatures that appeared to be nearly seven-foot tall, with obsidian-black skin, a pointed tail springing out from the bottom of his spine, and what appeared to be two sets of horns protruding through his thick, shiny black hair.
I took a step back and ran against the wall. It seemed that I… I had wished to be on this side of the wall, and it had just happened. But now, I wanted to run, to be as far away as possible. I glanced around and noticed a closed door. I could get out that way, but if I made a sound…
Trembling, I closed my eyes and, this time, I wished to go back to the narrow hall where I’d been before. I waited for that strange sound to whisk me away, but when I opened my eyes, I was still in the same place.
The creature moaned and moaned as he fucked the woman, his perfectly round ass rising and falling.
No, not perfect. What is wrong with you?!
I shook my head and tried to erase the tantalizing image of his butt tightening as he plunged forward.
The poor woman. As I thought of her, I realized that she hadn’t made a sound.
Oh, God!
Was she even alive? Had he fucked her to death?
The door… I had to head for the door and get out of here. Slowly, I took a step, my eyes glued to the monster’s dark backside. Two more steps. I can make it. He was so lost in his efforts that he would not notice me. At least, that was what I hoped.
I was halfway there when the beast reared up, hollering in frustration, and with one powerful arm, swiped the woman off the bed. She went flying against the wall and slid to the floor.
Somehow I swallowed back the scream as her lifeless body crumpled, and the monster kneeled on the bed, cursing.
“Useless, fucking useless,” he growled.
My eyes were still glued to the woman, a realization slowly creeping into my mind. That was not a woman. It was some sort of… mannequin, a lifeless object that was a close approximation to a female but lacked the minute details that would have let me know she was made of flesh and bones. Instead, she seemed to be made of the same stirring material, like everything else in this place.
“What the fuck?!” a deep, rumbling voice exclaimed.
The creature had turned and noticed me and was staring at me as if I was the ugly monster and not him. His red eyes nearly bulged from their sockets, and a massive cock I couldn’t help but
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