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  Chapter one
Alleyway Assault


Kathy tugged at the hem of her short lace skirt for the third time in as many minutes, a futile attempt to cover more of her exposed thighs. The thin material of her band T-shirt strained across her double-D breasts, the cold night air hardening her nipples against her will. She hated this part, the vulnerability, the objectification, but it was the price of admission. The alley behind the bar reeked of garbage and stale beer, the flickering neon sign above casting sickly blue shadows that danced across the grime-covered pavement. 
She approached the metal door, its surface marred with years of abuse and graffiti. Her flats made little sound against the concrete, chosen specifically for quick movement if things went south. The muffled thump of bass from inside vibrated through the soles of her feet, a rhythmic counterpoint to her racing pulse.
Movement in the shadows caught her attention, a massive silhouette detaching itself from the darkness. Derek Harlan stepped into the meager light, his bulky frame blocking the entrance completely. His shaved head gleamed with sweat, and his piercing blue eyes traveled slowly down her body, lingering on her breasts and thighs like physical touches.
"Lost, sweetheart?" His voice was gravel and cigarettes, a perfect match to the tattoos snaking up his muscular arms.
Kathy swallowed the instinctive disgust that rose in her throat and forced her lips into a coy smile. "Not lost. Looking for a good time. Heard this was the place."
Derek's mouth twisted into what might have been a smile if it hadn't been so predatory. "ID." He held out a meaty hand, palm up.
She reached into her tiny purse and produced the fake ID that had cost the bureau thousands to create, flawless in every detail. His fingers brushed against hers deliberately as he took it, the contact making her skin crawl.
"Katherine Wilson," he read, eyes flicking between the ID and her face. "You don't look like our usual crowd."
"I'm not your usual anything," Kathy replied, injecting just the right amount of challenge into her voice. "Friend of mine said you guys know how to party. Said I might find something... underground here."
Derek's eyebrows raised slightly at the word "underground," a flicker of interest crossing his face. He handed back the ID, stepping closer until she could smell the whiskey on his breath.
"We've got rules here," he said, circling her like a shark. "Need to make sure you're not carrying anything... dangerous."
Before Kathy could respond, his hands were on her, rough palms sliding over her hips and waist in a mockery of a security pat-down. His fingers lingered at the sides of her breasts, then brazenly cupped them through the thin fabric.
"Seems like you're packing something after all," he sneered, his thumbs finding her nipples and pinching hard enough to make her gasp.
Kathy fought to keep her composure, to remind herself this was the job. "Is this standard procedure?" she asked, voice tight but maintaining her cover.
"For pretty little things who want inside? Absolutely." His breath was hot against her neck as he suddenly spun her around, shoving her face-first against the cold brick wall. The rough surface scraped her cheek as his body pressed against her back, one hand splayed between her shoulder blades to hold her in place.
His other hand traveled down to her ass, squeezing hard before slipping under her skirt to grope her through her lace panties. "Jackson's rules," he muttered. "Everyone gets vetted. Everyone pays the toll."
Kathy's heart hammered in her chest. This wasn't just an aggressive bouncer. He was giving her information. Jackson. A name. Something concrete amidst the violation.
Derek's erection ground against her thigh through his jeans, growing harder with each thrust. "You like that, don't you?" he growled in her ear. "All you bitches do. Come here acting all high and mighty, leave begging for more."
She said nothing, focusing on breathing through her nose, collecting data even as her body betrayed her with unwanted responses. A flush of heat spread through her lower abdomen, her nipples painfully tight against the wall.
His hand suddenly tangled in her long brunette hair, yanking her head back. "On your knees," he commanded, spinning her around to face him. "Show me how bad you want in."
For a split second, Kathy considered breaking cover, a quick strike to the groin, an elbow to the throat, but the mission flashed through her mind. Six months of preparation. Countless lives at stake. Her hands trembled slightly as she sank to her knees on the filthy pavement.
Derek unzipped his jeans with one hand, the other still wrapped in her hair. His cock sprang free, thick and veined, the head already glistening. "Open wide, Katherine Wilson."
She parted her lips, fighting her gag reflex as he thrust inside without preamble. The invasion was brutal, stretching her jaw to its limit, the taste of salt and sweat flooding her mouth. He pushed deeper until the head hit the back of her throat, making her eyes water.
"That's it," he hissed, setting a punishing pace. "Fucking take it."
Tears streamed down Kathy's face, smearing her carefully applied makeup. She struggled to breathe through her nose as he used her mouth like a toy, her hands braced against his thighs to keep from being knocked over.
As the assault continued, Kathy's mind began to detach, retreating to a place of clinical observation. The weight on her tongue. The strain in her jaw. The brick digging into her knees through the thin lace of her skirt. Information to be cataloged and filed away, separate from the violation itself.
