Story synopsis: After the undercover operation into Isabel went.... Off the rails.... But Cass is back and ready for more! Even if more means meeting and getting to know Isabel's friends.

----

Cass winces as she sinks herself down into the bath.

Her still gaping ass and pussy burned and yet was also soothed by the water as she slowly settled until she was fully submerged.

She kept her eyes shut tight as she stayed down there, using her training to hold her breath for upwards of five whole minutes. But it was in those moments that Cass felt somewhat at peace with everything that had happened with her and Isabel.

Even now, after Isabel finally had her fill of fun, she could still feel the effects of the weed making her head swim. It was understandable, given how much she had to take just to fit in with the weed dealer. That wasn't even beginning to bring in the feeling of conflict the sex gave her the more she thought about it.

It was all something ripped straight from some weird wet nightmare, and yet Cass was a part of herself longing for it more than she would have liked. That whole experience should have been burned into her mind as something truly horrible, and one of the worst moments she's ever had to experience as a vigilante. But somehow, she couldn't fully bring herself to feel that way, even if there was now footage of her getting ass-fucked on Isabel's OnlyFans.

Thankfully, Isabel kept it all behind a paywall on her account, along with the rest of the videos she had fucking similar desperate women. The fact that things COULD have been different if she were willing to throw away a few dollars and therefore avoid EVERYTHING SHE WENT THROUGH still burned her deeply as well. But that's why she was in the tub, back in the little base she had for herself.

While the feeling to return to the manor burned as hot as ever, especially with all the conflicting feelings rolling around inside Cass's head, she knew she couldn't give up now, not after everything she sacrificed for this.

Even after an emotional battering like that, she could feel herself slowly coming back together. Sure, it was the same kind of mental processing she went through during some of the toughest times of her life,

Like when she was her father's protégée in training,

But once her lungs began to burn and she emerged back up from the water, she felt relatively refreshed, albeit completely exhausted.

----

Stepping out of the bathroom, Cass looked at the small apartment she had set up for herself.

It was all still rather minimalist. The most she had outside her bedroom was a table and chair set up with Cass's laptop. Beyond that, the kitchen was empty, except for a fridge she had stocked with the basics.

It was far from anything elegant, the place she now called home for the time being, but with Vanco Avenue just a few blocks away, it put her well within the Party Girls territory. Cass could make it work, and she already had a plan in mind as she stepped into her bedroom, the only place that could be considered messy.

It had all of her gear, her costume, and some normal streetwear, all packed away in a few boxes, leaving only the mattress and pillow on the floor, with a few blankets and the lamp beside them.

"One step at a time, Cassandra."

Cass huffed in the quiet, cool air of her apartment as she took a seat on her bed. It was far better than some other places she's had to sleep before. Another bright side that popped into her head as she looked down at her toned, naked body.

She had been in the bath for a while, just sitting there with her thoughts, allowing all the mess on her to be completely washed away. But even now, her entire body felt filthy as she leaned back on the mattress and pulled a blanket over her shivering frame.

Slowly, against all the anxiety that flowed through her veins, Cass felt her eyes flutter shut and exhaustion take over before softly drifting to sleep.

----

"I think she's on one of her personal missions again."

Steph guesses as she sends Cass a text, only adding to the pile of others she's already sent. Like Barbara, she wasn't entirely surprised. Still, she wasn't happy about it either, as they remained in the clock tower.

"Well, we'll leave it to her then. When she wants to talk to us, she'll talk to us."

Barbara leans back in her wheelchair before giving her final declaration. Steph, on the other hand, isn't so satisfied.

"You sure? You know what happens when one of us goes off the grid, right?"

"I do. But I have full trust in Cass to call us for help if she needs it."

Steph still wasn't sure, but Barbara called the shots. Of course, she wasn't going to go down THAT easily.

"Can you just see where she is?.... Please, Barbara? You know as well as I do that both of us will feel better."

Steph makes her final case, and she can see Barbara consider her words before eventually giving in with a frustrated sigh as she wheeled herself over to her computer.

"Don't tell her I did this."

"Lips are sealed!"

Steph bounces over behind Barbara as she activates the homing beacon in Cass's suit. But as both of them soon find, Cass wasn't going to make it that easy.

"She deactivated her suit's tracking beacon."

"So you can't find her?"

"No. But I can find Cass's suit's last signal before Cass took it offline."

Barbara types a few command prompts into the Oracle system, bringing up a full view of Gotham City, then the view zooms in and eventually stops at Vanco Avenue.

"There? Doesn't really seem like Cass's kind of place."

"Maybe she's just having some fun."

"Without me!?"

Steph asks while Barbara can only roll her eyes. Though between her and Steph, she did feel a little bit better knowing that Cass wasn't in some deep underbelly of crime.

----

Cass shouldn't have come back.

Yet, here she stood, back on Vanco Avenue, looking up at Isabel's building. She was rested up and surprisingly ready to give getting closer to the weed dealer another go. This time, however, she would take extra measures to steer clear of anything sexual. Though she might not have that much of a choice, given everything she and Isabel did the previous night. A night still burned into her brain, but she couldn't determine whether it was a success or a failure.

