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Her hair didn't make her feel like much of a
rebel. Jamie was bothered by that more than she would have
expected. She'd been so closely identified with her ginger hair all
her life that she'd come to have a love-hate relationship with it.
As casually as she'd treated it, even ignoring it, even hacking at
it with scissors to show her disdain for the frilly feminine
obsession with hair, her thick red mane was a part of who she
was.

She'd been deeply resentful at having to dye
it blonde in the aftermath of a notorious shooting which had been
captured on video and hit the network news. But it was too
embarrassing being constantly identified as 'that redhead cop'.

Now enough time had passed that a fickle New
York public had moved on to other things, well, most of them, so
she had eagerly dyed her hair back to... approximately her old
color. Approximately because a demand didn't seem to exist for the
'rust colored' hair she came by naturally.

The dark, coppery shade she'd chosen was
sleek and modern, and she felt guilty at liking how attractive it
was compared to the old ginger. Hadn't she been a tomboy all her
life? Wasn't she now? What did it matter what color her hair was?
At least, as long as it wasn't blonde!

Who dyed their hair blonde? Sluts looking
for action, wanting to be panted after by men! That was definitely
not her!

Or maybe it was too much like her. Maybe it
hit too close to home. Maybe she really was a slut now. God knew
that after months of Danny's devoted attention, months of him
drowning her in kinky sex games that took her breath away and
almost literally blew her mind, by most definitions that term fit
her perfectly.

Which was one of the reasons it made her
uncomfortable to wear the hair that went along with it.

Wearing red hair was a sign of defiance.
Redheads were strong-willed and tough. They didn't give in to
anyone. They didn't take shit from anyone. They certainly didn't
crawl naked on their hands and knees and beg men to ride them like
bitches in heat!

God!

The things that bastard had made her do!

Made her? No, he'd simply set her mind
burning to the point that, gripped by sexual fever, she couldn't
say no. Clever, clever man. Talented, skilled man. Gorgeous, hunky,
sexy man!

But her hair hadn't appreciated being dyed
and then dyed again so soon. It was getting frayed, like her
nerves. She'd had to use a special softening shampoo on it. It
worked terrifically well, to the point she found herself idly
combing her fingers through it to enjoy the sensation.

But that was so... girly, damn it!

She was leading a schizophrenic life being a
tough-assed tomboy cop in the daytime and then Danny's submissive
little bondage slut at night. And now she was acting all girly with
her damn hair!

When was she going to put some limits on
what she would do with him before he turned her into a bondage slut
for real!?

Maybe when her body stopped thrilling to his
dark, kinky games?

If any of the cops she worked with and
around had any idea of the sorts of things she did when she was
alone with him... or sometimes him and others... no amount of
professionalism would save her reputation! It would be mud!

Cops were a conservative group when it came
to women. Men could be as much whores as they wanted, and be
admired for it. The rules weren't the same for women.

Although, she grudgingly admitted, even a
guy would be trashed if word got out that he routinely let some
girl tie him up and make him grovel at their feet. Cops were
supposed to be tough, after all, and that just went against the
grain.

She wouldn't have respected a guy's
toughness if he liked to be a submissive either. So she was just as
hypocritical as the rest of them. Then again, her standards for
toughness in men had always been pretty high. Danny was just about
the first guy who had met them.

How much of that had to do with his looks
and physique and how much to do with him being eight years older
than her twenty two years, she couldn't say. Certainly he had more
experience and was more sophisticated – and inventive – in terms of
sex than she could hope to be!

“This asshole is getting on my nerves,”
Mueller said.

She drew her attention back to the present.
They were riding in Mueller's black Tahoe SUV, the unmarked police
car which was their normal mode of transportation lately. It was
just after two in the afternoon, and traffic was heavy and slow
along the four lanes of Sixth Avenue.

This was only the second time he'd let her
drive, even though, as a supervisor, sitting in the passenger side
was really his right. She wasn't sure if he didn't trust rookies to
drive or if it was one of those guy things, as in distrust of girls
driving.

Ahead of them was a blood red Porsche. Why
anyone would bother with a Porsche in New York City was beyond her,
given the limitations on speed placed by the law, not to mention
traffic. But she supposed it was at least flashy enough to show off
– assuming you dared park it anywhere.

The Porsche was changing lanes, repeatedly,
zipping in and out of traffic, but not really getting any further
ahead for all its determined efforts. No sooner would it change to
one lane and pull ahead, when that lane would slow, and the other
lanes would catch up and pass it, then it would switch to another,
and then another.

“Someone's in a hurry,” she said.

They were not, of course, traffic cops.
Being relieved of those duties, along with the responsibility to
answer radio calls, or do such mundane things as direct traffic and
guard crime scenes, was among the benefits of being a plainclothes
police officer.

One she very much appreciated. As they moved
into fall, with winter ahead, she was confident she would
appreciate it even more when it was snowing out and she didn't have
to pull some fool over and stand alongside his car as the cold
winds blew and he offered up his pathetic excuses.

No, that was last year in Staten Island. Now
she was an Anti-crime cop in Midtown Manhattan, amid the lights and
glitter. But her partner, Sergeant Alaric Mueller, who supervised
Anti-crime for the Midtown North precinct, enjoyed doing pretty
much whatever he felt like doing.

And sometimes that included pulling over bad
drivers to give them a piece of his mind – and a ticket.

And if that bad driver was in a very snazzy
and expensive car, well then, so much the better. She suspected
Mueller, a close mouthed, old fashioned cop who had been a cop when
she was born, had an inbred blue-collar resentment towards rich
people.

She was careful not to point out to him that
her family probably fell within that category. But then, they
didn't do a lot of chatting. Mueller wasn't interested and had
little sense of humor. Jamie, meanwhile, had taken her
grandfather's advice to heart, that it was always better for
rookies to listen and learn than to speak.

Since he was one of the NYPD's assistant
commissioners, he was a fairly authoritative source, as far as she
was concerned. Besides, it just made sense. And being a chatty
Cathy around Mueller would just piss him off while providing her
with very little entertainment.

The Porsche almost sideswiped a Ford as it
changed lanes again, and Mueller grumbled, then turned on the
lights.

Jamie rolled her eyes but carefully made no
other sign of disapproval as he briefly sounded the siren. Instead
she tried to work her way in behind the Porsche. Then a blue and
white she hadn't even seen zoomed up beside then, lighting off its
light bar. It, of course, was much more noticeable, and traffic
moved over.

Mueller scowled as the Porsche finally swung
off onto 53rd W, and the radio car followed. After a
glance at him, Jamie turned in, as well, though she wasn't sure
what he intended doing, unless it was to lecture the driver. Did he
really want to argue with the uniforms about who got to write the
guy a ticket?

Again, she didn't say a word. Why ask a
question when it would be answered soon anyway? Her uncle Jacob,
who was a district chief in Brooklyn South (actually her great
uncle) had told her that. The fewer questions you asked the more
consideration people gave to the ones you did, he'd said.

The Porsche pulled over to the curb, and the
blue and white pulled in behind it. Jamie parked beside the blue
and white, but back far enough it didn't block their doors, and
then turned and waved at Calvin Brown as he climbed out of the
driver's side.

“Hey, Mueller, you don't got no real work to
do?” he called across.

“I thought I'd watch how the pros do it,
Brown,” Mueller said.

He climbed out of the passenger side, while
Brown's partner also got out. Paul Haines was not one of her
favorite cops. In fact, she had snatched his cell phone and tossed
it into a manure heap someone had poured on the sidewalk outside
CBS one day, after he'd smirkingly showed her a picture of herself
in a bikini.

The picture had come from a photo-shoot
she'd done when she was undercover – so to speak – acting as a
fashion model to help expose – so to speak – some drug dealers.
She'd been working with the federal agent who was soon to become
her boyfriend, Danny Lucas.

There weren't an awful lot of young female
cops with the looks and legs for a job like that. Danny's boss had
pointed out to her that only 0.7% of women in America were five
feet ten or over. Since the fashion model job required she be five
feet eleven, there were slim pickings around New York's law
enforcement community.

But at least a couple of the pictures from
the photo-shoots she'd had to endure – in thong bikinis no less –
had somehow made their way into the cell phones of a variety of
cops around the precinct. Haines had been a lot less circumspect
about having such pictures, or leering at her as he'd shown one to
her.

That had made him the butt of jokes as word
had gotten around how he'd had to fish out his phone from a big
pile of manure – and had fallen in while doing so. And he had never
seen the humor in it, or forgiven her.

That being the case she thought she would
forego the fun of joining the three of them at the driver's window
to berate the guy for his lousy, aggressive driving. She pulled her
phone out of her jacket pocket instead and checked for
messages.

Mostly she was checking to see if Danny had
sent her anything. Sometimes he'd send her cute little emojis, and
sometimes brief messages. What she had to worry about was when he
sent her pictures, because they were almost always of herself.

She did NOT want those on her phone. That
had caused her more grief a month or so earlier when a picture he'd
sent her had been on the screen when someone had stolen her phone.
It had at least not been x-rated. And it had been good, if unposed,
showing her from the rear and side, reaching up into a kitchen
cupboard.

Wearing nothing but a thong.

Most of the side of her right breast was
visible, as well as her butt, and it had been noticeable that there
was a ring dangling from her nipple.

That one had gotten out, too, and she
figured just about every cop in the precinct had a copy on his
phone.

It was very hard for a young woman to be
respected on the NYPD. It was still a very mannish profession which
valued, above all else, toughness, competence, and professionalism.
Having pictures like that be passed around could have destroyed any
respect for her, and probably would have, were it not for the
shootings she'd been involved in.

Those had easily outweighed the trashy
photos, so that most of the cops at least respected her, even if
they did mentally undress her with their eyes every time she was
nearby.

There were no messages from Danny, and she
was checking others when she heard voices raised up ahead. She
glanced up from her phone to see that for whatever reason they were
trying to get the guy out of his car.

As she watched, Brown yanked the door open
and Haines pulled the driver out. He was a big guy, wearing a very
shiny blue shirt that looked silk. He was probably in his thirties,
with a shaved head, and was clearly angry.

“What the hell are you stopping me for!?” he
demanded. “Let go of me you, roach! Do you know how much this shirt
cost!? More than your crummy salary!”

He pushed Haines, who stumbled back a
second, then pushed him back, jamming him up against the inside of
his own door. The man then twisted around and threw his head back
to slam it into Haines' face, sending him stumbling back.

Jamie started to get out of the car as the
guy jumped back into the Porsche. Mueller reached into the open
door to grab at him and suddenly the Porsche's taillights turned
white. It accelerated rapidly backwards, turning rapidly so the
back wheels bounced violently up onto the curb.

That had it curving sharply around with
Mueller caught by the door, until he was slammed into the side of
the blue and white parked at the curb. The Porsche then accelerated
forward as Brown pulled out his Glock, and the tires screeched as
it raced away up 53rd!

She started to get out as Mueller rose, then
fell, then rose, gripping the side of the blue and white and
cursing violently. He turned and glared at her.

“Move!” he yelled.

She moved.

The Tahoe accelerated forward after the
Porsche, but she knew that was bound to be a losing battle in the
long run. She flipped on lights and siren, the latter screaming in
the narrow confines between tall buildings.

The driver's door of the Porsche was
swinging open and closed, having been damaged by being smashed back
into the blue and white, and traffic ahead was preventing the
driver from using his speed to get away.

Jamie was angry. The shock of what she'd
seen was wearing off and turning to a sense of towering anger at
this ignorant, stupid, self-centered, arrogant and likely drunk
rich asshole almost killing Mueller like that!

She was also gripped by a furious anxiety
that as soon as he could break through the traffic he was going to
take off and leave the lumbering SUV in the dust. There was just no
way she could accelerate like a Porsche. Even the regular patrol
cars would have trouble there.

But hockey season was starting soon. And she
remembered one of her earliest arrests in the precinct. And how a
solid, well-timed body check could accomplish an awful lot of good
things.

The Tahoe didn't have anywhere near the
speed, power or acceleration of the Porsche. What it did have was
weight. And they were almost to Eight Avenue when she got the
opportunity to use it.

There was an empty space to the right, and
the Porsche veered to the right and started to accelerate. Jamie
floored it, going straight ahead and almost rear ending a Nissan,
then jerked the wheel hard over to the right. The Porsche was
already starting to pull ahead when the big Tahoe slammed into the
drivers side and sent it lurching over to the right, up onto the
curb.

And into a tree.

“Yeah!” she shouted, staring at the mass of
air bags which filled the interior of the crashed Porsche. “Take
that, you fuck!”

She jumped out of the Tahoe and ran around
to the open door of the Porsche, and saw the dazed driver, face
bloody, as the air bags deflated. She reached in, grabbed him by
the tie, and yanked savagely, catapulting him out of the car and
down onto his face on the road as he cried out in pain.

“Guess what, asshole,” she said, as she
dropped her knee heavily onto his back. “You're under arrest!”

He cried out in pain again and she shifted,
jamming a knee down against the back of his head to grind his face
into the pavement as she forced his arm up behind his back.

“Hands behind your back, shithead!” she
yelled.

She cuffed him, then roughly searched him as
traffic backed up behind her stopped Tahoe. No one was honking
though. No one dared.

She was a redhead with gun and she was
clearly in a bad mood.

“Fu-Fucking bitch!” the man gasped as he
struggled to get up.

Jamie put her foot on the back of his neck
and shoved him down again.

“Stay on your face, rich boy,” she said.
“We'll send a cage in a wagon to pick you up.”

“I'm g-gonna sue the city!” he cried.

A blue and white, lights flashing, turned
off Eighth Avenue, coming the wrong way down the one-way street
without problems since she'd effectively blocked the road. Two
cops, Mowat and Carmichael, got out, and she lifted her foot, then
turned to look at the Porsche, slipping her gloves on.

It was kind of a mess, probably a write-off,
in fact. That pleased her.

She pulled the airbags aside as the uniforms
picked up the driver, and looked around, opening the glove
compartment, then lifting the cover of the storage compartment in
the center console. Inside was a gun, a Sieg Sauer automatic.

She pulled the clip and then ejected the
bullet in the gun before noticing a blue jar inside the storage
compartment. She pulled it out and unscrewed the top to discover it
was full of white powder.

“What'd you find?”

She looked up at Ronnie Carmichael and
showed him the gun and jar. He licked his little finger, brushed
the white powder then tasted it.

“Cocaine,” he said after a minute.

Carmichael had five service stripes on his
sleeve, so she was willing to accept his judgment. She screwed the
top back on and then looked around further before getting out of
the car as a marked Tahoe came down the street and stopped.
Sergeant Mills, one of the patrol supervisors, got out and came
over to see her, and examine the scene.

“What a waste of a nice car,” he said,
looking at the Porsche.

“Too bad the idiot driving it wasn't messed
up,” she replied.

He looked at him and shook his head.

“We'll bring him to hospital, just in case,”
he said. “Wouldn't want this guy to claim we ignored his medical
condition.”

“He didn't say anything about being
hurt.”

“No, but let him see a lawyer and his story
is likely to change.”

“How's Mueller, do you know?”

“I think he's got a broken leg.”

She felt a shock at that, and then doubt.
It's not that she was in love with having Mueller as a partner, but
who were they likely to partner her with, if he was going to be
down for weeks? The only one she could think of was Taylor, who was
just returning from cracked ribs, and Taylor was six different
kinds of moron, as far as she was concerned.

He'd been hitting on her, very forcefully
and very crudely, since he'd arrived, and combined that with a
sullen resentment that she was getting the assignments he felt he
deserved.

She glowered murderously at the guy in the
back seat of the blue and white.
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Jamie had been enjoying playing the
cock-tease around Taylor, just to rub his nose in what he couldn't
have. She didn't feel guilty about that, since he deserved it. And
anyway, she only saw him when she was at the precinct. So she
didn't mind letting him simmer.

Now she was going to have to be working with
him all day. And she was going to have to do something about his
attitude. It wasn't that she minded being lusted after by men, as
long as they were polite about it. In fact, Danny's influence had
made her kind of enjoy it, in a smug, narcissistic sort of way.

She wasn't exactly an exhibitionist, but he
had... exposed her... literally... to the view of strangers on a
number of very, very hot, passionate encounters. To the point that
it really turned her on being seen – under the right circumstances
– naked or involved in kinky sex.

Her months with Danny had really broadened
her horizons and made her far more sophisticated about sex,
sexuality, and her own body than she'd ever been before when she
had a fairly white bread sex life.

But Taylor wasn't polite. He was downright
in-her-face about things, in a way which she could have used to
charge him with sexual harassment on any number of occasions, if
she had cared enough. Plus cops had a schoolyard attitude about
those who complained to teacher about other cops.

He hadn't gotten so far as to actually touch
her – other than trying to slide his hands onto her shoulders or
back, but she wasn't about to wait for it. He needed to be brought
into line and fast, or she was going to have to beat the crap out
of him to teach him a lesson.

Anti-crime cops didn't dress in business
outfits like detectives. They wore ordinary street clothes,
including shorts, t-shirts and tank tops. The only overriding
clothing decision was making sure something covered up their guns
and cuffs.

In Jamie's case, she mostly wore tank-tops
under an open shirt, leaving the shirt untucked to hide her belt.
The tank tops had gotten tighter over the past months for two
reasons. The first was she had almost unconsciously come to enjoy
her sense of sexuality and sexual power. She enjoyed being thought
of as 'hot'.