Derek's rhythm grew erratic, his grunts more animal than human. "Gonna fill that pretty throat," he rasped, both hands now clamped on the sides of her head, holding her in place. "Swallow it all if you want inside."
His cock pulsed against her tongue as he came with a guttural groan, hot spurts hitting the back of her throat. She had no choice but to swallow, the bitter taste making her stomach clench in protest.
When he finally released her, Kathy gasped for air, fighting the urge to vomit. Derek tucked himself away, zipping up with a satisfied smirk.
"Not bad for a first-timer," he said, grabbing her arm and roughly pulling her to her feet. His palm connected with her ass in a stinging slap. "Welcome to The Pit. The real fun's inside."
Kathy staggered slightly as he opened the metal door, bass-heavy music pouring out into the alley. The warmth from inside did nothing to chase away the chill that had settled in her bones.
"Thanks," she managed to say, the word scraping past her raw throat.
Derek leaned in, his lips brushing her ear. "Don't thank me yet. If you're looking for Jackson's Men, you'd better be ready for more than a little face-fucking."
He pushed her through the doorway with another slap to her ass. Kathy's legs trembled as she steadied herself just inside the entrance, taking stock. Her mouth tasted of him, her mascara was streaking down her cheeks, and her knees were scraped raw from the pavement.
But she had confirmation. Jackson's Men. A back room where the real action happened. It was enough to justify what she'd endured. She ducked into the dimly lit bathroom just off the entrance, spitting into the sink and rinsing her mouth with water from the rusty tap.
The woman in the mirror looked used, her full lips swollen and red, her smoky brown eyes ringed with smeared makeup. Kathy wiped away the tear tracks with a paper towel, reapplied her lipstick with shaking hands, and straightened her skirt.
The mission was only beginning.

      ***The bass hit Kathy like a physical blow as she stepped into the main room of the bar, her body still humming with the aftershocks of Derek's assault. Red lights pulsed in time with the music, casting bloody shadows across a sea of writhing bodies packed onto the dance floor. The air hung thick with cigarette smoke and sweat, clinging to her skin like a second layer of clothing. She pushed her way through the crowd, ignoring the hands that brushed against her ass and breasts as she navigated toward the bar counter.
The sticky floor caught at her flats with each step, forcing her to pick up her feet in a way that made her short skirt ride higher on her thighs. Eyes followed her movement, predatory, hungry eyes that stripped away what little clothing she wore. Kathy kept her own gaze forward, focused on the mission despite the lingering taste of Derek in her mouth.
She spotted Riley Tate at the far end of the bar, her red hair falling in loose waves around a heart-shaped face. Riley's curvy figure drew attention in a low-cut top that displayed ample cleavage as she leaned across the bar, laughing at something the bartender said. Around her, a small group hung on her every word, drawn into the orbit of her animated chatter.
Kathy took a deep breath and slipped into character, approaching with a hesitant smile. "Excuse me," she half-shouted over the music. "Is this seat taken?"
Riley turned, bright blue eyes giving Kathy a quick once-over before her lips curled into a welcoming smile. "All yours, honey," she replied, patting the stool beside her. "First time here? You look like fresh meat."
"That obvious, huh?" Kathy slid onto the stool, crossing her legs in a way that drew Riley's gaze. "I'm Katherine. Katherine Wilson."
"Riley," the redhead replied, not bothering with a last name. "What brings you to our little slice of hell?"
Kathy signaled the bartender for a drink. "Looking for something more... interesting than the usual club scene. Friend of mine said this place had connections."
Riley's eyes lit up at the word "connections," leaning in close enough that her breast brushed against Kathy's arm. The contact sent an unwelcome shiver through Kathy's body, still sensitive from her encounter in the alley.
"Connections, huh?" Riley's voice dropped to a stage whisper. "What kind of connections are we talking about? The pharmaceutical kind? The horizontal kind? Or something a bit more... exclusive?"
"I'm open to all of the above," Kathy replied with a forced laugh. "But I heard whispers about a group that operates out of here. Jackson's Men? Know anything about that?"
Riley's hand landed on Kathy's forearm, her fingers tracing small circles against Kathy's skin. "Careful who you ask about that, new girl. Not everyone who goes looking for them comes back the same, if they come back at all."
The bartender slid a whiskey in front of Kathy. She hadn't ordered it specifically, but she took a sip anyway, letting the burn wash away the last traces of Derek from her tongue.
"Sounds dangerous," Kathy murmured, leaning closer to Riley. "That just makes me more curious."