Regardless, she knew where to go and was about to step inside the building when a sudden noise from behind made her jump.

*HONK* *HONK*

Turning around, Cass's eyes were nearly burned out of her skull from how pink Isabel's lowrider was as she pulled up to the curb. The stylized car rumbled to the beat of some reggaeton she had blaring, a true testament to the fact that Isabel didn't give a fuck about anything. Something that Cass could see in the woman's smile as she rolled down her window.

"Aaaaayyyyyyyyy! Hop in, Bebé!~."

Isabel calls out to Cass, who looks around nervously, not wanting to make a scene. But nobody paid them any mind as Cass quickly ran over and opened the passenger side door, only to be hit in the face by the smell of cherry vape smoke that had been trapped inside the car. It was one of those moments where Cass's confidence took a gut punch, but she got in without a word.

Once she was settled and could get a look at Isabel, she saw a different woman than the one she had met last night.

Outside the hotel, she wore the latest designer jeans that held her round bottom snugly, something that Cass could see even as she sat next to her. There was also the designer t Isabel that didn't do much to hide her bust either. Despite that, she looked more down-low than some of the other stuff Cass had seen in her wear in her Instagram posts. Even then, she couldn't help but wear a pair of golden hoop earrings to show off SOME style.

"Damn, already can't keep your eyes off me."

Isabel laughs, her smile shining with lip gloss as she reaches over and takes another hit out of her vape before blowing the smoke Cass's way, trapping her with the stench inside the tight confines of the car. But through years of training and now that she was prepared, she could take it, even if it triggered flashbacks to the night before. It was all because now that Cass knew, or at least had a better idea of what kind of woman Isabel was.

All Cass does in the end is wave the smoke away from her face while maintaining eye contact with the dealer, who flutters her eyelashes at her before tossing her vape to the side so that she can pull back onto the road.

"Was gonna look around for you, fuckin' good luck you were standin' there. Still tryin' to play things on the downlow, huh? Heh. Whatever. Sé una perra si quieres…."

Isabel mutters the last part under her breath, but Cass still hears. Even then, she keeps her mouth shut, instead allowing the dealer to fill the silence for her.

"We're gonna do some business, ok? Some amigas of mine are lookin' for a hook-up. Figured I'd also show 'em what I'm tappin', k? Don't worry, I ain't gonna have you doin' anything you don't want to do. But last night was fun, right? You should see the fuckin' numbers your video is doing right now. I got half my subscribers wanting you back for another vid.

"....Sure."

Cass huffs before turning to look out the window and watch as they leave Vanco Avenue.

Cass felt a reluctant level of joy now that she was finally getting a deeper view into the business. Yet, the previous night left her with a bunch of different worries. Something she didn't know how to approach. At the same time, Isabel continued driving them both to the city's outskirts. The kind of place that was trailer parks, sketchy businesses, and run-down dingy motels.

Isabel pulls the car into the parking lot of one such motel.

It was a small place. The kind of hole-in-the-wall, single-story motel that people only use to get high or horny in. Not surprising with someone like Isabel, who hopped out of the car and grabbed a bag from the trunk. Cass reluctantly followed her, in the process, passing by the empty motel pool that looked like it had been converted into a makeshift skate park.

"Just so you know.... Mi amiga.... She's a bit of a bitch, right? But don't let that get in the way of finding whatever warm gooey inside she has. I don't know, I never found it."

Cass remained silent as Isabel quipped. They both walked up to one of the doors, where Isabel raised a hand and promptly knocked.

"HOLD ON A FUCKIN' MINUTE! DAMN!"

A loud, feminine voice that sounds like it has a throat lined with sandpaper booms from the other side of the door. Already, Cass can tell this is going to be bad as she looks between the door and Isabel, whose body language doesn't read any sort of fear or apprehension.

Eventually, the door swings open, allowing a wave of weed smoke to come pouring out of the small motel room. The stench, however, was beyond anything Cass had ever experienced, even last night with Isabel getting her acquainted with anything weed-related.

Once the smoke clears, Cass is startled to find herself face to face with a woman who has a face covered in tattoos. It wasn't anything stylized, however, far from it actually. The woman who appeared to be around Cass's age looked like she had let someone doodle across her face with an ink gun. Despite that, it wasn't utterly messy. Whoever did the work was an expert in what it did, even if it didn't stop there and trailed down the rest of her body with it, shifting to look more like random additions.

Something that Cass and Isabel got an eyeful of with the torn tank top she wore and the skinny shorts she had riding up on her bony ass. Unlike Isabel, whoever this woman looked like, she was deep in the drug game, albeit as a buyer, with short, bleached blonde hair that hung messily around her head. Though the part that rubbed her the wrong way the most was her eyebrowless red eyes that glanced toward Cass one second, exuding a high amount of aggression in her body language in the process, before lighting up once she sees that she has Isabel with her.

"Fuckin' hell took you fucking long enough."