The more professional reason, or at least,
one she told herself, was that most of the people she dealt with in
her professional capacity were guys, and guys tended to be … nicer
to her when she looked hot. That generally meant they were more
helpful, and more eager to offer up things they knew that might
impress her.

They could also get distracted when they
were telling her lies, especially if she pulled her shoulders back
so her breasts would push out even more obviously. She would once
have rejected the very idea of using her body to help her in that
way, but now it didn't bother her.

Of course, she used to think that she had to
be as asexual at work as possible, to hide her sexuality and
attractiveness, to act masculine – but not too masculine, in order
to gain respect. She didn't think that any more either.

She didn't even think it was unfair. Men
used their bodies to intimidate. Why couldn't she use hers to
persuade? If the job was important, you used what you had
available.

Her intention to read the riot act to
Taylor, though, was put back when she got to work and Lieutenant
Foster told them to report to Strategic Response for yet another
anti-Trump demo.

Jamie's political views were fairly
dismissive of both liberals and conservatives. Neither had a lot of
common sense that she could see. And while she didn't have any time
at all for Donald Trump, she didn't understand what new all these
people could be out protesting that they hadn't already been
protesting for months.

Did these people have no jobs, or what?

But she got into the unmarked panel van
along with most of the other members of the unit, and headed over
there. They would mingle with the crowd looking for troublemakers,
as opposed to the Strategic Response guys who were essentially
crowd control.

The last time she'd done this she'd gotten
herself arrested to be with someone who turned out to be related to
a terrorist. That hadn't been pleasant, but on the other hand,
she'd gotten some very nice information out of it.

She mussed her hair up a little by combing
her fingers through it. The men in the back of the van watched. She
raised an eyebrow when she caught them, and flushed very
slightly.

“Going to try and look younger and less
uh...,” she said.

“Poised?” Nora Richards asked dryly.

“Sure.”

“Bed hair. I like it,” Taylor said.

She glowered at him.

They got off a few blocks away and then took
different paths to get to the demo. Jamie made sure she lost Taylor
– which, in her experience, wasn't hard. He and his short blonde
hair and pinched face looked so unlike anyone she expected to see
at an anti-Trump demo she wanted to be as far from him as
possible.

She was wearing a light gray turtleneck crop
top which, when she unbuttoned her black shirt, left a handspan of
smooth, flat stomach showing above her low-riding jeans. Both the
jeans and the top were … form fitting.

She joined the crowd on Fifth and worked her
way in and around them, looking for troublemakers. That generally
meant young and male, college age, which was to say, only a little
younger than she was. Very few such people would not want Jamie to
hang around them, or be reluctant to talk to her.

There wasn't a lot to do at a demo unless
you were up front yelling and shaking your fist at the cops, so
people tended to chat. You could tell a lot from their tone of
voice; which were there just because it was a thing, and which were
genuinely angry.

The guys she fell in with were all of that
age, and all wearing black – which was always suspicious. Several
were wearing hoodies with the hoods pulled up, and had kerchiefs
around their necks. There were black backpacks resting on the
ground next to them.

“This is a waste of fucking time!” one, a
short, already balding guy named Bradley said angrily. “Those
fucking cops aren't gonna let us anywhere near the building!”

“If I had brought a slingshot I bet I could
put rocks into that glass,” his friend Tyler said, shielding his
eyes from the sun.

“That's what we should do,” said a
third.

He pointed at the building across the
street.

“Go up there with slingshots and fire rocks
at the building. Smash the glass and then jet before the pigs show
up.”

“There's snipers on the buildings around
here, Dixon,” another guy said. “They'd be on you before you fired
the first rock.”

“Be lucky if they don't blow your fuckin'
head off, too.”

“You could just, like, wear a suit and walk
into Trump Tower, couldn't you?” Jamie asked.

She kept her voice quizzical and what she
thought of as her 'dumb blonde' expression on her face, with her
mouth open and her eyes wider than normal.

“Yeah, you know how many cameras are in
there? You'd be all over the news,” Dixon said.

They discussed other possibilities, while
Dixon, a tall, skinny guy with a man bun, tried to find out more
about Jamie, who called herself Caitlin and said she was a dental
hygienist student at NYU. She knew enough (too much) about the
subject because her cousin Hannah was studying it there, and
couldn't be shut up about it.

Dixon's hand was brushing her hip in
preparation for mounting a subtle attack on her ass while he told
her about how he was going to be a lawyer and defend the
disenfranchised.

“We should just smash some of the windows
around here,” Tyler said. “They're all rich, fat cats that only the
one percenters can afford anyway.”

Bergdorf Goodman was on their right, while
Louis Vutton was across the street.

“I got a better idea, Bradley said. “Why
don't we go down 57th a couple of blocks and hit Saks
off Fifth? I bet there aren't any cops there.”

“Why Saks off Fifth?” she asked in
confusion.

He rolled his eyes at her.

“It sells Ivanka shit!” he said as if it
were obvious.

“Ooooh,” she said slowly. “I don't know who
sells that stuff. I don't go to those kinds of stores.”

“You think I do? I looked it up!”

“Hey, Caitlin doesn't know where the rich
bitches buy stuff, okay,” Dixon said, sliding his hand along her
hip and around her waist as if to pull her protectively against
him.

“Yeah,” she said.

Several of them picked up backpacks, and
they headed back up the street so they could go down
58th, then turned on Park Avenue.

Jamie had a radio disguised as an Ipod, with
earphones draped across her shoulder, but didn't really have the
opportunity to use it because Dixon stayed very close to her. She
had switched her usual Glock for a cut down version she wore in an
ankle holster, which was a good thing or his hand would have
already found it.

In place of handcuffs she had a few zip-ties
in her pocket. But she didn't think she'd be able to make more than
one arrest by herself because the rest would all run. She'd already
decided Bradley was the guy who most deserved to go in. He was
clearly more of an instigator than the rest.

“So what are you doing later?” Dixon asked,
sliding his hand onto her butt at last.

“Nothing really,” she said with a broad
smile.

“Maybe we could get something to eat.”

“Yeah, maybe.”

There was a little plaza on the corner,
featuring a fountain with a multi-level waterfall, and what she
could only think of as a giant rounded pergola made of thirty foot
high stone columns. They passed through it and onto
57th, one of the few streets which had two way
traffic.

Saks Off Fifth was only a few stores down,
and there was no sign of police anywhere – other than her, of
course. And there wasn't anything she could do until they actually
broke the law. Already, though, they were pulling up hoodies and
kerchiefs, and reaching into backpacks.

Bradley pulled out a hatchet while Tyler
drew out an iron pipe. Dixon just pulled out a spray can.

“Uh...” she said.

“You should stand back,” Dixon said. “We're
gonna run. You can meet us at the Lexington Avenue station on
60th!”

They ran forward and she lifted one of the
earphones to her ear, then pulled the little Ipod off her belt and
called in a 10-85. A part of her wanted to rush forward and stop
them, but there were four of them and only one of her, and other
cops should show up very quickly now, which meant they might be
able to grab them all.

The store had insurance anyway.

They started frantically smashing the front
windows of the store and spray painting across what remained,
yelling “Fuck Trump” while they were doing it.

Then Bradley shoved his hatchet back into
the backpack and took something else out. It looked very much, to
Jamie, like a pipe bomb, or at least, the ones they'd been shown at
the academy.

She ran forward as the others started to run
away, seeing him lighting it with a lighter.

“Run, Caitlin!” Dixon said as he darted
past.

“What the fuck is that?” she demanded as
Bradley succeeded in lighting it.

“Something for the rich – hey, fuck
off!”

She grabbed at the pipe bomb, and they
struggled briefly before she slammed her elbow into his face. That
sent him staggering back and falling, and she stared at the pipe
bomb now in her hand, the fuse hissing and burning down, then
turned and sprinted over to the fountains.

It had a short fuse, though, so she hurled
it overhand, then dropped to the pavement.

The stonework on the fountain was a couple
of feet thick on her side. She hoped the water would put the thing
out, but if it didn't she didn't think any fragments would
penetrate it. She waited a few endlessly long seconds, then raised
her head.

“You fucking whore!' Bradley shouted.

He kicked at her as he ran past and she
snaked out a hand and grabbed his ankle, yanking it out from under
him. He fell with a curse and she rose on her knees. He swung at
her but she swayed back, then chopped hard against the side of his
neck as a blue and white rolled up, lights flashing.

They jumped out and helped her pin and cuff
him, all while she kept a wary eye on the fountain.

“Call the bomb squad!” she told one of the
uniforms. “He had a pipe bomb and I tossed it into the
fountain!”

His eyes widened and he dashed back to the
RPM to make the call, and sirens soon began to sound all around
her.

*

There was a startling amount of paperwork
and statements to get through – after she'd gone to the Lexington
Street subway and arrested the rest of the little group. Multiple
state and federal agencies wanted to know everything about any bomb
that someone attempted to use – even more if it was a target in any
way associated with the Trumps.

She wound up spending most of the rest of
the day filling it out and making statements to various cops and
agents representing various branches of government. And since Danny
was on a stakeout that left her riding the subway home after
work.

She lived in a four story brownstone in
Brooklyn – five if you included the basement apartment. Her
grandfather on her mother's side had bought it ages ago and rented
out each of the five floors. Her mother and father had taken one
when they'd gotten married, and gradually, taken over the rest of
the house.

Except the basement apartment, which was
still separate, and now occupied by her brother Dale, a uniform in
Brooklyn's 83rd Precinct. She had the top floor to
herself. It wasn't exactly a separate apartment since it had no
door – or kitchen, but it was awfully good considering she didn't
have to pay any rent.

Her younger brother Colin was a law student
and had much of the floor below hers. Her mother, she figured, was
trying to keep them around longer by bribing them with free room
and board. It was working, too.

His newest girlfriend was sitting on the
porch as she approached, which put Jamie on her guard. There was
definitely something odd about the huge eyed little girl with the
elfin face and jet black hair. She was, by turns, either snotty and
snarky or staring at her as if trying to devour her with her eyes –
not unlike some of the women at work.

She called herself Willow. Jamie highly
doubted that was her real name, but there wasn't much about the
girl that was real. She was a goth, and the only color on
her was the purple highlights in dyed black hair which hung halfway
down her back.

She wore a black choker with an upside down
cross dangling from it, a low cut, black satin top with black lace
arms, and a short, black skirt with black stockings and black
stiletto heels.

And, of course, black lipstick and
eyeliner.

She was not much over eighteen, and
remembering herself at eighteen, and how unsophisticated she'd
been, Jamie took the girl's pretense of world-weary, jaded
sophistication with more than a trace of amusement.

“Hey,” Jamie said by way of greeting as she
started up the stairs.

Willow thrust her leg out in front of her,
lodging the stiletto heel against the railing.

“It's very rude to pass without a proper
greeting, you know,” Willow said, pouting up at her.

“I said hey,” Jamie replied.

The girl stood up languorously. Since she
was on a higher step – and wearing high heels – she was just about
eight to eye with Jamie.

“Kill anyone today, cop?” she asked
tauntingly.

“No. Volunteering?”

The girl's black lips smiled smugly, and she
slid a long fingernail (painted black of course) through the bangs
atop Jamie's forehead.

“Maybe some day,” she said in a breathy
voice.

“Move,” Jamie said.

Willow smiled smugly again. “Will you...
beat me up if I don't?”

Jamie had never really got the thing
goths had about suicide, death and pain. She had taken some psyche
classes in college, of course, but all she could figure is that
most of them were deeply unhappy and disturbed.

With Willow though, there was something
more. Jamie didn't think the girl provoked her in hopes of feeling
pain. She suspected she was bisexual, or maybe even a lesbian, and
was attracted to her in some weird goth way.

Whenever she was there she seemed to find
some excuse to get near her and talk to her, and Jamie sensed the
same sort of thing some of the lesbians at work gave off. Given she
was supposed to be Colin's girlfriend that was very weird.

“If you want to go by, you have to pay me...
a kiss.”

“I don't think so.”

“You don't want to kiss me?” Willow pouted
very obviously, swinging her hips from side to side like a little
girl.

“Not especially, no.”

“How very... unfriendly of you,” she
said.

She let her long fingernails press against
Jamie's cheek and Jamie grabbed her wrist in a lightning fast move
and jerked it up and back, forcing the girl to cry out in pain and
then collapse down onto her knees at the foot of the stairs.

But rather than upsetting her the girl let
her body go limp, almost leaning against Jamie in a very...
submissive way.

Jamie quickly released her wrist and walked
up the stairs past her, getting there just as the door opened and
Colin came out with a couple of cokes.

“Hey,” he said.

“Hey,” she replied, passing through.

That was one very strange girl, she thought.
She was going to have to talk to Colin about her.
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“I love your ass.”

Jamie turned and gave Taylor a flat stare,
seeing him propped against the side of a desk, leering at her.

“I bet you could bounce a quarter off those
cheeks,” he said.

She walked casually over to him and stopped
with her breasts an inch from his chest, which forced him to look
up at her.

“Are you and I going to have a problem?” she
asked.

“I got no problems, babe.”

“Am I going to have to start driving around
with my cell phone set to record so I can play back your juvenile
comments for the deputy inspector?”

His leer disappeared, and he gave her a wary
look instead.

“Because I've put up with about enough of
your teenage fantasies as I'm going to. If I hear any more of them
I'm going to see what I can do about fucking up your life. Are we
clear on that?”

“I was just kidding,” he said with a phony
smile.

“I'm not. I will fuck you up, Taylor,” she
growled. “Consider this a warning. I'm not gonna give you another
one.”

He glared up at her. “If you think you scare
me, baby, you're mistaken.”

She jabbed her finger into his chest. “I'm
not your baby, Taylor. But I'll make you cry like one if you keep
getting on my nerves.”

“I'd listen to her, Taylor,” Batista said as
he entered the office and went to his desk. “Redheads are good at
that.”

Jamie backed away and went back to the
printer, taking the documents she'd printed up, stapling them, and
then sitting down to sign them, rather than bending over, as she
usually would have.

A part of her felt at least a bit
hypocritical. She had, after all, taunted Taylor by arching her
back, 'stretching' and bending over in front of him over the past
several weeks, knowing he was hot for her, and actively disliking
him. But she hadn't expected to be assigned with him!

Besides, silently staring at her was one
thing. Making crude comments, as he'd done the last time they rode
together – before he'd been thrown up against a wall by a Hispanic
guy he'd tried to push around and gone on sick leave – was
another.

Nora Richards came in together with Lyle
Jefferson, and Nora went to the back where Lieutenant Foster's
office was and went in.

“Foster must be happy,” she said to
Jefferson.

He raised his eyebrows and kind of rolled
his eyes warningly to the side where Taylor – Foster's nephew –
sat.

“Mueller being off work for weeks is going
to make him very happy,” she said.

“Maybe,” he replied non-commitally.

She smiled. She didn't need to worry about
Taylor blabbing anything to his uncle. She was almost certain the
Lieutenant know who she was related to, and wasn't about to tempt
retribution.

“Hey, gorgeous.” Randy Baker said as he came
in.

“Hey,” she replied.

“How about I ditch my partner and you come
with me now that Mueller is out of the picture?” he asked.

“Fine by me,” Jefferson said. Then he
glanced at Taylor. “Wait a minute. I take that back.”

“I could never keep up with a powerful
figure of a man like you, Randy,” she said.

He snorted. He was five feet seven, exactly
a foot shorter than Mueller.

“He can perch on your shoulder,” Jefferson
said.

“You saying I have big shoulders?” she
demanded in mock outrage.

“Big... shoulders? Uhm, no. Not big
shoulders.”

Richards returned and sat down with a sigh.
She was senior with Mueller off, but she wasn't a supervisor, so
Foster would be making assignments for them.

“Jefferson and Baker, Hells Kitchen. McCloud
and Taylor, Northeast, and me and Batista are going to Times
Square. The Lieutenant thinks we're better patrolling in cars than
on foot until something statistical presents itself...”

It was clear, Jamie thought, that she was
quoting him directly.

“And don't be shy about answering radio
calls. The Lieutenant wants us earning our money.”

Everyone made a face at that. Jamie thought
they were already missing Mueller. Anti-crime usually didn't answer
radio calls, unless they were particularly interesting. But they
also usually had a clearer assignment than to just drive around a
given area like a district patrol car.

She beat Taylor to the garage, and with the
keys in hand he could only fume as she got in the drivers side of
the Chevy Impala. She'd actually come to enjoy riding around in the
Tahoe, which gave a higher, and thus better view, but Richards had
claimed it now that Mueller was off on leave.

She headed down w54th, got tired of the slow
moving traffic by Sixth Avenue, and turned north, with Taylor
mostly sulking quietly.

“You believe one guy owns that whole fucking
building?” he said as they passed the Solow building.

She shrugged. “Lot of rich guys in this
city,” she said.

“A Jew, of course.”

She turned and raised her eyes. “Lots of
rich guys of every persuasion, like Donald Trump, for example.”

“Least he ain't a Jew.”

“You got a pretty low bar for politicians,
Taylor.”

She turned onto Lexington Avenue from
59th, which put them in almost the exact northeast
corner of the precinct, and headed south. Jamie was offhand
listening to the radio, but it wasn't her job to monitor the stuff
coming across the computer, and it was clear Taylor wasn't
bothering to. That was mostly low priority stuff anyway,
though.

When an armed robbery call came in they both
noticed it, since it was further down Lexington Avenue. She stepped
on the gas, and Taylor flipped on the lights and siren. It was a
Duane Reade drug store ten blocks down, though, and Richards and
Jefferson, along with a local district car had already gotten there
by the time they pulled up.

