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My phone buzzed at 9:47 PM.

I was on the couch with my legs up, half watching some reality show, half scrolling through Instagram. Kevin was in the kitchen doing dishes. He always did the dishes. He always did everything I told him to do. That was the thing about Kevin.

I picked up my phone.

It was a text from Megan. Megan was my CI. Confidential informant. She was supposed to be at Club Onyx tonight — the strip club on MLK we'd been building a case around for six months. She was supposed to dance, get close to the owner, wear a wire, and give us enough to move on a warrant.

"i cant do it lauren im sorry. im out. dont call me"

I sat up.

I called her. Straight to voicemail. Called again. Voicemail. Texted her. Blue check. No reply.

"Fuck," I said out loud.

Kevin poked his head out of the kitchen. "Everything okay?"

"Yeah. Fine." I waved him off. He went back to the dishes.

I stared at my phone. Six months of work — surveillance, wiretaps, midnight meetings at Denny's parking lots, building trust with a woman who just bailed by text.

Chief Dawson was going to lose his shit.

I called the precinct. Martinez picked up.

"Megan is out," I said.

"What do you mean out?"

"Out. Done. She texted me. Phone's off."

"Lauren, the op is tonight. The club's expecting her at eleven."

"I know what time it is, Martinez."

"So what do we do? We got nobody else. Every female UC we got is burned in that neighborhood. Dawson's gonna—"

"I know." I hung up.

I sat there for a minute. My head was going. The club was expecting a new dancer tonight. A white girl. That was the whole angle — Megan said the owner had been looking for a white girl to add to the rotation, something different. We'd built the whole op around that. White girl gets hired, white girl gets close to the owner, white girl wears a wire.

No white girl, no op.

I looked at the kitchen doorway. The water was running. A pan clinked. Kevin was humming something while he scrubbed. Twenty-four years old. Five foot six — Megan's height give or take. A hundred and forty pounds. Soft face, no jawline, narrow shoulders. Skinny everything. The kind of guy who got carded at every bar and still got called "buddy" by waitresses — and could pass for a girl in dim red light at the right angle if the makeup was right.

My brain was already doing the math.

I'd known about his little secret for about four months now.

It started when I found my pink thong in the wrong drawer. Not the underwear drawer — the nightstand. His nightstand. I didn't say anything. Just watched. Then a week later my favorite bra was stretched out. Not a lot. Just enough. Then my lipstick was shorter than I remembered. Then my mascara. Then I found a blonde wig in a shoebox under his side of the bed when I was vacuuming.

Then I came home from work one Saturday and stopped in the hallway because I heard him in the bathroom. Trying out a higher voice. Soft. Breathy. Practicing in a whisper to the mirror like he didn't know the bathroom door was thin.

A package showed up on the porch one week. Addressed to a name I didn't know. Krystal. He took it inside fast and put it in the closet.

The way he started sitting on the couch — knees together. Wrist tucked in close to his hip.

I never said a word. Not once.

I just watched. And waited. Because I knew eventually I'd need it.

Kevin came out of the kitchen wiping his hands on a towel. He sat down on the other end of the couch. Picked up his phone. Started scrolling.

I looked at him again. Really looked.

His skin was smooth. He barely grew facial hair — shaved once a week and even that was mostly peach fuzz. His hands were small. His wrists were thin. He had these long eyelashes that girls at work used to say they were jealous of. He wore a medium in women's shirts. I knew because I'd checked.

Five foot six. Hundred and forty. Soft. Pretty, even, if you squinted.

My phone buzzed again. Chief Dawson.

His name on the screen still hit me low. Six months in and I still got wet seeing it. The chief had that effect on me.

"Smith. My office. Now."

I looked at the text. Then I looked at Kevin. Then back at the text.

"Babe," I said. "I gotta go into the station for a bit."

"Now? It's almost ten."

"Yeah. Something came up." I was already putting my shoes on.

"Is everything okay?"

"Yeah. Work stuff. Don't wait up."

He nodded and went back to his phone. Didn't ask anything else. He never did.

I grabbed my keys and walked out.

For a second I felt bad. Almost ten on a Tuesday and I was leaving my boyfriend alone in the apartment. But then I turned the ignition on and the guilt went away. Because I knew exactly what Kevin did when I wasn't home. Trying on my lipstick. Pulling on the panties. Practicing the voice in the bathroom mirror like he didn't know I could hear him through the wall.
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The precinct was dead.