"You're either brave or stupid," Riley said with a giggle that didn't match the warning in her eyes. "They run special parties. Exclusive guest list. But they're always looking for fresh entertainment, especially pretty girls with big tits and no questions."
Before Kathy could probe further, a man squeezed in between them and the adjacent stool, his muscled arm sliding around her waist with practiced familiarity.
"Who's your friend, Riley?" he asked, not looking at Riley at all but staring directly at Kathy's chest.
"This is Katherine," Riley answered, rolling her eyes. "Katherine, this is one of our regulars. Don't mind him, he gets handsy after a few drinks."
As if on cue, the man's free hand dropped to Kathy's bare thigh, his fingers hot against her skin as they slid under the hem of her skirt. "Nice to meet you, Katherine," he said, breath reeking of beer. "You look like you could use some company tonight."
Kathy's instinct was to break his wrist, but instead she gave a nervous laugh, playing the part of the flattered newcomer while subtly trying to shift away. His fingers pressed higher, finding the edge of her lace panties.
"I'm actually just here to chat with Riley," she said, looking to the redhead for help. But Riley just winked, clearly used to this sort of interaction.
"Don't mind him," Riley said again, sipping her cocktail. "He helps run the door sometimes when Derek's busy. Been to a few of those special parties I mentioned."
Intelligence. That was what mattered. Kathy forced herself to relax, to endure the unwanted touch as the price for information. The man's middle finger slid beneath the elastic of her panties, grazing her outer lips.
"What kind of special parties?" Kathy asked, her voice catching as the stranger's finger dipped inside her, finding unwelcome wetness.
The man leaned in, his lips brushing her ear as his finger worked deeper. "The kind where pretty little things like you are the party favors," he whispered. "Passed around, used in every hole, and sent home dripping cum if they're lucky."
Kathy's breath hitched, partly from disgust and partly from the unwanted stimulation. Her body responded even as her mind recoiled, a betrayal she was becoming far too familiar with.
"Sounds like my kind of party," she forced herself to say, maintaining her cover while her thighs clenched around the invasive hand.
Riley leaned close from the other side, creating a sandwich with Kathy in the middle. "There's one tomorrow night," she whispered, her breath warm on Kathy's neck. "But getting in isn't easy. They've had issues with undercovers before."
The man's finger withdrew abruptly, leaving Kathy bereft and ashamed of her body's reaction. He brought the glistening digit to his nose and inhaled deeply before sucking it clean with a vulgar slurp.
"Sweet," he pronounced, giving her thigh a hard squeeze. "Maybe I'll see you at the party. Save a hole for me." With a wink, he melted back into the crowd, leaving Kathy trembling on her stool.
Riley seemed unfazed by the entire exchange. "Men," she sighed, rolling her eyes. "Always marking their territory."
Kathy took another swig of whiskey, her hands unsteady. "You mentioned issues with undercovers?"
"Yeah, bad business," Riley said, her voice dropping again. "Girl a few months back, pretty like you, asking the same questions. Turned out she was a reporter. They found her three days later in the river."
A chill ran down Kathy's spine that had nothing to do with the air conditioning. "That's horrible."
Riley shrugged, the casual response to violence speaking volumes about this place. "That's why they're careful now. But I like you." She slipped a folded napkin into Kathy's hand, her fingers lingering. "Here's a little something to help you get started. Check the back storage room at midnight if you want to see how deep the rabbit hole goes."
Kathy palmed the napkin, tucking it into her purse with practiced sleight of hand. "Thanks," she said, genuinely grateful for the intel despite the circumstances of obtaining it.
"Don't mention it. Seriously, don't." Riley's smile turned brittle. "I gotta make the rounds. See you around, new girl."
As Riley sashayed away, Kathy slid off the stool, needing space to process. Her inner thighs were slick with arousal she hadn't consented to, her mind racing with the implications of Riley's warning about the reporter.
She retreated to a less crowded corner, trying to appear casual while scanning the room. That's when she saw him, Travis Kline, leaning against the far wall, a beer bottle dangling from long fingers. Unlike the other men who looked at her with simple lust, his gaze was calculating, intelligent. The corner of his mouth lifted in a knowing smirk that sent a different kind of shiver through her body.
He raised his bottle in a mock toast, his eyes never leaving hers. The message was clear. He'd been watching her, and he wasn't fooled by her act.
Kathy forced herself not to look away, not to show weakness. She returned his stare with a challenging one of her own, even as her pulse quickened with the realization that her cover might already be compromised.
The game was just beginning, and the stakes had suddenly gotten much higher.

      ***Kathy slid into an empty booth in the corner, the vinyl seat sticking to her bare thighs in the bar's humid air. She positioned herself facing the room, a habit from years of surveillance work, and fished Riley's note from her purse. The napkin was damp with condensation and
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