She bent over the drivers window when they
rolled up.

“Hispanic guy armed with a small knife, over
six feet, and in his twenties with a flat top haircut wearing a
white wife beater,” she said. “Ran east down 47th.”

“East? Not north? Subway is north,” she
said.

“He might double back.”

They couldn't go east on 47th
because it was a one way street headed west. She continued down
Lexington and turned east on 46th, then raced down that
to 3rd Avenue before turning north.

“Gotta be headed for the subway,” Taylor
said.

“There are buses too,” she said.

There was nowhere in this area for a poor
man to live. So anyone pulling off drugstore robberies here had to
be from somewhere else. Almost the entire island of Manhattan was
pretty much off limits to anyone who didn't have money until you
got north of Central Park and into Harlem.

They passed 47th, and she slowed
so they could stare both ways up and down the street, then she
started to accelerate only to step on the gas as something caught
her eye. She craned her neck around to look at a tall guy in a
wife-beater who had just come out of the CVS pharmacy.

“What's that look like?” she said.

She quickly pulled the car to the side since
he had turned up 47th Street and the two hurried after
him, crossing the street and trying to get closer unobtrusively. He
went into a building and they scurried forward to follow, Jamie
unbuttoning her shirt and reaching to the rear of her belt to grip
the butt of hr Glock.

Inside was a small commercial mall, and
ahead was a pharmacy. They saw him heading in and ran forward to
the edge of the doorway to find him going down the aisle towards
the prescription counter in the rear.

She gestured for Taylor to go down one aisle
and she went down the next one over. They found him at the
prescription counter with the knife – which was probably about
three inches – held out before him.

“Metadona!” he said in a loud voice.

The clerk stared at him
uncomprehendingly.

Taylor threw himself out into the aisle with
such force his shoulder knocked half the drugs off the shelf on the
other side.

“Police! Freeze!” he yelled.

The Hispanic guy turned and stared at him,
holding the knife out threateningly.

“Drop the knife!” Taylor yelled.

Jamie hadn't actually pulled her gun yet.
And she didn't like that she was on the other side of him from
Taylor. She pulled her shield out of the neck of her tank top and
dropped it on its lanyard.

“Oye, amigo,” she called.

He swung on her and she held up a hand at
Taylor, hoping he wasn't too stupid that he'd actually shoot with
her standing on the other side of the guy.

“Policia,” she said. “You going to stab me?”
she asked in Spanish.

She wasn't terribly worried. She was a
fourth dan black belt in Jiu-Jitsu. That was a Japanese martial art
which was designed to help fight Samurai. As such it dealt a lot
with how to disarm men armed with pointy things. Besides, she was
taller, faster, and probably outweighed this guy.

He stared at her, then looked down at his
knife as if surprised to see it there.

“You want Methadone?” she asked in
Spanish?”

His eyes looked haunted and sunken, and he
nodded rapidly.

“Metadona!” he said in a moan.

She looked past him at the pharmacist.

“Do you have any methadone?” she asked.

“Well, yes, but it's highly addictive.”

“Give him some.”

She looked at Jamie in surprise, but then
gave a short, quick nod, and went away. She came back with a small
box, opened it and put a couple of pills on the counter. The
Hispanic grabbed them, stuffed them into his mouth and swallowed,
then sighed with relief.

“Muchas gracias,” he said in a barely
audible voice.

He hugged himself, trembling.

“You'll have to give us the knife,” she said
in Spanish.

He looked at her, then at Taylor and sighed,
then put it on the counter.

“Gracias,” she said.

She moved forward slowly, taking the cuffs
off her belt, and he held out his hand, letting her cuff it. She
nodded at him to turn and he did so, his head low, trembling a
little as he put his other hand behind his back and let her cuff
him.

“What's your name, senor?” she asked.

“Santiago,” he said quietly. “Santiago
Florez.”

Taylor hesitated, then finally put his gun
back in its holster.

“You feel better yet, Santiago?”

“No, but I will soon, I know.”

“Are you a heroin addict?”

He glared at her angrily. “No! I never touch
that shit! Pardon.”

“Come with us,” she said, taking his
arm.

He nodded and came along, while Taylor
brought up the rear.

“I'm a roofer,” he said.

She turned in surprise. “Yeah?”

“I hurt my back. The doctor, he prescribes
this Methadone stuff and I take it. Then the insurance it won't pay
no more. And I start feeling... sick and... and … like I need it so
bad!”

“Your doctor prescribed Methadone for
chronic pain?!”

He nodded slowly as they walked through the
little mall.

“It's only supposed to be for severe pain
for people who are going to... well, people who are terminal. It's
super addictive. It's used in small amounts to help people kick
heroin addiction.”

“He tells me to take these. I take paper to
pharmacy and he gives me these and I take them,” he said.

“I think your doctor is an idiot,” she
said.

“Did you rob the CVS on the corner?” Taylor
demanded as they came out of the building and saw a blue and white
parked in front of it.

“I ask for Metadona but they no give me
any,” he said in halting English.

“I don't think they speak a lot of Spanish
in this part of town,” Jamie said.

They stopped at the CVS and brought him
inside to find the uniforms interviewing the pharmacy clerk there.
Her eyes widened and she pointed at Florez as they led him up.

“This is the guy?” one of the uniforms –
Dalton asked her.

The woman nodded anxiously.

“We caught him at another pharmacy up the
road,” Jamie said. “He tried the Duane Reade on Lexington before
this place.”

“Busy boy,” Dalton said.

Florez hung his head.

“He says his doctor prescribed him Methadone
for chronic back pain, and then he couldn't get any more.”

Dalton stared at her, then at Florez, then
shook his head.

“Did he ask for money?”

“Nope. She wasn't sure what he wanted.”

She pulled Florez away and then put him in
the back of the car, before taking him to the precinct.

“You have a criminal record, Senior Florez?”
she asked in Spanish.

“No, Senorita,” he replied.

“I didn't know you spoke that Spanish
stuff,” Taylor said.

She shrugged.

They brought him back to the station and
booked him, then she called up a guy she knew in narcotics.

“Hey, Jessie,” she said.

“Hey, beautiful! How's Manhattan treating
you? Saw you on the news a while back.”

“Yeah. Bright lights in the big city,” she
said. “Let me ask you about treatment for addiction. Specifically,
a guy who got addicted to Methadone.”

“Methadone addiction? They're only supposed
to take a little to get off Heroin.”

“No, no, he never took Heroin. He had a bad
back and his idiot doctor prescribed him Methadone.”

“Why the fuck would he do that?”

“How do I know? Point is he just tried to
rob three pharmacies to get more Methadone because his insurance
stopped paying.”

“That shit is like the most addictive thing
in the world, you know,” Jessie said.

“Yeah, so I've heard. Do we have a treatment
program for Methadone addiction?”

“Sure. If you can get into it. Mostly it's
more methadone, but less and less over time. It's a hard addiction
to kick.”

“We got a guy here with no criminal record
at all until this addiction drove him to try and get some from
several pharmacies.”

“Most pharmacies aren't allowed to stock
it,” he said.

“So wouldn't that make him a pretty good
candidate?”

“Yeah, that's the whole idea, to stop
addicts from becoming life-long criminals. I can call a guy I know
if you like.”

“I would, Jessie. This seems to me like an
ordinary working guy who got screwed by his idiot doctor.”

“Okay, shoot me his arrest form and I'll see
what I can do.”

She hung up and Taylor, who had been
listening, gave her a snarky look.

“What are you, a social worker now?”

She gave him a flat eyed glare again, then
ignored him.

About half an hour later Foster called her
into his office, looking at the reports she'd submitted, and, she
supposed, that Taylor had.

“Officer McCloud,” he said, sitting back to
look at her.

He held his hands up and steepled his
fingers.

She looked back blandly.

“According to these reports, officer, you
approached an armed suspect, a suspect armed with a knife, without
drawing your firearm.”

She blinked in surprise.

“I suppose,” she said. “Sir.”

He frowned. “Departmental guidelines are
very clear on drawing firearms whenever a suspect is armed, Officer
McCloud.”

“I came out of the aisle into the other
aisle after officer Taylor had already pointed a firearm at him and
ordered him to drop his weapon,” she said. “I was confident Officer
Taylor could have killed him, given the range, and hoped to talk
him into surrendering without violence. Which is what
happened.”

“And how close to you was the armed
suspect?”

“Maybe ten or twelve feet.”

“And according to policy how close are you
supposed to allow a suspect to approach you when the suspect is
armed with a knife?”

“The suspect didn't approach me, sir.”

“Nevertheless, you found yourself well
within range. If he had chosen to jump at you you'd be dead,
Officer McCloud.”

She raised her eyebrows.

“He was a skinny, shaky guy with no training
and a three inch knife, lieutenant. If he'd jumped me he'd have
wound up flat on the floor with a sore back and a dislocated
shoulder.”

“The department's policy is clear, and does
not consider your... external training to be relevant, officer. If
you are feeling gun shy due to recent events, I can perfectly
understand that. Perhaps you might reconsider my offer to place you
on temporary duty with public affairs – .”

“I'm not gun shy. I just didn't think I
needed a gun at that moment, Lieutenant.”

“The department makes it clear when you need
a gun in your hand, officer. If you feel unable to comply then
there are a number of other positions you can be transferred
to.”

“I'm sure I'll have no trouble complying,
Lieutenant,” she said.

You pompous asshole, she didn't add
aloud.

She went back to her desk, considering how
she was going to get back at Taylor. Obviously he had been careful
to write the exact distances in his report, and probably had talked
about it with his uncle. Maybe she actually would see if she could
do something with the record function of her cell phone.
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Danny picked her up in a black Cadillac
sedan not a lot different from the one her father drove.

“Well, this is a change,” she said, climbing
in.

She looked around and stretched out.
“Certainly is roomy.”

The center console was the size of a coffee
table.

“I'm playing a wealthy businessman who deals
in military grade armaments on the side,” he said.

“How's that going?”

“Slow. Nobody trusts anybody in this
business.”

“Gee, I wonder why. Usually such nice folks
involved.”

“Folks? Is that how Brooklyn girls talk
now?”

She shrugged.

“Maybe Trump is affecting your speech
patterns,” he said with a grin.

”Bite your tongue.”

“That's your job, baby.”

She rolled her eyes. “Don't call me baby.
That idiot Taylor calls me baby.”

“Really? Does he want to spank you for being
a naughty girl too?”

“I'm pretty sure that's high on his list, as
a matter of fact,” she said dryly.

“Well, that doesn't sound idiotic. That's
sounds perfectly sensible of him.”

“You only say that because you're a
pervert.”

“I'm not just a pervert. I am an
amazing pervert.”

She smiled. “Okay, you're way beyond just
being an ordinary pervert.”

“Damn right. That's why I need a sex
slave.”

“All men would like that.”

“But I have one.”

“Anyone I know?”

“You know her very, very well, in fact.
You've probably seen her videos.”

She flushed slightly.

“I am not your sex slave,” she said
firmly.

“You will be.”

“Won't.”

He chuckled throatily, which was an evil
sound which made her chest tighten and her nipples tingle.

“I can take you,” he said.

“Only if I let you, tough guy.”

He smirked. “I can take you because you
can't resist my manly charm.”

“Ha! Charm? You?!”

“If you continue to be rude to your master,
slave girl, he's going to have to punish you,” he said mildly.

Jamie felt a jolt of excitement at that. Oh,
it was mixed with anxiety, as well, with a sense of trepidation,
because she was never at all sure what he would do – only that it
would hurt. But his spankings always wound up giving her orgasms
anyway. He wouldn't have it any other way.

“As for manly, I think you should wear a
dress,” she said. “Something frilly and lacy, maybe with a bonnet.
That would show how manly you really are.”

“You're pushing it, aren't you? I should gag
you.”

“Does the truth hurt, girly man!?” she
taunted.

She knew it was crazy to poke the bear, but
at the same time she had a dark sense of fascination with whatever
he might come up with to punish her for it. She'd once found his
domination and submission games silly and perverted. But she'd had
too many shockingly intense orgasms to think that any more.

Now she was addicted to his dark games!

He turned suddenly, and the car angled
downward – to a garage! Jamie felt her pulse rate pick up and a
hard ache in her chest.

“Where are we going, girly man?”

Danny didn't say. He swiped a key card which
let them into the garage. He seemed to have a number of those for
midtown Manhattan garages, probably courtesy of his job. He had
told her few businesses refused to cooperate with federal
agents.

The garage was not empty. It was completely
full. They drove through the cars, and down another level. That was
almost full. The next level down had more empty spaces, and the one
below that, level four, had quite a few empty spaces.

He parked furthest from the elevator and got
out.

“Are we having dinner?' she asked
calmly.

He got around to her side and opened the
door, then reached in and gripped her arm in a powerful hand,
pulling her out.

Jamie made no effort to resist, but nor did
she do anything to cooperate. Her insides were already thrumming
with dark, erotic excitement as he shoved her against the side of
the car, his eyes glittering.

She was wearing jeans and a t-shirt. He
undid her jeans, then tugged the t-shirt up, pulling it up under
her arms, and taking her bra with it to expose her breasts. He
jerked her roughly forward, then and roughly bent her over the hood
of his car, her bare breasts flattening out against the warm
steel.

Gulping in air, she stared ahead of her, at
the other cars in the garage, gasping as she felt her jeans and
panties tugged down. She let out a gasp as his hand thrust in
between her thighs and he cupped her warm sex, then moaned as his
fingers found her clitoris.

“I don't think I need to put up with your
smart mouth, slave girl,” he said.

“You love my smart mouth!” she gasped.

Crack! His hand slapped her bottom
sharply.

“Not when it's talking!”

“I like talking!” she gasped.

Crack! His hand slapped against her
bottom again.

“No one cares what a slave says,” he
growled.

He drew away from her and opened the rear
door to the car to take something out. Just to be obstinate, Jamie
straightened up, her senses hyper-aware to the sound or sight of
anyone else moving in the garage as she tugged her bra and t-shirt
down, and then pulled her jeans up.

Then he was behind her again, gripping her
t-shirt, yanking it roughly up and off, pulling her bra off with
it!

And the door to the elevator hall opened and
a man came out.

Danny bent her roughly over the car again
and she gasped as the warm steel pressed firmly against the naked
flesh of her belly and breasts.

She watched the man, about forty or fifty
yards away, walk to a car. The lights flickered as he unlocked it,
and Danny yanked her jeans down as he got into it. This time he
yanked them out from under her, wanting her completely naked!

A shudder ran through Jamie at that!
Completely naked in a public place! Where anyone could stumble
across them!

The car engine started up and it pulled out
of its parking place as Danny's hand was thrust between her thighs,
cupping her sex, rubbing her there as she moaned and her hips
ground helplessly against him.

The car turned away from them as Danny
stepped back.

Panting, she turned her head and saw him
holding a strap. It wasn't like one she'd seen before. It wasn't a
belt which would fasten around anyone's waist. It wasn't bent. It
was straight, and too wide to fit in belt loops. No, it was folded
together in the middle.

She moaned. She'd seen this one before, felt
it. She cried out as Danny gripped her hair and yanked it, forcing
her head to face forward.

Crack!

She gasped, trying not to make too much
noise in the garage, despite the stinging pain of the blow!

It was really a double sting. The way the
strap worked was that the outside one struck her bottom and the
inside then struck the outside, as if to redouble the force.

Crack!

She gasped as the strap cut across the
underside of her buttocks, moaning as she felt the heat starting to
spread across her skin.

Crack!

“Ngh!” she gasped, gritting her teeth.
“Bully!”

Crack!

“Slave!”

“Bastard!”

Crack!

“Whore!'

Crack!

The blows sent hard, sharp stinging pain
into her buttocks, and left behind a throbbing heat!

The doors that led the elevator opened
again, and a man and woman came out. She gasped as she felt his
big, strong hands jerking her thighs apart. Then she felt his mouth
against her sex, his lips stretched wide, holding her sex in his
mouth as his tongue pushed against her!

She shuddered, drawing her arms in before
her as if to hide behind them. They wouldn't be able to see a lot,
though, even if they looked at her. They wouldn't even be able to
tell she was naked.

Danny's tongue found her clitoris and she
gasped aloud, her legs flinching wider as his fingers penetrated
her and his tongue licked hard and fast!

This time two cars were unlocked, two cars
starting up, first one, then the other, as she felt her hips
grinding back against Danny's fingers and tongue! He had two long,
thick fingers inside her now, and was pumping them in and out as he
sucked at her clitoris, and Jamie couldn't keep her hips still!

The cars turned up the aisle and he
straightened behind her, leaving her gasping.

Crack!

The double strap swung around and up,
cracking into the the underside of her buttocks with biting force,
making her cry out in pain.

“Slut,” he said.

Crack!

“Oh!”

“Sex slave.”

Crack!

“Say it.

Crack!

“Let me hear you.”

Crack!

“Oh! Ungh! God!”

Crack!

“Say it, slut.”

“I'm Danny's sex slave!” she cried.

Crack!

Again.”

“I'm Danny's sex slave!” she moaned.

Crack! Crack!

“And you love cock, don't you, slave
girl.”

Crack! Crack!

“Oh! Ow!”

Crack!

“Don't you!”

“Please!” she moaned, trying to reach back
to her aching, burning buttocks.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Say it, slut.”

“I love cock!” she cried.

The door opened again, and several people
came out.

He dropped low and jerked her thighs apart
again. Jamie shuddered, moaning, her bottom on fire as his tongue
swept up and down across her clitoris.