The parking lot had three cars in it. Mine made four. The front entrance was unlocked but the lobby was empty except for Ray, the night janitor, slumped in a chair behind the front desk with his mouth open. Snoring. His mop was leaning against the wall next to him and the floor was still wet in patches. I stepped around the puddles and kept walking.

The hallway lights were on that dim setting they switch to after nine. Half the fluorescents off. The other half buzzing low. My heels clicked on the tile. Nobody else on the floor. Nobody in the bullpen. Nobody in the break room.

I passed Megan's desk on the way. The case file for tonight's op was still open on it. Photos of the club. The owner's mugshot. I didn't stop.

The closer I got to the corner the more I could smell him. Dawson's cologne. Cedar. Something warmer underneath. It always reached me before he did. By the time I turned the corner the wet had started. The pulse in my throat. The breath coming shorter.

My body still knew the way.

Chief Dawson's door was closed.

I stood in front of it for a second. Did the ritual I'd built up. Fixed my hair behind both ears. Pulled my blouse down two inches at the neck. Undid the second button without looking. Licked my lips. My cunt clenched once at the door, already knowing.

Then I knocked.

"Come in."

His voice. Deep. Low. The kind of voice you felt in your chest.

I opened the door and walked in.

He was behind his desk. Leaned back in his chair. Sleeves rolled up to his elbows — forearms thick with tendons. His tie was loose. Top button undone. The chair leaned with his weight. He looked like he'd been here for a while but he didn't look tired. He never looked tired. He just looked like Lamar Dawson. Six foot four. Two fifty. Black. Bald. Shoulders that filled the chair and then some.

His cologne hit me harder now I was inside the room. Cedar. Warmth. Sweat under the warmth.

He swiveled his chair to face me.

"Smith."

"Chief."

My heart was hammering. In my throat. In my chest. Between my legs. I told myself it was because of the op. Because of Megan. Because the whole case just went down the drain and I was standing in front of my boss at ten o'clock at night about to deliver bad news.

That's what I told myself.

"Sir, I need to talk to you about tonight," I started. My voice came out steady but my hands were shaking so I put them behind my back. "Megan bailed. She texted me about an hour ago. Phone's off. I tried calling her back but she's gone. I couldn't find a replacement in time and Martinez said every female UC is burned in that—"

He held up one hand.

I stopped talking.

He didn't say anything. Just looked at me. His eyes moved down from my face to my chest to my waist to my hips and back up. Slow. Not hiding it. He never hid it.

Then he pushed his chair back from the desk. Just enough to give himself room.

His hands went to his belt.

My mouth went dry.

He undid the buckle. Slow. The metal clinked in the quiet office. The sound bigger than it should have been. Then the button popped. Then the zipper — one tooth at a time. I could hear every click.

He reached in.

Pulled himself out.

Laid it on the edge of the desk.

Just laid it there.

Thick. Dark. Heavy. Half hard already and still growing.

For me.

It sat on the wood like it owned the desk more than he did. Veins running down the shaft. The head was fat and shiny. Pre-cum already welling at the slit, catching the desk lamp light. It pulsed once while I stared at it.

The smell of him reached me across the desk. Salt and skin and Dawson. My cunt got tighter.

He didn't say a word.

He just pointed. One finger. At the window behind me. The blinds.

I turned around and closed them. My hands were shaking. I twisted the rod until every slat was shut tight and the office went from dim to dark. Just the desk lamp now. Yellow light. His cock casting a shadow on the paperwork underneath it.

I turned back to face him.

He was still sitting there. Still not talking. One hand on the armrest. The other resting on his thigh. His cock sat on the desk between us like the only thing in the room that mattered.

I swallowed. My throat clicked.

I licked my lips. Not on purpose. My tongue just did it. The saliva was already pooling in my mouth. My eyes were locked on it and I couldn't look away. Didn't want to look away.

I'd been doing this for six months. Late nights at the station. Closed blinds and locked doors and his hand on the back of my head. Kevin thought I was working overtime.

I mean I was dedicated to my job. But-.

I walked toward the desk. My heels clicked three times on the tile. Four. Five. I came around to his side. He still didn't speak. Didn't need to. His cock was doing all the talking. It was fully hard now. Thick as my wrist. Long enough that it hung over the edge of the desk.

The thought hit me without me asking — Kevin's dick at home was thin. Short. Soft most of the time even when he tried. This one I wouldn't be able to close my fist around even if I used both hands.

I sank to my knees. The tile was cold through my pants. I didn't care. My tongue was already wet. I leaned forward. Opened my mouth. Tasted him in the air before my lips touched.
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