The woman huffs before stepping back into the room, not even gesturing for either of them to follow. Still, Isabel does with Cass reluctantly in tow. And just as she expected, the woman's look more than helped her get an idea of the room, which was completely a mess, with graffiti from wall to wall and even on the ceiling. It was mostly tags and drawings that ended up blurring together, giving the place a harsh atmosphere that Cass couldn't for the life of her manage to stay calm in.

The furniture isn't in that much better of a state, either.

The bed was a mess of blankets and bedsheets stained by sweat and other bodily substances that you didn't go to the bathroom for. At the same time, the small desk in the room was also completely covered in trash, bongs, and ashtrays with snubbed-out cigarettes or blunts, making it unusable.

Though, from the looks of things, it wasn't getting that much use anyway, besides being a place Isabel's buyer could throw stuff if she was too lazy to actually throw it away. Looking even further, the two chairs in the room were completely covered in clothes, one pile dirty, the other clean. The woman ends up freeing both, with Isabel quick to take the one that had the clean clothes.

"Sorry. Snooze, you lose, babe."

Isabel chirps obnoxiously while Cass tries to ignore her as she takes a seat. That was before the woman they came here for to begin with spoke up.

"Better still have that good shit, Bel."

"You know I always do, chica."

Isabel smirks as she throws the woman the bag she had with her, with the latter of the two quickly sifting through its contents.

"Even made you a few pre-rolls cause your girl knows you waste any time huffin' that shit."

"Shut up."

The woman speaks back bitterly as she pulls out one of the joints Isabel mentioned. And without saying anything, she grabs a lighter from her bedside table to light up.

Isabel took another hit out of her vape, this time not blowing it in Cass's direction as she took a puff. It was at that moment that she realized that she had forgotten to introduce Cass to her friend, who was becoming increasingly frustrated as her lighter flicked out small sparks but nothing good enough to light the joint.

"Right, Jamie, this-"

"FUCK!"

The woman Cass now knew as Jamie screams with rage as she throws the lighter against the wall.

"Chill, a'ight? If you're down that bad…."

Isabel trails off as she hands Jamie her vape, which she doesn't waste a beat taking a hit out of. Though unlike Isabel, who inhaled it with some form of restraint, it looks like Jamie's trying to suck it dry. But for her part, Cass glances back toward Isabel, who only pulls out another vape after having planned for a moment like this.

Jamie, on the other hand, finally finishes and holds all that vape smoke she just inhaled in her lungs for what feels like a minute. Throughout the entire time, Cass couldn't help but watch on in wonder as this random pothead pulled off what almost seemed like a superhuman move. But eventually, when her face started to glow red, Jamie finally blew the smoke up to the ceiling, only adding to the general smog that didn't get washed out when she opened the door.

Then, and only then, did Jamie seem calm enough to have a conversation with.

"Shit! Good shit as always."

Jamie huffs as she rises from the bed and reaches into her nightstand to pick out a wad of cash.

Already, Cass could imagine herself squeezing Jamie for answers later on. Someone like her, she'd fold at the first moment Cass threatens to uproot the private but small life she had for herself here. But for now, she stayed quiet as Jamie looked satisfied with the deal. Though with a few words of her own, she's able to bring a reaction out of Isabel that Cass has never seen from her.

"Better not have any of that kryptonite shit, though. Fucking shit burns my lungs."

"Fuck you mean?! That shit's top-shelf za'."

The weed dealer leans in close, looking offended as her product is insulted.

"Don't think radioactive rock needs to be in my weed. I don't need that cancer shit in my life."

"Psst. Whatever. Like I need input from a junky ass ho'."

"FUCK YOU SAY!?"

Cass thought the two were about to get into a fight before Isabel suddenly realized something.

"Chill! You know I ain't serious with that shit."

Isabel pulls back, with Jamie doing the same.

"Besides, I got a new deal coming in. Stuff that won't give you cancer."

Isabel jokes, helping Jamie ease back even further.

"Just some good-ass skunk comin' in. All I need is a little prepayment and-"

"Fuck you."

The moment the word "prepayment" registered in Jamie's mind, Isabel lost her.

"Jamie, you gotta take this chance, girl! I promise you this shit will blow your mind. Nada de mentiras."

Even after pushing her pitch, Isabel was still having trouble pulling Jamie back in. As far as Cass was concerned, she would have to pull out some hardcore measure to pull her back in. Luckily enough, Jamie herself comes up with an offer for Isabel.

"Tell you what, I'll buy into whatever the fuck you're trying to sell, IF you let me tap your friend here."

Jamie suddenly turns her attention to Cass, who's caught off guard, even more so when she reaches down and starts palming a hand over the erection that strained through her shorts. She had an idea that things were going to get sexual. Still, it felt like things went from zero to a hundred faster than she could have ever predicted, which leaves her in just a stunned enough state for Isabel to give her answer.

"W-Wait-"

"She'll do whatever you want. The puta's really eager to prove herself to me, and it's only fair that my "friends" get a bite of what I've been eating. Right, baby?"