The three people were all eager to be home,
and went to their cars, thankfully, none near them, started them
up, and began to drive out, as Danny plunged three fingers in and
out of her and sucked on her swollen clitoris!

And the moment the last of them headed up
the ramp he was up behind her again. This time he took the belt
from the loops of his own pants and slipped it around her throat,
then tightened it and jerked upwards.

Jamie gurgled, eyes bulging, as he forced
her head back. She felt his cock against the inside of her thighs,
felt the head pushing against her sex, and then felt it penetrate
her, sliding deep into the hot, tight, moist sheath of her sex.

He gripped her hair, jerking on it.

“Spread your legs, slut!” he barked.

Moaning, she obeyed, and he jerked her
upright by the hair and belt, then released her hair, pulling on
the belt alone.

Jamie made no attempt to grab at the belt.
She left her arms limp at her sides as she felt her aching buttocks
pressing back firmly against the soft material of his suit. His
breath was warm against the side of her neck as he reached around
her hip with his other hand and his fingers found her clitoris.

“Oh!” she gasped, the sound little more than
a gurgle given how tight the belt was looped around her neck.

Her hips jerked, bucking against his fingers
as they stroked her skilfully.

“Tell me you love cock,” he growled into her
ear.

“I love cock!” she gasped in a strangled
voice.

The door opened again, and he pulled out,
using the leash and his hair to force her to her knees and turn her
around. He thrust his cock into her open mouth, driving it deep
into her throat on the first stroke, and Jamie gurgled around it,
gagging slightly, eyes rolling up as he pumped in and out.

She raised her hands, pushing against him
feebly. He slapped her hands down. She raised her hands again,
sliding them up his body, and he cursed and pulled out.

Jamie cried out as he pulled her to her feet
by the hair, shoving her against the side of the car. He drew her
hands back behind her and she felt a sense of almost smug
satisfaction. That had been what she had been missing, after all.
That had been what she was trying to provoke him into doing.

More people were coming out and he shoved
her back down to her knees on the pavement, thrusting into her
mouth as he held her by belt and hair, fucking her throat as car
engines started and cars drove away.

Finally he pulled her up to her feet, spun
her around and roughly bent her over the car again.

“Tell me you love cock.”

“I-I love cock!' she gasped.

Crack! He'd picked up the strap
again.

“What's my name again, slave girl?”

“I l-love cock, Master!” she moaned.

Crack!

“Oh!”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Oh! Ow! That hurts!” she cried.

“Are you sorry for being a bad slave
girl?”

“F-fuck you!” she gasped.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“I'm sorry!' she cried finally, as her
bottom burned like fire.

Crack!

“Is that how you apologize, slave girl?”

“I-I'm sorry for being a bad slave girl,
Master!”

Crack!

“Spread your legs, slut!”

Jamie gasped, jerking her legs apart, her
knees banging into the side of the car.

She felt his slick, hot erection sliding
across her sex, rubbing in and out and up and down. The nose pushed
against her opening, slowly spreading her open, then eased back,
then pushed forward again, then drew back teasingly.

She gasped as he gripped the belt, jerking
up and back on her head and neck, then pushed himself into her in a
long, slow, delicious forward movement that made her cry out in
sheer, wanton pleasure.

He gripped her hair again, jerking it up and
back while his fist pressed down on her neck to force her breasts
back against the hood of the car. His other hand pulled unevenly on
the belt, sometimes tightening it so her eyes bulged, sometimes
loosening it, even as his hips began to move in and out.

Every deep stroke made her cry out, and he
began to tighten the belt in tandem with his strokes, turning her
cries into gasps and breathless gurgles. His hips ground against
her upturned buttocks at every stroke, then pulled back slowly only
to drive in again – just as slowly, driving her crazy!

She tried to roll her hips back at him but
his tight hold on her hair and belt prevented her body from doing
much of anything but submitting to his long, slow, deep
strokes.

Jamie's head began to pound and she felt
that now-familiar sense of being light-headed from repeated lack of
air. That made her mind swim even as a flood of sensual and erotic
pleasure and heat swept through it. A sense of euphoria gripped her
as he drove himself into her again and again, still tightly
controlling her helpless body.

She found her eyes glazing over as she
simply grunted to every stroke, shuddering and rolling her hips as
he increased his pace. And then he abruptly thrust faster and
harder so that his hips were pounding against her, and she cried
out – blocked by the tight pull on the belt, as a powerful orgasm
shattered what was left of her mind.

It was all so dark and nasty and slutty and
incredible and hot! And she sobbed in dazed pleasure, an all
encompassing sensual overload that baked her mind in rapture and
dazed wonder.

*

The annoying thing about him strapping her
so hard was that her bottom was sore the whole ride home. Jamie
wasn't about to admit it, of course, but her constant shifting
around on the seat caught his attention as they drove across the
bridge.

“Sore bottom?” he asked smugly.

She glowered at him.

“I'd kiss it and make it better but it'd be
hard to drive.”

“You're a cruel master,” she muttered.

“Nonsense. I'm a patient and tolerant master
teaching his little slave girl how to behave with respect.”

She snorted again.

“His big slave girl?”

She rolled her eyes up at him.

“Okay, his tall slave girl.”

“Certain people would say you were
exhibiting a sense of misogynistic and controlling anger and taking
it out on someone smaller than him,” she said.

He shrugged. “Liberals.”

Jamie sniffed. Her bottom was overly warm
but on the other hand, her head still sort of echoed with the wild
power of that incredible orgasm. And she still felt a sense of
delighted wonder at the daring, slutty sex.

After all, most women her age went home and
watched TV, and the only excitement they got during the week was
watching The Bachelor. She wasn't about to really complain about
the darker aspects of his kinky domination and submission games
when they gave her such an incredible thrill.

And it wasn't like she hadn't deliberately
provoked him, either, she admitted reluctantly.
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Danny let her off at her place, and she
trotted up the stairs and inside, checking the time. Danny picking
her up saved her the walk to and wait at the subway, as well as the
trip from the subway station in Brooklyn home. Even with his little
delay in the garage she was only slightly late for dinner.

Of course, they were already all gathered at
the table, so she didn't really have time to do anything, like go
upstairs and change clothes. She also felt an odd little sense of
guilt, and checked herself furtively to see if anything could be
showing.

She'd brushed her hair in the car, and
checked to make sure there was no red mark around her neck (Danny
hadn't pulled the belt that hard). Her bottom was still sore
but it wasn't like they could tell that.

Then she saw Willow at the table and sighed
mentally. Her mother wasn't about to chase away one of her kids'
girlfriends or boyfriends, however she might feel about them.

She wasn't late enough to have to produce an
excuse, and nobody had seen Danny drop her off so Colin and Dale
didn't make the snotty, suggestive remarks they might otherwise
have offered up. Willow just looked at her. And given her heavy
glimpse of black eyeliner and mascara that looked very dark and
weird.

She did a little cop talk with Dale,
exchanged insults with Colin, answered her mother's usual queries
about Danny without giving her anything that might upset her.

“Ever think about joining one of the federal
agencies?” her father asked.

She made a face. “I don't really like
undercover stuff, like Danny does,” she said.

“I meant something more regular, like the
FBI.”

“Then I'd have to wear a suit and act all
proper and polite and spend most of my time on the phone or
computer in an office,” she said. “Being a cop is way more
fun.”

Dale's mouth was full but he nodded his head
vigorously in agreement.

“I don't suppose it's occurred to you two
that fun is not supposed to be the primary purpose of your career,”
he said.

“Nope,” she said with a grin. “I'm sure
Colin will enjoy working ten and twelve hour days researching cases
for the partners at your office if he ever gets out of college,
though,” she said, smirking at her younger brother.

“I'm sure I'll enjoy making more money than
both of you combined,” Colin replied.

“We'll be millionaires too,” Dale said.
“Soon as these old geezers die and leave us all their money.”

He beamed at their parents, who looked back
dryly.

“Maybe we'll leave all our money to the
SPCA,” her mother said.

“Nah, dad would never let you,” Dale said,
scooping more pie into his mouth.

“Maybe I'll leave all my money to the
Republican party,” her father said.

“Mom would never let you,” Jamie said with a
smile.

*

After dinner, Jamie headed up to her room
and finally kicked off her shoes, yawning and peeling off her
shirt. She pulled the holster from her belt and set it on the
dresser, then unbuttoned her jeans and slid them down before
stepping out of them.

She turned her bottom to the mirror and
twisted her head around, running her hand over her skin. It still
felt kind of sore, but there was no obvious sign of the strapping
Danny had given her an hour earlier.

She sighed and peeled her tank top up and
tossed it across the room towards the open closet, where her
laundry hamper sat, and when she turned around saw her bedroom door
had been opened and Willow was there, looking at her.

“Yes?” she demanded. “Didn't your parents
ever teach you to knock?”

“If I knocked you might not have opened the
door,” Willow said with a smirk.

Then her eyes shifted to the dresser by the
door, and Jamie's gun there.

“Is that the gun you killed people with?”
she asked breathlessly.

“Out!” Jamie said, pointing.

Instead the girl came in and reached for
Jamie's gun. Jamie stepped forward and grabbed her wrist, yanking
the holstered gun away from her. Willow's hands were clutched
around the holster though, even as Jamie's tug dropped her to her
knees.

Cursing, Jamie tugged the gun free, and
Willow fell back on her heels with the empty holster.

“Get out!” Jamie ordered.

Willow smiled and tossed the holster behind
her, then rose on her knees, and surprised Jamie by grabbing at her
wrist which hung at her side – the wrist with the gun. Instead of
trying to tug the gun free she jerked Jamie's hand up and forward
then shocked her by putting her lips around the barrel of the
gun.

“Are you insane!?” Jamie demanded.

She had to be careful, though. The girl had
both hands on her own hand, which clutched the gun. And, of course,
her lips wrapped around the barrel.

And then she started bobbing up and down on
the barrel as if she was performing fellatio!

Jamie was confident enough of her hold on
the gun with one hand, and didn't need the other, so she grabbed
the girl by her long black hair and jerked sharply up and back.

Willow cried out, her hands coming free of
the gun, which Jamie tossed behind her onto her bed as the girl
laughed softly.

“Listen, you little freak,” Jamie said.
“Stay away from my room and stay away from me!”

“I was just kidding,” Willow said, rolling
her eyes up at her and making no effort to pull her hair free.

Jamie released her hair.

“I think you're hot,” Willow said.

“Yeah, you tell my brother that?”

“Sure. But I don't think he gets it.”

“I'm sure I don't either. And by the way,
you remember I have a boyfriend?

“Me too. So what?”

“And I'm not about to mess around with my
brother's girlfriend, even if I liked girls, which I don't!”

“You could shoot me,” Willow said.

“No thanks. Too much paperwork when I shoot
people. You consider maybe seeing a psychiatrist?”

“Psychiatrists are just drug pushers. My
soul belongs to Satan. And that makes me free.”

“Charming,” Jamie sighed. “Go be free
somewhere else.”

Willow rose to her feet, then stuck her
tongue out... a long way. In fact, Jamie couldn't help blinking in
surprise as it slid downward and she licked her own chin.

“I can do amazing things for you, Mistress
of death,” she said. “I can make you feel... fiiiine!”

“I feel fine now. So beat it.”

“You can hurt me, too. I like it when people
hurt me. Your brother is no good at it.”

Jamie grabbed her by the arm and gave her
the bums rush to the door, shoved her stumbling out into the hall
and closed the door behind her, locking it this time. She was
definitely going to have to talk to Colin about the girl.

She couldn't help thinking, though, of how
good it would feel – on a number of levels, to bend her over a car
and strap her bottom until it was glowing red. Someone really
needed to take that girl in hand and do something with her.

And not just what she was sure Colin was
doing with her.

*

The next day she was up early, and out on
the street in her gray sweat shorts and a black tank top with
'Marines' across the chest.

She jogged to Columbus Park and south
through it, coming out onto Court Street, then followed that south,
window shopping along the way. This early there was traffic on the
road, but since the stores were all closed the sidewalks were
largely clear.

Then she jogged by a guy in shorts and a red
T-shirt who was looking in a window. She saw him notice her, and a
slight turn of her head said he was now running after her, or at
least, jogging after her. She wasn't terribly worried, though. His
haircut screamed military or police, and doubted he was set on
mugging her in his shorts and t-shirt.

He didn't try to push her to talk, but
caught up to her by Atlantic, jogging in place at the red light as
he grinned at her.

“Hi,” he said.

“Hey,” she replied.

“Don't tell me the Marines would let you
keep hair that long,” he said.

She smiled. “It's my cousin's shirt,” she
said.

“He must be kind of... skinny,” he said.

“She is a medical corpsman –
corps-person?”

“Oh, cool! My name is Connor. I'm an MP with
the Tenth Mountain division.”

“Yeah? You're a long way from Fort Drum,”
she said as they started across the street.

“I'm upgrading at LIU while I recover from
banging up my leg in Iraq.”

She looked down at his legs as he jogged
alongside her.

“You'd have to look under my shorts,” he
said with a grin.

She blushed slightly. “No thanks,” she
replied as he laughed.

“So what do you do, red?” he asked. “You
mind if I call you that?”

“It's not new,” she said. “My name is Jaime.
I'm a cop.”

His eyes widened. “No kidding!? In New
York?”

“NYPD,” she said.

“Karma!” he exclaimed.

“And I have a boyfriend,” she said.

“Well that sucks.”

“Not for me.”

He laughed, but didn't take it badly. They
continued south until she decided to detour, and he followed
along.

They headed back up Columbia and through the
park, bantering back and forth, with him flirting hopefully. Jamie
thought he was amusing and pretty good looking, with a powerful
body. The lack of a neck was a bit off-putting, but he certainly
had broad shoulders.

And the weird part about her relationship
with Danny was she had a sneaking suspicion that if she mentioned
him to Danny her boyfriend might just take it into his mind to
involve him in his little games.

That had all sorts of delicious
possibilities, because she really would like to see what Connor
looked like without his shirt on. Or even his shorts. And if he was
normally up at Fort Drum Danny probably wouldn't feel very
threatened by it either.

God, she was becoming such a slut!

Of course, that was Danny's fault so she
didn't feel all that embarrassed about it.

They exchanged cell phone numbers and she
headed back home, took a shower and then the subway to work, where
she was again assigned with Taylor. He seemed unusually smug, and
she soon found out it was because he'd gotten the car keys ahead of
time.

She shrugged as if she didn't care. She had
already gotten an app from Danny which she intended to turn on as
soon as they were alone. It activated her phone's microphone
whenever anyone spoke. If Taylor said anything particularly dumb
she would record it. She wasn't sure what she'd do with it but it
would be nice to have available.

He headed north, right away, and slowed down
along 57th Street, eyeing the tourists, the female
tourists anyway.

“Now there's a group that looks suspicious,”
he said, eyeing a group of what looked like high school girls.

“You don't think they're a little young for
you?” she asked dryly.

“You know what they say, babe, if they're
old enough to bleed they're old enough to breed,” he said with a
grin.

“You're kind of disgusting, you know,” she
said.

He shrugged. “I'm just honest, not
politically correct like too many guys who turn into pansies
because they're afraid of offending someone.”

He pointed to one of the girls.

“Look at that little slut with the tight
t-shirt and tight shorts. You think she doesn't dress that way
hoping guys will look at her?”

“Guys her age, not your age.”

Jamie had worn a tight crop top herself
today, with an untucked open shirt over it to hide her gun and
cuffs. She wondered if that could be considered entrapment. Taylor
hadn't said anything when he'd seen it but she knew he'd noticed.
And every time he turned his head to her with a smirk his eyes
flickered downward.

“If a girl wears something tight across the
chest she wants people to see how nice her chest is,” he said.
“That's fact.”

“Uh huh.”

“And if she wears tight pants its because
she's proud of her tight little ass and wants people seeing
it.”

“You know so much about women, Taylor.”

“I'm just realistic.”

“You don't think your interest in jail bait
might be dangerous?”

He snorted. “Ain't no crime in looking,
babe.”

His eyes flickered to her chest again.

“You should maybe keep your eyes on the road
and not on my chest,” she said.

He smirked. “But your chest is nicer to look
at. And I notice you're wearing a tight top, so...”

“I'm wearing what other women wear. You
know, blending in? Street wear? Look like everyone else?”

He turned left and headed north, then turned
west on 59th, alongside Central Park.

“You know how much money people who live
there have?” he growled, staring ahead at the Time Warner
towers.

“Lots?”

“I heard some Mexican paid $50 million for
the penthouse in one of them. Man, if I had that kind of
money!”

Jamie was looking at the sidewalk instead,
and frowned as they passed a couple of guys sitting on the low
stone wall that bordered the park. One of them tweaked a memory,
and she grabbed her file of wanted bills the sergeant had handed
out at roll call and leafed through it.

“Pull over,” she said.

“Why?”

“Because I think I recognized someone.”

He pulled over into an open space – in front
of a bus stop and she leafed through the posters.

“This guy,” she said, tapping one.

It was a tall, skinny looking Black kid
named Jamal Roosevelt wanted for aggravated assault and robbery in
Harlem.

“He looks like the one Sarge said they
wanted for that knockout game robbery of the pregnant woman in the
Two Six. See the big, diagonal scar on the throat? That guy had the
same thing.”

He got out of the car and she jumped out,
too.

“Now be casual!” she said warningly. “We
don't want to chase this kid all over the damn – .”

“Hey you! Police! Freeze!” Taylor shouted,
drawing his piece and pointing it at the two.

The shorter Black guy jumped up and ran. The
taller one rolled up and backwards off the wall and into the park,
then turned and ran.

“You asshole!” she shouted as she took off
after him.

Taylor grabbed for the other guy, then
started chasing him, which Jamie cursed as even stupider since they
didn't know if the guy was even wanted for anything. She jumped the
wall and took off after Roosevelt, racing across the grass, hoping
the short fence onto the pedestrian pathway, dodging around a
couple of kids on bicycles, then hoping the fence on the other
side.

They ran through the grass, crossed Central
Park West, and into the trees and grass on the other side.

She called in that she was in foot pursuit
in Central Park South headed north, but that was it as far as
location could go so she didn't waste her breath after that. They
ran up a hill, then down the other side and across a field.

Roosevelt was well over six feet tall and
very skinny – and very fast. Jamie had a hard time keeping up with
him, at first. But she'd been a track star in high school and
college, and she was betting she had the endurance, physical
training and breathing skills that Roosevelt, being a lazy, scumbag
criminal, probably lacked.

She was also very, very determined. She
hated the arrogance and cowardice of guys who did that fucking
knockout game, where they tried to surprise a completely innocent
person walking by with a blindside haymaker and knock them out with
one punch. Apparently they felt that proved how tough and manly
they were.

And, of course, being of the mentality they
were, when their victim was helpless they'd usually steal whatever
they could before running off, laughing all the way. She heard
about that a lot in Brooklyn, though it didn't happen in her
neighborhood, and it rarely happened in Manhattan, at least, south
of Harlem.

They raced across a baseball field, and his
toe caught on a low fence when he tried to jump it on the other
side, dropping him on his face. He quickly scrambled to his feet
again and took off, past a cafe, and up a hill into some woods.
Jamie had gained about twenty yards on him due to the fall,
though.

She followed him into some bushes, and
almost killed herself when the bushes ended with a five foot fall
onto a curving road. Roosevelt had fallen, but was already picking
himself up and running out between cars as she caught herself right
at the edge, then jumped down.

She dodged around a pedicab as he reached
the other side and jumped, pulling himself up onto the wall, then
clawing his way up the hill into the brush on the other side. She
followed him through some more brush, now no more then ten or
fifteen yards behind, and then out onto a paved pathway alongside a
huge open field.

He leapt the waist high chain link fence and
turned to see her following, eyes fixed on him. He was clearly
sweating and panting for breath now as he headed out across the
field, then he apparently through better of it and turned again,
heading for the woods, jumping back across the curving fence and
into some brush.

Finally he stopped suddenly and swung around
to confront her, his fist back, but Jamie had been expecting it.
She ducked under it and put a fist into his right ribs, then leaped
back and kicked him in the chest, ending him flying back to land
heavily on his back.

He jumped to his feet quickly, and swung a
right fist at her and she ran with it, grabbing his wrist, turning
violently away from him, swinging him around so that he hit the
side of a tree hard and fell limp, gasping for breath.

“You,” she said, breathing heavily herself,
“are under arrest. Roll onto your stomach.”

He just lay there, chest heaving, and she
took a quick look around then kicked him in the balls.

He cried out at that and grabbed his crotch,
then rolled onto his stomach.

She pulled her Glock and jammed it hard into
his spine as she came down on her knees.

“Give me a reason and you'll be in a
wheelchair the rest of your life,” she said. “Put your hands behind
your back. Now!”

She slammed the heel of her hand into the
back of his head to encourage him and he cried out, then put his
hands behind his back. She cuffed one, first, then knelt on his
forearms as she holstered the Glock and pulled his other wrist in
to be cuffed.

She pulled out her radio and called in
again, giving her location as best she could, then dragged him to
his feet – when he could walk, and pulled him back towards the path
that ran alongside the field. Within a minute or two a couple of
bicycle cops from Central Park Precinct rolled up in their black
shorts, golf shirts and goofy little bicycle helmets.

She kept herself from snickering. They did
not return the favor, smirking at her, at first, until she started
getting pissed off.

“Your hair could use a brush, officer,” one
of them finally said.

She rolled her eyes. Her hair had come loose
while running and, of course, had turned into a tangled mess as
she'd forced her way through the brush.

“Hey, did I make fun of your goofy little
helmets?” she demanded.

“You're more mature than us,” one of them
said with a grin.

She rolled her eyes at him as she combed her
fingers through her hair. Both of them were ten years older than
her.

They walked Roosevelt back to a road, where
a patrol car was waiting. He was unsteady on his feet and the side
of his face was kind of a mess from the impact with the tree. So
they decided to take him to hospital to get checked out. Then
another car picked her up and drove her back to 59th
Street where her own car was waiting.

She tried contacting Taylor but he'd
forgotten to take a radio again.

“Fucking idiot,” she muttered.

She shrugged and called dispatch, but they
had no ideas. Then Nora Richards called her on her cell phone. “You
missing a partner?” she asked dryly.

“Not especially,” she replied.

“He got arrested on 57th Street
while chasing a perp.

“He wha – ?”

“It seems he had his gun out and he'd left
his badge in the car. The uniforms didn't recognize him.”

“He left his badge in the car?”

She looked around and spotted it on the
dash.

“He said he didn't like to sit on it because
it made his butt sore so he put it on the dashboard.”

“He maybe think of clipping it to his
belt?”

“I'll mention that to him when we see each
other.”
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She and Danny ate at the Waldorf Astoria,
that evening, and then he let her upstairs. Jamie wasn't surprised.
His parents certainly had money. She wasn't sure how much he had,
but he definitely didn't spend much of it on his Bronx
apartment.

In a small room on the north side she saw
several boxes waiting for her on the bed. She felt her pulse rate
pick up, along with a sense of anticipation. He liked to buy her
things, sometimes, dressing her like his doll. She didn't mind,
especially given how sexy the outfits usually were.

She never would have bought any of them
herself, of course. Even now. But there was something thrilling
about wearing them, even in public (as long as she didn't know
anyone who saw her in them).

The first box was long and large and it
didn't surprise her to find a pair of black leather boots inside,
thigh high stilettos. Another box had a pair of very long leather
gloves, long enough to go well past her elbows, in fact, perhaps
all the way to her shoulders.

And laid out on the bed was a strapless
leather bra, a studded collar, and a very tiny wraparound leather
miniskirt.

“We're going very leathery tonight, are we?”
she asked mildly.

He smiled, but his eyes were hot.

And then he began to undress her. Jamie
hesitated, then let herself be undressed. If it pleased him, why
not? She was already starting to feel the erotic heat of what she
was certain was to come. Danny was never satisfied in simply
pleasuring himself. His ego was bound up in pleasing her more. And
he succeeded.

Or maybe he was just intent on addicting her
to sex the way other people got addicted to drugs.

He stripped her naked and let his hands roam
her body, gliding up and down her torso, over her breasts, then
down between her thighs. His fingers stroked and caressed her
gently, but soon had her breathless with the sexual pressure in her
chest.

He had her sit on the bed and put the boots
on her himself, tying the laces which ran up the sides, then
helping her stand.

She had had very little experience with high
heels prior to Danny, but these weren't the first stiletto heels
he'd bought her, so she'd gotten some practice in. At least she
didn't feel she'd fall down if she moved.

The long black leather gloves did, in fact,
go up to her shoulders. And then he produced a pair of studded
leather restraints, which he slipped around her wrists and buckled
in place. Though he didn't clip them together.

“Bend over, slave.”

She gasped, but put her gloved hands on her
knees and let him slowly insert a butt-plug into her bottom. Anal
sex had made her uncomfortable, both physically and mentally,
before Danny. Now she considered it a sort of darkly thrilling act
which appealed to the growing sense of masochism he was instilling
in her sexual psyche.

He pulled her upright, placed the collar
around her throat and buckled it in place, then took a small box
off the night table. He unscrewed the studs in her nipples and
gently tugged them out, and then replaced them with over-sized
rings before putting on the bra and miniskirt to complete his
little ensemble.

“I look like a hooker,” she said.

“Hookers don't bother dressing up this
well,” he replied.

Which was true enough. At least, not the
ones on the streets.

The bra fit... but was quite small. It
covered less than half her breasts, and squeezed them up and out.
As for the mini, she was quite certain if she bent over at all it
would show her buttocks.

“Well, don't we look the perfect couple,”
she said as he showed her her image in the bathroom mirror.

He, of course, was wearing a very snazzy
charcoal gray suit with a blood red silk tie and matching
handkerchief in the breast pocket.

“I'm sure we will.”

He took her arm and guided her out of the
room, and then, before she understood his intent, over to the door,
which he opened. She was just starting to squeal and draw back when
he pulled her over the door sill, slid in behind her, and closed it
behind them.

“Danny!”

“You're quite decently dressed,” he said in
a calm voice.

“I look like a slut!”

“Don't worry about it. Who's going to see
you?”

“Everyone!”

“We're just going down to the car, not for a
walk around the block,” he said soothingly.

All the while he was leading her away from
the door, his big, strong hand firmly on her arm and Jamie off
balance, both mentally and physically, due to the six inch stiletto
heels.

The boots were so high that even as short as
the skirt was it still showed nothing of her thighs. On the other
hand, the skirt was very low on her hips, so there was a lot of
bare skin between the top and her bra – her small bra.

“Where are we going!?”

“To the car, my precious little slave
girl.”

“I'm not your slave girl!” she snapped.

The elevator opened and he pulled her
inside, then shoved her against the wall and started kissing her.
That made it kind of hard to talk, of course. And she got even more
distracted when his hand pushed up beneath the skirt – and it
didn't have to push up very high – and began to finger her sex.

She knew what he was going to do was going
to be embarrassing, and that produced the usual sense of anxiety
and trepidation. But she also knew that in the end she was going to
be sweltering in heat. Danny wouldn't have it any other way.

The elevator slowed and then pinged as it
stopped on another floor. Danny drew back from her as the doors
opened, and a very fashionably dressed older couple entered the
elevator. They smiled as they eyed him, then saw her and sort of
gaped.

The gray haired woman scowled in
disapproval, her jaw tightening. The balding man just stared, open
mouthed, until the woman jerked on his arm to turn him around.

Jamie blushed at first, then fought not to
giggle. Until they reached the lobby! Then she had to accompany
Danny across it, where everyone stared! She could feel her
face heating as she struggled not to meet anyone's eyes. At the
same time she didn't want to bow her head like a penitent
schoolgirl either!

They stepped through the front door and the
valet turned with a smile, then his eyes widened to see Jamie.
Danny had to snap his fingers to get the man's attention before
handing him the car tag.

“I feel very slutty,” she growled as the man
moved off.

“You are very slutty, my dear slave
girl.”

She grumbled unhappily, but couldn't exactly
disagree. She stood there, ignoring the people who came and went,
all of whom stared at her. After what seemed like an eternity the
valet pulled up with their car and she hurried forward, not waiting
for Danny to open the passenger door for her.

She put her hands against her face once
inside, and glared at Danny when he got in the drivers side.

“That was fucking embarrassing!”

“You look beautiful and sexy. What's to be
embarrassed about?” he asked, pulling away.

“You look beautiful and sexy. Suppose we
parade you through the lobby of the Waldorf in leather briefs and
collar?!”

“I think people would stare.”

“You think!?”

They didn't drive far, and she had no idea
where, except it was north. It wasn't anywhere near far enough to
take them to Harlem, though, as they turned onto 77th
Street and stopped in front of what looked like an old
warehouse.

Danny had taken her to empty warehouses
before to play his kinky games. But given they were on the upper
east side that meant it was a loft building. There were a pair of
valets waiting, which was strange, and they stared at her, which
embarrassed her anew.

Danny handed them the car keys, and one of
them gave him a tag. The other one then drove the Cadillac off
somewhere as Danny led her inside.

There was a small lobby which led to an old
fashioned industrial elevator. He led her inside, and as soon as
the door closed he swung her around, pushed her against the wall,
as he had at the Waldorf, and kissed her fiercely.

Then, before she could react, he drew back,
gripped her hair, tugged sharply so that her head would jerk up and
back – and so her mouth would open in a cry of pain, and shoved the
ball gag against her open mouth.

She did not resist him, startled, but
knowing what it was, and he slipped it through her mouth, then
turned her around, drew her arms behind her back, and linked the
wrist restraints together there.

Her heartbeat was definitely picking up now
as they began to ride up, and he buckled the ball gag together
behind her neck.

Then he undid the bra, and the skirt, and
pulled them off!

He chuckled at her squeal, and as she turned
around produced a slender chain from his suit pocket. It was about
three feet long, had a leather handle, and at the end, divided into
two even thinner three inch long chains – which he clipped to her
nipple rings.

All of this was done quickly, and the
elevator, though it didn't have far to go, moved slowly. The doors
opened, and Danny, grinning at her, turned away and pulled on the
leash.

She had little choice but to follow!

She heard voices ahead, many voices, and she
tried to pull back, but of course, couldn't. He stopped, though,
before a large door. Then he took a black silk scarf from his
pocket, doubled it up, doubled it again, and pressed it over her
eyes!

Jamie moaned as she felt it tightening
around her head, as he tied it behind her.

Then she felt the pressure on her nipples
pulling her forward! The door was opened and the hubbub of
conversation grew much greater. She could hear soft music playing
in the background, but there was also the voices of what sounded
like dozens of people!

Her heart pounded and her face flamed as she
was led among them, a sense of shocked embarrassment gripping her
mind as she imagined many, many people turning to stare at her!
Danny had pretended to do something like this before, using a
recording, but she knew somehow that this was real!

Much of the conversation halted as she
shuffled forward, bent over a little as her nipples pulled her on.
Then the pull on her nipples halted, and it felt like he was
removing the chains. She felt his hand – or someone's hand, on her
thighs, spreading them a little apart as something pressed against
her sex.

It felt thick and round and slick. It
pressed insistently against her opening as her pulsed raced. She
felt the pressure growing into a dull ache as the lips of her sex
were crushed against it and then ever so slowly forced in and
back.

She moaned aloud as she was spread achingly
wide, and hands gripped her by hair and collar and arm and thighs
as they spread her legs wider and she felt – whatever it was –
pushing up deep inside her!

Then she felt something very solid, like
metal shackles, clamped down on her ankles around the boots. They
were immovable, as if attached to a bar, as opposed to chains or
straps. Meanwhile, whatever was below her was pushing up deeper and
deeper into her quivering body!

And like the shackles around her ankles, it
too was immovable. It didn't feel as if it were a large dildo in
someone's hand. It felt like it was attached to the floor, like she
was being guided down onto a post of some kind. Except she wasn't
moving and it was, sliding slowly up inside her.

She could make out conversations around her
now, with both male and female voices, except that no one was
speaking English! They weren't speaking Spanish either. It sounded
like Chinese or some other Asian language!

She felt the wrist restraints unclipped,
then strong hands raised her arms up high above her and locked them
together there. A few moments later, hands began to caress her.
Many hands!

She fought to control her breathing, her
head twisting this way and that, as almost every inch of her body
above her knees felt hands stroking and caressing it!

Meanwhile, the thing inside her pushed a
little deeper, then seemed to lock in place, stretching out the
tight, elastic walls of her sex as fingers stroked her clitoris and
rolled and pinched her nipples, squeezed her breasts and buttocks,
and glided up and down her body. It felt like a dozen people were
touching her!

They withdrew, and for a long minute she
simply stood there, impaled on whatever post was between her legs,
legs locked in place. Then she felt hands on her breasts, small
hands. She felt lips on her back, and on her breast, and then those
lips moved downward.

She knew many people were looking at her,
yet there was a strange sense of anonymity amid the crackling shock
of public exposure. With her eyes covered – and her mouth distended
by the ball gag, it was very unlikely anyone here would recognize
her even if they saw her again.

And she, of course, couldn't see them.

Then she felt a tongue against her clitoris
as soft hands caressed her thighs and belly. A moment later she
felt a mouth against her bottom, teeth digging in playfully in
small nips and bites. The butt-plug was tugged slowly out of her,
and then, for the first time in her life, she felt a tongue
there!

The tongue circled and stroked against her
crinkled little anal opening as the other one, the one before her,
lapped at her clitoris. Four hands stroked up and down her body,
front and back, while the music and conversation continued in the
background.

This was not, of course, her first
experience at public exposure. Danny had taken her to a strip club
a short while ago, in Atlantic City, and somehow persuaded her to
get on stage to practice the things she had been doing for him for
some time.

It had been terrifying and exhilarating. She
had almost climaxed on stage simply from grinding her throbbing,
overheated sex against the pole.

And now, as the shock began to fade she felt
the simmering heat starting to pulse within her here, and felt the
sense of dark, helpless excitement beginning to overcome her
inhibitions. The tongue dipping and darting, circling and stroking
against her back passage was producing sensations like none she'd
ever experienced!

And, of course, the thick penetration so
deep inside her was its own trigger for her mind's overpowering
sense of sexuality to start filling her with hunger and desire and
need.

A part of her tried to repress that need, to
show no reaction, but the two tongues licking and lapping at her
body, and the whole dark, glittering erotic heat of the situation
Danny had created for her, were combining to set her blood
boiling.

The flush in her face spread down her chest
as heat enveloped her, and the sexual tension began to build within
her body. A sense of throbbing, overpowering passion and thrilled
excitement making her nerve endings crackle and her muscles spasm
and twitch helplessly.

Her hips were trying to move, to buck and
grind against the tongue licking very expertly at her clitoris, but
whatever was impaling her was immovable, holding her largely in
place. Both of those stroking, licking, flickering tongues were
amazingly strong – and long! And Jamie was soon sweltering in a the
grip of a dark hunger and passion!

It built on itself, fed on itself, so that
the growing heat filled her with a passion that grew with shocking
speed. Intoxicated on the sexual fever, she writhed and moaned and
panted for breath as the sexual pressure twined itself more and
more tightly around her body and mind.

And then the orgasm rolled through her, and
by then she didn't care who was watching, didn't care if she was
demonstrating what a whore she was. She cried out into the gag,
back arching, hips trembling and shaking as her head rolled back
again and again.

The orgasm faded, leaving her gasping, her
chin on her chest, her body trembling as only the restraints around
her wrist kept her from falling.

That and the whatever-it-was she was impaled
on.

Then came the vibrator.

She whimpered and moaned as it rolled
cunningly across her clitoris, holding for long seconds, then
withdrawing, circling and stroking, something that felt very soft,
but vibrated powerfully. At the same time, a dildo of some kind was
fed into her bottom, pumping in and out slowly, but pushing deeper
and deeper.

The thing in her pussy began to slide
downward, and she groaned as it eased the deep, aching pressure
inside her. Then it slid free, but only left her momentarily
vacant. Almost at once, fingers pushed into her, small ones. These
were not the fingers of large men like Danny or Terris. These were
women, she knew.

The dildo in her bottom pulled out and
fingers pushed into her there, too. Three of them, she thought,
sliding in and out, pumping up and down, slick with some kind of
lubrication. Other hands kneaded her breasts and plucked at and
rolled her nipples. Then she felt mouths on her breasts, chewing
softly at her swollen flesh, then closing around her nipples to
suck and lick.

She groaned as the fingers in her sex pushed
against her opening, trying to stretch it wider. They eased off and
pushed forward, eased off and pushed forward, twisting and turning,
slick like the ones behind her, as the vibrator rolled across her
clitoris.

She gasped in pain as her opening was
stretched still wider, but then she felt what had to be the
knuckles of a small hand sliding slowly up through. She groaned as
the heel of the hand passed into her body and then there was some
relief as her opening closed a bit – around a slender wrist.

She knew, then, and a shock-wave rolled
through her at the realization. Victoria Bryant had done it to her,
too, and it had been one of the most shocking, appalling and
helplessly exciting events of her sexual life.

She had put her whole hand up inside her,
fisted her.

The girl in back was doing the same thing,
and, she thought dazedly, the girl in back was intending to, as
well!

While a room full of people watched!

Jamie felt herself filling with heat and
dark excitement again, felt the sexual fever growing within her to
push aside all other cares and concerns. She could feel that hand
turning slowly inside her abdomen, and pushing slowly upward.

The one behind was trying to enter her, the
fingers squeezed together, the knuckles grinding and rolling and
twisting and turning as they sought to force her opening wider.
Then it succeeded, and she felt the hand slowly passing up into her
body from the rear!

She had not one hand but two hands inside
her body!

And then a cat clawed at her back and she
cried out at the sharp, unexpected sting!

It wasn't the first time she'd felt such a
sensation, but the blow was heavier than she was used to, or
perhaps the flog being used was heavier. There was no question that
was what had just struck her. And if she'd had any doubt, it struck
her again!

This time she wasn't as shocked, but she
still cried out, back arching, as she flinched away from the sting
of the laces snapping across the center of her back. The flog would
have a dozen or more, perhaps twenty. Each of them was very small,
thin, and light. It would only sting a little when it hit.

But twenty times a little was still more
than noticeable.

Another blow struck her back, as the hands
inside her turned first one direction, then the other, and pushed
deeper. The vibrator ground against her clitoris, and she shuddered
and trembled, crying out at a fourth blow. And then, almost on its
heels, as her back arched from it, she felt a similar blow across
her chest, across her breasts!

It startled her even more, and she cried out
again, swimming in sensation and heat, in confusion and anxiety and
embarrassment and arousal. Another blow struck her back, and right
on its heels, another cut across her breasts as she arched away
from the first!

She could feel the individual fingers of the
hands inside her slowly draw into the palms to form hard fists, and
then push deeper into her body as the vibrator ground over her
clitoris.

And then she felt hands behind her head, and
the blindfold was withdrawn!

She was in a large, high ceilinged room,
which was dimly lit. There was a bright red light trained on her,
though, narrow focused. Beyond it she could see the shadowy shapes
of dozens of people circling her! Watching her!

And kneeling before her was a short, slender
young woman, Asian, she thought, and her hand was buried inside her
up past the wrist! A second Asian girl knelt behind her, both of
them dressed in leather skirts and halters.

From what she could see, everyone around her
was dressed formally, in gowns and suits.

Only she was naked!

And off to one side, in front of her, was a
tall blonde woman, one she recognized even in the dim light. It was
Victoria Bryant! She was leather clad, as well, dressed like the
dominatrix she was. Behind her, a leather clad black man in a black
mask, large, muscular... Terris, she was sure!

The flogs swung in at her from either side
and she cried out as they struck her together! Victoria was aiming
for her breasts directly, letting the thongs of the flog spread out
to slice down across her proud, firm orbs as the flog cut into her
back from behind!

They swung faster, but not in tandem
anymore, so that she was flinching and jerking almost constantly,
crying out almost constantly, the stings stabbing into her almost
constantly, even as the hands inside her began to move up and
down.

It was all incredibly insane! She cried out
again and again, shuddering, the breath sobbing into her lungs as
she gulped in air around the gag, her body crackling with sexual
electricity and a dark, burning heat that embraced the sharp sting
of the flogs like oil to feed its fires.

She came again, even more intensely, the
awareness of all those eyes staring at her even more impossible to
ignore as the two of them sent the flog sweeping out against her
faster and faster, and harder and harder!

And then the blows behind her stopped as the
hand inside her bottom slid slowly down and pulled out. There was a
kind of awed sound from the watchers as the black masked man pulled
out his cock and they saw how long and thick it was.

She groaned as it pushed up into her. It had
no trouble after the girl's hand, and the walls of her back opening
felt almost a sense of comfort as they closed around it. It was
warm and soft and pushed all the way up inside her as the excited
crowd looked on.

She thought she could feel every bulging
vein across the hot, slick surface of his skin as it slid deeper
and deeper into her body, with the head finally reaching that
darkly delicious place at the center where it made her feel an
aching cramp, even as his hips pressed firmly into her
buttocks.

Another orgasm rolled through her, and then
another, and another, her body writhing and pulsing and burning
under the heat of the sexual fever now gripping her mind. Her eyes
became glassy as the heat crushed her consciousness to a tiny
fragment of awareness, and she trembled and shook to the harsh
blows of Terris' hips against her buttocks.

The crowd around her watched excitedly,
whispering and licking their lips eagerly as Terris drove his thick
cock up into her trembling body again and again. Meanwhile, the
girl kneeling in front of her kept moving her fist slowly up and
down, and rotating it from side to side as she licked hard and fast
at her clitoris!

Jamie felt as if she was going to go insane
as a parade of orgasms tore through her, one after another! And in
the midst of it Bryant began to swing the flog again, sending the
thing laces sweeping sideways across her chest as Terris jerked her
head back by the hair and bit into the side of her throat!

 


 





Chapter Seven

 


 


 


 


Her insides still ached the next morning,
and Jamie was once again gripped by the strange sense of unreality,
of living a double life. There was no one she could talk to about
it, either, really, unless it was Danny. But Danny was leading the
life of Riley. There was no contradiction between a strong-willed
man working a paramilitary job that was the height of macho, and
that same guy dominating his girlfriend and treating her like a sex
slave.

She sure as hell couldn't talk to her
friends about it! She'd been very careful not to let any of them
know just how far she'd fallen! Most of them were pretty feminist
in their attitudes, and while a few might be fascinated if she told
them about it most would have one of those 'Eeeew!' attitudes, and
probably suggest she get therapy.

The only person she could think of who might
have some idea of her confusion was Victoria Bryant, though at
least Bryant was on the top end of these sorts of kinky games, not
the bottom. Of course talking to her about it could be
uncomfortable, as well... just in different ways.

Her breasts still felt slightly sore the
next morning! Not sore as in bruised, but just tender, as if she'd
had a bit of a sunburn there. That was especially noticeable
wearing an athletic bra under her tight vest. Both tended to
squeeze her breasts down anyway.

She pulled a Rangers jersey over it. It was
their third jersey, a dark navy blue with red and white lettering,
and it was a woman's jersey, which Danny had bought her – one of
the few things he'd bought her that wasn't revealing or sexy,
though of course, when she wore it with nothing else...

It had number 28 on the back, and the name
Orr. Non-New Yorkers associated that name with Bobbie Orr, the
Boston Bruins great, but in this case it was Colton Orr, one of the
Rangers' all-time best enforcers.

Jamie herself had been known to throw a few
body checks, sometimes just as someone was headed past a tree or
lamppost.

She headed for the Clark Street subway
station, a quick walk from home. Clark Street was a small and
unlovely station. The above ground lobby had a juice bar and flower
seller, as well as a Brooklyn Bread.

The lobby was small in front of the ticket
desk, and very crowded since most of the floor was occupied by a
writhing, squealing, skinny guy with long hair that two cops were
trying to cuff. There was a time, not so very long ago when Jamie
would have jumped right in. Today she restrained herself.

Not her precinct, not her problem, and it
wasn't like the two uniforms were likely to get hurt. They were
reasonably healthy, and the skinny twerp they were trying to cuff
was simply, well, crazy and squirming around a lot, maybe, but not
any apparent danger to them. Besides, they'd probably already
called for assistance.

Instead she went to the little Brooklyn
Bread counter and ordered a bagel. The people at the counter
weren't bothered by the wrestling match on the floor, and while
their customers looked on curiously, they were still ordering.

Other travelers were simply trying to edge
past on either side of where the three wriggled around on the
floor, looking on curiously and cursing the ones blocking their
paths to get a better view.

Jamie got her bagel, with the cops still
trying to get the guy to roll over so they could cuff him. She
looked on disapproving, taking a bite from the bagel. The two
outweighed their suspect three to one and he was still twisting and
wriggling on his side. The one cop should have grabbed his ankles,
pinned them, and flipped him, she thought.

The other wasn't accomplishing a hell of a
lot either. She wondered if they were that badly trained or just
afraid of all the people with cameras watching and recording them.
One of the cops slipped on the tiled floor, and that let the guy
get to his knees as the second one got him in a headlock.

She tried to edge by, and then in irritation
kick the guy in the nuts as she passed. He squealed in pain, and
she slipped past with several people gaping at her with wide
eyes.

When she glanced behind her she saw he was
flat on the floor again, this time on his belly. Now all they had
to do was pull his arms out to either side, and his hands away from
his crotch. Since she figured he was a little distracted she
doubted they'd have much trouble.

“Clowns,” she muttered as she headed
downstairs.

She finished the bagel by the time the train
arrived, got on, found a seat, and took out her phone to do some
Facebooking during the ride across the river and then north through
Manhattan. She got off at the 57th Street station, then
had another brisk few block walk to the precinct house where she
learned Taylor was suspended a day for forgetting his ID in the
car.

She could only shake her head at that
leniency. A cop without an uncle working right above him could have
faced a lot worse.

She was not surprised to find herself
assigned to foot patrol in the Times Square district, nor bothered
by it. She, Batista and Richards would wander around separately,
looking for people who might be inclined to bother the tourists
without making a heavy police presence obvious.

She watched one guy in a bright orange golf
shirt who seemed to be actively scanning those going by, and who
then approached family groupings several times, flashing something
and clearly making a pitch. She wasn't sure what that was, but
doubted it was legal, so when the middle aged man and his plump
wife followed him around the corner with half a dozen kids in tow
she went after them.

She came around the corner to see the middle
aged man with his wallet out as the other guy, a tanned, clean-cut
looking white guy six inches shorter than her, held out some
tickets.

“... don't want you to know about the huge
discounts that are available, see, so they can make more money off
...”

She snatched the tickets from him and he
stopped in surprise as she examined them.

“Hey, what the fuck, honey!?” he
demanded.

She pulled the badge on its lanyard out of
her collar and let it drop and then grabbed him by the collar when
he started to move away, pushing him back against the wall.

“These are crappy looking tickets for the
Gershwin,” she said. “Funny how the ink ran here. Looks like a
really bad print job.”

“Hey, that's uh, they're trying to save
money maybe,” she said anxiously.

“Or you printed them up yourself, maybe?
Fifty dollars? For the Gershwin? Who are you kidding?!”

“It's a special... discount for the
matinee!” he exclaimed.

She turned and looked at the pale faced
tourists, who had put his wallet away.

“I went to see the same play at the Gershwin
ten years ago with my class at school,” she said. “The tickets were
a hundred bucks even then. They're twice that now. Easy. This guy
was trying to sell you phony tickets.”

She spun the guy around and pushed him
against the wall, and though he grumbled he didn't resist as she
checked his pockets, took a bunch more tickets from him, tied up in
an elastic band with what said they were MTA transit passes (which
didn't look like the real one she had), a switchblade, and a wad of
cash.

The female tourist took pictures while the
kids looked on in apparent fascination. Batista showed up as she
was cuffing the guy and gave him a more thorough pat-down. They
took him to the little police kiosk in the square and processed him
for transport before going back to patrol.

She wandered up Seventh Avenue, strolling
among the crowds on the sidewalk. A door opened as she passed,
bringing a whiff of cool air, the scent of hamburger and french
fries, and angry voices. McDonalds again, she thought, turning and
opening the door again.

“Nora. McDonalds trouble,” she said into the
radio.

“On the way,” she heard.

The only problem with McDonalds was it was a
fairly downscale restaurant in a busy tourist area which attracted
both happy middle class families and, well, downscale sorts of
people. At the moment there was a some yelling going on against one
wall, where there was a crowd.

As she made her way closer she saw one guy
in a white wife-beater shirt throw a punch, then pull back. She
hesitated, wondering if she should wait for Richards and Batista,
for they probably weren't far.

Then the young East-Indian guy in the
wife-beater, who had what she regarded as a really ugly flattop
haircut, kind of jumped up on a chair to get around someone and
threw two really hard punches down at the same guy he'd already
punched.

She pulled the badge out and pushed forward
and met him as he was hurrying away.

“Going somewhere?” she demanded.

He stared at her and she grabbed his arm,
turned and hustled him away from the crowd and over to the corner
wall.

“Hands against the wall.”

“I didn't do anything!” he exclaimed
angrily.

“You think I'm blind?”

“He called my mother a whore!”

She made him turn and face the wall, and
pushed him so he had to put his hands against it.

“Does he even know your mother?”

She jerked his loose shirt up to check his
waistband as the door opened and Richards and Batista hurried
inside. Batista pushed him forward against the wall again as the
guy tried to turn around and kicked his legs apart as Richards did
a quick huddle with her to get the story.

“Don't know much except he was taking
punches at a guy in the corner there,” she replied.

The blonde woman went over there to check
things out, and a couple of uniforms arrived right afterward. They
took flattop away for transport, and the guy he'd punched, who was
a surly, unpleasant looking white guy, refused treatment.

*

People watching was always one of her
favorite hobbies, and there were a lot of people in the
Times Square district on a sunny day. She was on 46th
and Seventh, in the heart of the square, when she got a phone
call.

She moved into the shade and pulled the
phone out from its holster, looking at it curiously. People who
knew her knew not to call her cell. In fact, the only ones she gave
the number to were family and Danny, and she didn't recognize the
number. She gave a mental shrug and answered it.

“Hello,” she said.

“Officer?!”

She blinked in surprise at the accented
English.

“This is officer McCloud,” she said slowly.
“Who am I speaking to?”

“I am Fai Wang!” the excitable man replied.
“People come to kill me!”

She remembered, now, the odd little Chinese
man at the Barclay Intercontinental who had accused a couple of
guys working for the Chinese consulate of harassing him.

“Where are you, Mr. Wang?” she asked.

“I am at my hotel room! Room one seven one
seven!”

“That's in the Barclay Intercontinental?

“Yes! You must hurry!”

Jamie doubted that but began to walk that
way. The Barclay was on 49th Street only blocks
away.

“Can you tell me what's going on?” she
asked, speaking loudly due to the traffic.

“A man from China is out in hall demanding I
open door!”

So don't open it, she thought.

“Have you called hotel security, Mr.
Wang?”

Then he hung up. She muttered to herself and
put the phone back as she trotted across Eighth and then up to
47th Street. Head swiveling as she moved she spotted a
blue and white coming up Seventh avenue and waved it down,
whistling shrilly.

They pulled over, and she hopped into the
back seat.

“Need to get to the Barclay on
49th and Park,” she said.

“You got legs for a reason, McCloud,” Steve
Mullins said, but he pulled away from the curb anyway.

“Long legs,” Jeff Cooper said as he turned
to grin at her.

“You wouldn't want me to get all hot and
sweaty, now would you?” she asked drolly.

“Don't bother me none,” Mullins said.

“In fact, you guys can come in with me. I
got a call from some guy says the Chinese government is trying to
kill him.”

“A crazy guy?”

“Some little guy I got a call to last week
who was being harassed by two guys who turned out to actually be
from the Chinese consulate.”

“No shit?” Cooper said.

“Screwing around with diplomats can be a
pain in the ass, McCloud,” Mullins said.

“Yeah, but it can be fun to be nasty to some
arrogant, nose-in-the-air diplomat too.”

“Not me. I don't need to get docked pay,”
Cooper snorted.

“You just stand behind me and look big and
menacing. I'll be nasty if I think I can get away with it.”

“That sounds like a plan,” Mullins said. “I
hear you're good at that.”

“You have no idea,” she assured him.

They pulled up in front of the Barclay and
got out, but despite what they'd said, Mullins and Cooper walked
fast to get in front of her as they pushed into the lobby. They
crossed to the elevators but she stopped as she saw three Asian men
walking through the lobby on the other side.

“Hang on,” she said.

She veered that way and they quickly turned
to follow her.

“Separate the little guy from the two mugs
behind him,” she said just before they reached the three.

“Mister Wang,” she said, drawing the
attention of all three.

One of the Chinese with him was the large,
puffy faced guy she'd met her last visit. The other was bigger and
even more fat in the face. They both assumed blank expressions as
she and the uniforms approached.

“What's going on here?” she demanded.

Wang looked at her nervously.

“Ahm, nothing officer. I am so sorry. I make
mistake!”

She looked at Mullins and grabbed his arm,
pulling him forward. Mullins and Cooper stepped in front of the two
other men to block them off as she led Wang off a few paces.

“Are these the men you said are trying to
kill you?” she asked in a low voice.

“No, no! All is well!” he said in a too-loud
voice. “These are my friends!”

“Really? What are their names?”

He stared at her blankly and then his eyes
flicked nervously back behind him, though the two Chinese men were
hidden by the taller uniformed cops.

“M-Mister Jung and Mister Yang!” he
blurted.

“Get their ID, guys,” she called to the
uniforms.

“Let's see some ID,” Mullins demanded.

She pulled Wang further away.

“You have ten seconds to tell me what is
going on,” she growled.

“My mistake! Nothing wrong!” he
exclaimed.

“Do you know it's against the law to file a
false claim with the police?” she demanded.

“But they threaten my family if I do not
cooperate!” he whispered.

“Or they're just bluffing,” she replied. “I
don't suppose you took out that court order I told you to?”

He shook his head, face downcast.

“Hey, McCloud, got something,” Cooper
said.

She moved around to see him holding a stun
gun. It wasn't the kind the NYPD issued, which were gun shaped.
This was a small, civilian model shaped like an electric shaver. It
couldn't fire electrodes, but it was still pretty effective if it
was jammed into someone's ribs.

A few seconds later Mullins produced a
second one.

“These are illegal in New York state,” she
said.

“I have diplomatic immunity!” one of them
exclaimed.

“I have diplomatic immunity!” the other
echoed.

She looked at the passports they'd shown
Mullins and Cooper. “You work for the consulate and don't have any
more immunity than you had last week,” she said, pointing at one of
them.

He looked back at her, stone-faced.

“Cuff him,” she said.

She took out her cell and called in the
second one's name and passport to the city commission that looked
after diplomats, then motioned for Cooper to cuff the other one
too. Then she called for another car to transport her, because she
was determined to have Wang talk to a detective.

She half cajoled him, half dragged him to
the blue and white while Cooper and Mullins put the two other men
into the back of their car, then they all headed back to the
precinct house. They were not exactly greeted with open arms.

Foster looked like she'd just urinated on
the floor of his office, and quickly passed the buck upstairs all
the way to the Deputy Inspector. That was fine with Jamie. She
explained to him why she'd arrested the two and that neither had
diplomatic immunity, only consular immunity.

Captain Ross, the number two at the
precinct, called the commission to double check, then the State
Department to inform them of the arrest.

“Jack, go down and supervise how they're
handled. Make sure it's with kid gloves,” Deputy Inspector Tuttle
said. “Bear in mind that whatever happens to them will likely
happen to a couple of American consular staff in Beijing
tomorrow.”

After he left Tuttle glowered at her.

“Was this arrest necessary, McCloud?”

She shrugged. “They were carrying illegal
weapons, and they've been harassing this man, who complained to us
twice. It would look pretty bad for the job if he wound up dead or
got kidnapped and it turned out we'd done nothing.”

He grunted in agreement.

“It still has the potential to become an
international incident. I like my precinct quiet, so I don't have
to spend any more time on the phone with the commissioner than is
absolutely necessary.”

He waved his hand.

“What about the complainant.”

“I put him with the detectives.”

He made a face and picked up the phone.

“Phil? Can you spare one of your Chinese
guys? Like right now?” there was a pause. “No, it's not a
translation exactly. We have a complainant against some people from
the Chinese consulate.”

He was silent for long seconds. “Thanks
Phil.”

He hung up and looked at her. “The borough
will be sending a guy over who can talk to the complainant in his
own language.”

“Cool,” she said.

He raised his eyebrows.

“Sir,” she said.

“Stay out of the news, McCloud,” he said,
pointing at the door.

“Doing my best, sir.”

 


 





Chapter Eight

 


 


 


 


Willow was at her house again when she got
home, and she vowed that this time, no matter what, she was going
to have to talk to Colin. She didn't care how great the sex was, he
needed to find another girlfriend.

The black haired, black eyed girl stayed for
dinner. Her mother loved guests, though what she thought of
Willow's outfit was fairly obvious, at least to Jamie. Dale just
enjoyed her ample cleavage. Though to Jamie's eye the girl's
breasts were not that big. She was wearing a push-up bra and a top
which really squeezed them together.

She said everything in a breathy, jaded sigh
that soon had even him rolling his eyes, though. Dale was very much
the stud jock, and would have no problem screwing the girl – or any
other girl as long as she was pretty – but he would never have
spent any time with her aside from that.

Of course, he was twenty five, and a little
mature in his outlook to respect the goth thing.

The pipe bomb thing came up from the other
day as Dale asked if there'd been anything new. Plus, of course, it
was on the news. Any attack on the Trumps financial interests would
be.

“You should have let him throw it into the
store,” Willow said.

They all turned to stare at her.

“The chaos of death and blood everywhere
would have been a wonderful thing,” she sighed.

“Are you well?” her mother demanded.

Colin flushed a little.

“She's just uhm, embracing this sort of dark
character thing,” he said apologetically.

“The rich should be consumed as food by the
starving masses,” Willow sighed, closing her long black lashes.
“Satan would be pleased.”

Jamie shook her head. Overly dramatic people
annoyed her.

“I'm done,” she said, pushing back her
chair.

She had enough weirdness at work without
more of it at home.

She went up to her floor and stripped to
take a shower.

Her father and uncles had renovated this
floor when Jamie was at the academy last year. The bathroom was
fourteen feet long and ten feet wide. It had a huge soaker tub next
to a large glassed-in shower on one side. On the other was a long,
granite counter with large raised porcelain sink. It was all done
in shades of gray.

There were three upper cabinets in black
wood. Two were less than ten inches wide, and were at either side
of the counter. The third was twice as wide and in the middle.
Solid glass mirrors filled all the remaining space between them,
with crystal sconces projecting out of the sides of the cabinets,
and pot-lights overhead.

Jamie had been bemused when she'd seen it.
She guessed they had figured that since she was a 'girl' she'd be
spending a lot of time in the bathroom. That just wasn't the case.
She was still very much the tomboy.

She appreciated the effort, though.

What she did not appreciate, was after
washing her hair, standing in place with her head tilted back and
water washing away the shampoo, she stepped back, turned her head
aside, opened her eyes, and saw Willow slouching on the counter
watching her with an artfully amused look on her face.

Jamie felt a surge of anger, some
embarrassment, but way less than she would have felt before Danny
had started showing her off, and impatience. The girl was simply
being rude, even if it was driven by some sort of clumsy effort at
getting to know her for whatever reason.

Still, a lifetime of being teased over her
rust red hair allowed her to show virtually nothing but a flat
stare from her green eyes. She finished rinsing off, turned off the
water, making no effort at hiding her body, turned and slid her
hands up to push her hair back.

Then she deliberately raised her hands and
slid them through her hair, pushing it back along her head, letting
the water squeeze out until her hands were squeezing her hair
together behind her head, then sliding slowly down it to make the
water pour down her back.

And if that pushed her firm, toned body out
at the girl, so what?

Willow licked her lips tauntingly, and let
her eyes move deliberately down Jamie's body as she slouched in
place. She didn't move when Jamie opened the shower door and
stepped out to stand in front of her.

“Is there a reason you're invading my space,
little girl?” Jamie asked coldly.

“There is no space that belongs to you,”
Willow said. “It all belongs to Satan.”

“Spare me your kiddy games,” Jamie said,
losing patience.

Her hand shot out and grabbed her by the
throat. She saw Willow's eyes widen, but the girl made no effort to
resist as Jamie pulled her forward and then off the counter,
keeping the pressure around her throat firm, but not preventing the
girl from breathing.

Entirely.

She did force her head up sharply,
though.

“You will not enter my bathroom, my bedroom,
or my floor for any reason without an invitation. Do you understand
me, little goth girl?” she demanded.

“No one can withstand Satan!” Willow
gasped.

Jamie jerked her up and forward, forcing the
girl onto her toes.

“What. Do. You. Want?” she demanded.

“You... you've killed people!” the girl
gasped. “You've been around death! You've caused death!”

“What do you want?”

“I want to feel death!” Willow gasped, wide
eyed.

Jamie stared at her in confusion.

“I want to feel it around me. I want to feel
it in me! I want to breath it in!”

“Are you on crack?” she demanded, releasing
her.

The girl stumbled back against the counter,
and then her eyes narrowed and she threw herself at Jamie, her arms
going over her shoulders as she kissed her frantically.

Jamie quickly grabbed her arms and forced
her back.

“I want to do it with you!” Willow
exclaimed.

“Forget it!”

The girl dropped to her knees in front of
her and Jamie jumped back. That just let the girl fall forward and
throw her arms around Jamie's legs.

“You're a mistress of death!” she moaned.
“You call to me!”

Jamie had had more than enough of her. She
twisted free, grabbed an arm and twisted it up and around so the
girl cried out in pain. She forced her to her feet then grabbed her
hair and jerked it back sharply.

She was somewhat disturbed the girl didn't
make any effort to fight her, even when she let go of her arm. She
was holding the girl's hair tightly bunched, forcing her up onto
the balls of her feet, with her head back – and that was not unlike
the way Danny sometimes held her.

She had learned not to reach back and grab
his hand, not to try and free herself from his grip. Willow had
either learned that too – from someone – and she was sure it wasn't
from Colin, or was just very naturally submissive. Or heck, maybe
she liked it!

She opened the bathroom door and roughly
marched her out into the hall and over to the head of the stairs.
She had a momentary thought of tossing her down the stairs – they
were carpeted, after all, and she was young and healthy, but then
the girl spread her arms in a sort of martyr pose as if she would
eagerly welcome that.

“You really need counseling,” she said,
releasing her with just a small push.

“Go.”

The girl stumbled on the stairs, but did
grab the railing, if only by instinct, and after turning her head
to give Jamie a reproachful look, went back down the stairs.

“Fucking crazy, loony people,” Jamie
muttered as she went back to the bathroom.

She felt a little shaken, though, as she
closed – and locked – the door. Because she had felt a strange sort
of sense of thrilled power, and it had been sexual in nature. She
had known she could have done anything to the girl, could have
ordered her to strip and kneel and please her. The girl would have
done it.

And until recently Jamie had disdained the
very idea of any interest in other women. Danny, of course, had
seen fit to give her that experience in the hottest, nastiest,
kinkiest sort of way. And that, like many of the experiences he had
filled her sexual life with, had had a fairly profound effect on
her.

She was still not bi – exactly. But
something about the darker aspects of submission and dominance
seemed to make genders less important. That had been the case when
Victoria Bryant had joined Danny in ruthlessly dominating her,
degrading her, and turning her mind into a flaming mass of
putty.

And it was the case now.

Only as she brushed out her hair the weird
dark thoughts inside it were not of being dominated by the girl but
physically dominating her! Jamie had never really considered
domination and submission from the other side before. That was
because dominating a man held no interest in her. Men were supposed
to be tough and macho if they were to be hot. A guy who let her
spank him simply wasn't hot to her.

The submission of a girl, on the other hand,
was intensely arousing to her. Except normally it was her being
submissive. What she was just discovering was that the very idea of
submission and being dominated was extremely exciting to her,
whoever was being dominated.

The thought of Willow naked and tied and
obedient on her knees in front of Jamie was not – unappealing, just
then. Except, of course, that she was her brother's girlfriend!
Well, and that she was crazy!

On the other hand, she clearly wanted to do
something about the former. Colin could do far better, and she
didn't need this death obsessed little nut job hanging around and
influencing him.

Nor did she think the girl was all that
attracted to Colin. Oh, Colin was cute, but he was pretty vanilla,
pretty clean cut. Jamie was now beginning to suspect the girl was
only being his girlfriend to get close to her.

Had Colin talked about Jamie in front of
her, and had that interested her? She hadn't been his girlfriend
for long, certainly not more than a couple of months. So that was
entirely possible.

What she was unsure of was why Colin hadn't
dumped her already. He must see she was crazy. Then again, if she
was willing to do whatever Colin wanted, well, he might be pretty
vanilla but he was also a twenty year old guy, and Willow had a
great body and a very pretty face.

In her experience, guys would overlook a lot
for things like that.

She finished drying her hair, put on her
black pajamas and then headed downstairs. She found her mother, as
usual, in the kitchen.

“Okay, what's with the crazy chick?” she
demanded.

Her mother gave her a look. “Shhh!” she
said. “She's still here!”

Jamie folded her arms beneath her breasts
and returned the look.

“What do you want from me? He's twenty. You
kids often bring home some pretty strange friends. It's not for me
to object.”

“Not that strange! What in Gods name does
Colin see in her?”

Her mother snorted. “A slutty nature?”

“Probably,” Jamie said.

She should have felt guilty over that since,
given her own experiences over the last several months she was, by
almost any standard, a slut herself. But at least she didn't
advertise it!

“She's staying the night,” her mother
said.

Jamie raised her eyebrows.

“He's twenty,” her mother said, shrugging
helplessly.

“Oh boy. Does that mean black mass at
midnight?”

“Fortunately, I will be asleep by then, and
so should you be. You have work tomorrow.”

“She better not wake me up chanting!”

Jamie climbed the stairs to her own
apartment again. As she passed the third floor she saw Willow come
out into the hall.

“Hail, Mistress of Death,” the girl said.
“Black becomes you.”

Colin came out right after her, flushed,
rolled his eyes at Jamie, then grabbed her and pulled her back
inside.

“Jesus,” Jamie muttered.

Jamie closed the door to her bedroom and
locked it, turned on the stereo, and started checking her Facebook
messages, then returning texts and emails. One was a text from
Danny, featuring a picture of herself from the other night, wearing
just the boots and gloves, impaled on the post, her wrists bound
overhead, her eyes blindfolded and her mouth gagged.

She felt a sense of breathlessness at the
sight, a flood of memories of the dark, seething emotions which had
gripped her mind resonating again within her as she stared at
herself. The image was so... erotic! It was almost hard to believe
it was her! She was actually reluctant to delete it, but her
careful nature made her do so anyway.

She talked with her cousin Deidre on the
phone for an hour, watched a show on Netflix, then turned in for
the night. As her mother had pointed out, she had to be at the
precinct the next morning for eight.

Since she didn't have a real apartment, her
door was locked with a fairly simple interior lock. That had never
proved an issue before. In fact, she rarely ever locked it since
her family had the manners not to come barging into her bedroom –
or bathroom – uninvited.

It occurred to her very briefly, the thought
flitting through her mind that maybe she ought to do something like
put a chair under the door knob, but she didn't give it any serious
consideration.

When she woke it was dark in the room, lit
only by the moonlight streaming in through the panes of the large
divided windows. And a figure was learning over above her with its
hands on her wrists. She realized this just as she felt and heard
the handcuffs close and lock, and when she jerked her hands up they
wouldn't move more than a few inches.

Willow stepped back, staring at her
breathlessly, and Jamie realized the girl had pulled the bed sheets
off her and carefully tied her ankles apart on the bed with a pair
of ties she'd probably taken from Colin's closet.

Jamie always slept naked, and she suddenly
felt her chest tightening at the deep, breathless familiarity of
her position.

But it wasn't Danny there, but this stupid
girl!

“Willow!” she growled, pulling at the cuffs
– probably her own cuffs, she realized. “Uncuff me now!”

Instead Willow began to strip, doing it very
quickly, ignoring Jamie's hissed curses and threats until her pale
body shown in the moonlight.

“Let me worship you, mistress of death!” she
sighed.

“My brother is right downstairs, you
idiot!”

“He's asleep. I gave him a sleeping pill,”
the girl said smugly as she climbed into bed.

“Willow, I will kick the living shit out of
you and then arrest you!”

The girl ignored her. Jamie felt her small,
hard breasts sliding along her skin as the girl began to lick her
way up her leg, and Jamie bit her lower lip, helpless to do
anything about it without making enough sound to wake her parents
two floors down.

In addition to that she was beset by a
churning dark heat which she was doing her best to resist. Danny
had trained her body to feel that rush of sensual excitement and
sexual anticipation every time she was tied up, and this was
exactly the worse position for her to resist it!

So her nipples were already very hard, and
she could feel the thrumming in her lower body and the heaviness in
her loins which told her she was starting to get very, very
wet!

The girl's soft, warm flesh slid over her
own, and then her thick dark hair spilled across Jamie's chest as
the girl began to mouth the center of her breasts.

“I am going to kick your ass!” she
hissed.

Willow ignored that and other threats as she
sucked and licked at her breasts, then licked and nibbled her way
down Jamie's body until she was between her thighs. There she
licked very skilfully at her clitoris as her fingers began to push
into her sex!

Her very wet sex!

Jamie felt the rush of heat growing stronger
as she pulled and strained against the cuffs and ties as the girl's
lips closed around her engorged clitoris and began to suck
hungrily. At the same time, the girl was pushing three fingers into
her and pumping them in and out, and a clamor of dark, thrilled
excitement began to fill Jamie's body and mind.

She was still cursing the girl even as her
thrusting fingers and sucking lips sent crackling sexual
electricity through her belly, and she had to consciously stop her
body from arching in pleasure!

A wild hunger spread through her body and
her mind began to burn with a growing sexual fever. And like any
powerful fever it affected her mind as well as her body, to the
point all she could do was gasp and moan as her resistance to the
sexual hunger building within her began to melt away.

She tried to conceal the orgasm, but it was
impossible. Her body had already embraced it, and the sexual fever
drained her of willpower. She twisted and writhed and arched, and
the best she could do was keep her cries low as the girl's
plunging, twisting fingers and eagerly licking tongue drove her
over the edge.

The orgasm left her momentarily drained and
dazed, and Willow quite obviously pleased. But it also damped down
the fever, and when the dark haired girl untied her ankles and
tried to turn her onto her belly for whatever reason, she drew her
legs up, threw them out, and clamped her thighs tightly around the
girl's head and neck, then twisted around on the bed so she was
riding the girl.

Willow gurgled and slapped at her legs, then
tried to pry them open, but couldn't. Jamie squeezed enough to make
the girl's eyes bulge, then eased off.

“The key,” she growled.

“It's... on... the... night... table!”
Willow gasped, face red.

Jamie looked and saw it there, then grabbed
the headboard and pulled her body up, dragging the girl up with
her, legs locked even more firmly around her neck as she pulled her
legs up into her belly.

“Grab them and unlock the cuffs,” she
ordered.

Willow's hand slapped wildly and blindly at
the table, since she couldn't see very well, and Jamie angled her
up a bit by bending her knees to drag her higher on the bed. The
girl reached the table and got the key, and Jamie turned herself
onto her belly, still with the girl's neck clamped between her
thighs, and raised herself up onto her knees, her hands gripping
the headboard.

It took some trial and effort, but the girl
got the key into her hand and Jamie unlocked the cuffs, then
quickly yanked the girl up by the hair, turned her around, and
cuffed her own wrists together behind her back. Something Willow
did nothing at all to resist.

“I'm your servant, Mistress of Death!” she
gasped.

“You're a fucking wack job!” Jamie
snarled.

But a wack job with a very nice, tight body.
And despite the orgasm, the sexual heat within Jamie had far from
faded. It was just diminished enough so her mind wasn't absolutely
drowned in sexual heat and hunger.

She hopped out of bed, grabbed a belt,
doubled it, and as Willow started to rise, grabbed her hair and
jammed her face into her pillow.

“Raise your little ass higher, wack job!”
she demanded.

Of course, Willow obeyed, and then gasped
and flinched as Jamie brought the belt snapping down across her
buttocks – hard!

Jamie flinched herself, from a strange sense
of thrill at feeling the impact. It wasn't quite like anything
she'd ever felt before. She swung it again, just as hard, and again
and again. The girl made no effort to resist. She gasped and cried
out, her voice muffled by the pillow, but knelt obediently.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!
Crack!

Jamie wasn't being soft with the belt,
either. It wasn't very bright in the room, but even under the
moonlight she could still see how dark her buttocks were quickly
becoming as the belt slashed down across them repeatedly.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!
Crack!

It was a very strange but thrilling feeling
for her. To some extent it was like reliving some of the shocking,
wicked things Danny had done to her, only from the other
side!

She cursed and slipped the tongue of the
belt into the buckle, forming a loop, then yanked up and back on
Willow's hair before slipping the loop over it, down around her
neck, and yanking it tight. The girl's eyes bulged as Jamie half
dragged her out of her bed and across the floor, over to the foot
of her bed.

There she yanked her up and back onto her
knees and wrapped the belt tightly around her foot-board. She
checked to see it was tight around her neck, but not tight enough
to stop her from breathing, then glared at the girl.

“You can do anything you want to me,
Mistress!” Willow gasped, wide eyed.

“Wack job,” Jamie growled.

But the sight of her was again like a mirror
on her own past, and it was turning her on. She checked the clock,
threw on a robe, and went downstairs. First she checked – carefully
– on Colin to make sure the little moron hadn't given him too many
of these sleeping pills she'd talked about. He was breathing deeply
and evenly, so she trotted downstairs and into the kitchen.

She felt aroused and anger, a strange
mixture which was swirling and churning around inside her mind. She
got what she wanted and hurried back up the stairs, wondering how
she'd explain herself if one of her family came upon her.

Thankfully, that didn't happen. She got to
her room, went inside and locked the door.

Willow, of course, hadn't moved. She rolled
her eyes towards Jamie in the dark, but the girl was in the full
light of the moon and Jamie was in shadow. She dropped to her knees
in front of the girl and then pulled on the belt, tightening it
around her neck.

“Spread your legs, slut!” she barked.

The girl obeyed, moaning, and Jamie pushed
her right hand underneath, holding a large cucumber she had gotten
from the kitchen and buttered. She found the girl's back passage
and jammed it against her, as Willow's eyes got wide and round.

“You want to feel the heat of darkness. I'll
give you some heat,” Jamie growled.

The girl gurgled and moaned, but did
absolutely nothing to resist. Jamie placed one end of the cucumber
against the floor, and let the weight of the girl's body slowly
force her down onto it.

Willow made odd noises as she was impaled on
the thing, gasping and moaning and whimpering as the thick green
vegetable slowly pushed up through the tight, narrow tube into her
slim belly. But when Jamie reached for her clitoris – her fingers
still a little buttery, and began to rub, the girl's hips started
to buck violently almost immediately.

Her back arched and she began to cry out
repeatedly, so that Jamie had to tighten the belt further around
her neck to keep the sound down. The girl spread her legs wider and
forced herself down further and further, until three quarters of
the nearly foot long cucumber was inside her, and her eyes became
so glassy Jamie loosened the belt.

Then she picked up the other cucumber.

“Nasty little girl,” she growled. “Bad
little girls get punished. Didn't anyone ever tell you that?”

She pushed the cucumber against the girl's
shaven sex, and Willow rolled her eyes down, gasping when she saw
what was there. The black haired girl gave a sob of dark heat and
spread her legs wider again, and Jamie slowly worked the cucumber
up inside her.

When Jamie started to rub her clitoris again
the girl had what seemed like an orgasm which had no ending. She
screamed breathlessly again and again as Jamie tightened the belt,
and let her body ride and buck atop the two cucumbers until she had
virtually the entire length of both of them inside her.

Jamie got her vibrator and used that, and
the girl seemed to go mad. If her contortions and convulsions
weren't so violent she'd have thought she must be faking it. But
there was no doubt in her mind the little weirdo was going out of
her mind with pleasure and heat.

Jamie was frankly jealous.

She unwrapped the belt from her foot-board
and stood up, yanking on both the belt and Willow's long hair,
forcing her to her knees before her and grinding her face against
her own naked sex.

“Let's see you please your mistress, slut!”
she growled.

Jamie was rough and contemptuous, and the
girl just kept licking, sobbing in breathless pleasure as she
licked Jamie to multiple orgasms. Jamie then bent her over the bed,
with her face in the pillow, and used the belt on her ass again,
strapping it until it was burning red and the girl was sobbing in
pain.

But as soon as she thrust her hand between
Willow's trembling thighs and rubbed her clitoris – with the palm
of her hand pressing against the base of the cucumber in her pussy,
the girl began to climax again!

Jamie left her, barely conscious, eyes
glassy, and went to her dresser. She pulled out her gun, ejected
the clip, yanked the slide to empty the chamber, then went back to
the girl. She pulled her off the bed by the hair again and dragged
her up onto her knees before her, then thrust the barrel of the gun
into her mouth.

Willow didn't look frightened, she looked
absolutely fascinated, mesmerized.

“Should I send you to your master now,
slut?” Jamie purred.

The Glock didn't have a long barrel. The
trigger guard was pressed against Willow's mouth, but as Jamie held
her in place the girl began to very clearly suck and lick at the
barrel, rolling her eyes up at Jamie and moaning in excitement.

“This is the gun I kill people with, slut!”
Jamie taunted her.

The girl shuddered and began to rub her
thighs together.

“You are going to tell my brother that you
and he are finished. Got me?”

She pulled the gun out and struck her
lightly on the head with the barrel. “Do you understand me,
slut?”

“Yes, Mistress!” Willow moaned.

The girl's complete and utter submissiveness
was turning Jamie on again, in spite of herself!

She wrapped the black hair around her fist
again and guided the girl's mouth to her sex, then for added
measure put the barrel of the gun against the side of Willow's
head.

“Please your mistress, slut!” she
ordered.

Willow shuddered and obeyed, grinding her
thighs together and climaxing again before her hyper-active tongue
made Jamie come as well.

 


 





Chapter Nine

 


 


 


 


Another day, another demo at Trump Tower.
Jamie was really starting to get annoyed at all these idiotic
liberals. She wasn't all that happy about having a childish
narcissist and conspiracy lover as president either, but wasn't
about to interrupt her life over it.

This was a more aggressive demonstration
than the usual. It had started out like normal, with a milling
crowd of people who were mostly chatting among themselves. That
began to change when a bunch of people showed up who, she quickly
learned, had been watching a Michael Moore retrospective at an
indie theater only a couple of blocks away.

Most of the newcomers were male and in their
early twenties. They were also filled with a righteous and angry
indignation. They quickly made their way to the front of the crowd,
where it became obvious the theater served alcohol.

A number of them began to taunt police and
then throw things at them. At first they were throwing lightweight
objects like empty food boxes and water bottles, but when the
police brought out plastic shields the bottles became less
empty.

A number of them were shoving at the metal
barriers across the road, as well, and quickly knocked the first
barrier over. The police were behind the second barrier, and began
to don helmets and pull out batons as the more aggressive members
of the crowd danced forward to taunt them.

There was one particular guy who was
irritating her. He was a skinny guy wearing a white t-shirt and
ball cap, and would run forward and curse and taunt police, then
dance back and to the side whenever attention was turned his
way.

Then he put his hands up and started
chanting “Hands up!” in a loud voice as he marched towards the
second metal barrier. Of course, he pulled back before reaching it,
only to turn towards the crowd, throwing his arms even higher.

“Hands up! Don't shoot!” he shouted again
and again, getting some of the crowd to imitate him.

He turned around and pranced towards the
barriers again and Lyle Jefferson came up behind him and then ran
at him from behind, his open hands shoving him so hard the guy
stumbled forward and fell against the barrier.

The cops there eagerly dragged him up and
over it as Jefferson climbed over after him.

Jamie hid her smile, but it was
difficult.

Batista and one of the Strategic Response
guys in plainclothes then grabbed a second prancing, dancing fool
and frog marched him up to the barrier before throwing him over.
The uniforms then pulled the barrier aside to give themselves more
room to maneuver and the smarter of the demonstrators faded
away.

Jamie wended her way through the crowd clad
in black sweatshirt and baseball cap, looking for troublemakers as
the police began to send snatch squads out to grab the more
aggressive members of the demonstrators at the front of the pack
and carry them off.

A lot of people backed away after that, but
it only outraged the hard core members of the group. They were
wearing black and had hoodies on and often scarves over their faces
and dark glasses. They were throwing things at the line of riot
equipped cops, some of it heavier stuff, like rocks and pieces of
brick.

Jamie knew the cops weren't about to take
that for very long, and selected a target for when they charged.
Sure enough, they rushed forward. And just as predictably, the
tough guys in black turned and ran back into the retreating crowd,
or tried to. She tripped one of them and jumped on him as the cops
overran them.

She jumped back, letting the cops drag him
away as she backed onto the sidewalk. The cops didn't go far. They
formed a new line a little up from her, then slowly backed off to
their previous positions. The crowd surged forward again, shouting
and jeering, and then the guys in black hoodies began to push
forward once more.

Jamie stayed on the sidewalk, occasionally
pumping her fist in the air and yelling along with whatever chant
was being flung around. Then as they started tossing things at the
police line again she selected another target.

The cops rushed them, they all turned and
ran, and she darted out to trip him up and take him down, then
scurry back to the sidewalk and step into a doorway as the SR cops
grabbed him and dragged him away.

*

Jamie felt uncharacteristically nervous as
she waited in front of the door, her chest a little tight. It
opened and Victoria Bryant stood there, eyebrows raised in
amusement.

“Good afternoon, little slave girl,” she
said.

Jamie flushed, eyes darting up and down the
hall before turning to frown at Bryant.

“I'm just here to talk,” she said
firmly.

“Of course. Do come in.”

The blonde woman stepped back and Jamie
walked into the apartment. It was large and lavishly furnished in a
very modern style. There was a small pond with a waterfall against
the wall on one side, and ahead, floor to ceiling windows looking
south onto the upper bay.

“Can I get you anything?”

Again that raised eyebrow, and Jamie
scowled. She didn't like not being taken seriously in what was, to
her, not a sexual situation. On the other hand, she understood it
given most of her acquaintance with the woman was as a submissive
to her dominant.

What made it even more uncomfortable was
that her previous experiences left her body, and to some extent her
mind, with that sense of sexual anticipation and arousal.

Bryant gestured for her to sit on a flat
black sofa, and took a seat at right angles to her on a chair.

“I wanted to ask you about this domination
and submission stuff. You've been doing it a lot longer than I
have.”

Bryant shrugged but didn't deny it.

“I kind of thought of it as a goofy game of
Danny's at first, which I didn't mind because... well, it was fun
and uhm, exciting.”

“And isn't it?”

“Too much. I'm afraid I'm becoming some kind
of sex addict.”

“Well, as addictions go it's one of the
least unhealthy,” Bryant said with a smile, crossing her legs.

“Physically, but I'm supposed to be a cop
and these sexual submission games are making me feel like I'm some
kind of, I don't know, patsy or – .”

“A weakling?”

“Yes!”

Bryant nodded. “Hardly a surprise. You've
been the butch girl for some time – oh all right, not butch, how
about tomboy? You've insisted on others treating you with respect,
even in a traditionally male role which sometimes requires physical
strength, which requires forcing people to obey you by force. Now
suddenly you're crawling around and licking people's shoes.”

Jamie flushed.

“What you have to remember is that these
games as you call them, are a release for you. No matter how tough
you act you're aren't a man, which, pardon me for generalizing or
even being sexist, means you're somewhat more emotionally
sensitive, despite the aura you have to project.”

She shrugged. “It must be hard projecting
that sturdy, tough, unfeeling attitude all the time.”

“Are you projecting?”

Bryant smiled. “I'm not unfeeling and I
don't project physical strength, just a sort of lofty arrogance
which, admittedly, I come by quite naturally. Or perhaps there's
some nurture vs nature to it. I was born to wealthy parents and
went to an Ivy league school and I have a high level job. Yes, I'm
a snob and arrogant about it.

“You, on the other hand, if I'm correct,
were born into a somewhat more blue collar family.”

“My father is a successful lawyer. My
mother's father was a multi-millionaire.”

“But most of your family are police,
correct?”

Jamie nodded.

“And that is the culture you've attached
yourself to. You could have been a lawyer, but you chose the blue
collar way. So you have to put on this attitude wherever you
go.”

“It's not just attitude. I mean, it's not
fake. I do feel I'm the equal of others and deserve to be respected
as one!”

“And yet somewhere inside you is this very
feminine girl who wishes she could surrender all the emotional
problems of making her own decisions and let others take care of
you. Not only surrender the decisions to someone else but stop
pretending you're an asexual being and not a remarkably attractive
and sexually desirable young woman.”

“I've never denied I'm... attractive.”

“You even hesitate to say it. Let me ask
you, have you ever considered enrolling in a beauty contest?”

Jamie stared at her in disbelief and let out
a bark of laughter. “Are you kidding!?”

Bryant smiled. “No, I knew what the answer
was. But I wanted you to see your own incredulous response. You
thought the very idea you would do something so... girly, was
outrageous. Because you, Jamie McCloud, don't do girly things like
that! You're above preening and doing your hair and posing so that
people look at you and see how pretty you are.”

“I don't care if people think I'm
pretty!”

“Excuse the terminology. You care that they
think you're hot.”

“I don't... care exactly.”

“You know you're hot. You've known it since
you were a young teenager, I'm sure. But you've never been able to
act like it. You've held yourself aloof from the very notion as if
only weakling girls would care. I bet you never wore revealing
dresses before meeting your current beau, and had no low-cut tops
either.”

“That sort of thing seems...”

“Beneath you.”

“Well, in a way.”

“So when you let it all go and let Danny use
you and show your body off like you were a sex kitten you're
feeling this incredible thrill of pride, which is entirely normal.
But you don't feel like you're demeaning yourself – which I get is
confusing, since you are BEING demeaned.”

“Well, yes, and degraded...”

“But that is a role. So it's not really you.
As long as you're in the role of sex slave you can do all those
things you've forbidden yourself, can enjoy being a creature of sex
and desire and cast away your inhibitions and pride.”

“Something like that, I suppose.”

“If you're worried it's going to make you a
weakling in your job I think the odds of that are very slim. I
think you're submissiveness is confined to the sexual. And your
job, and the things you do every day in it will keep it that
way.”

“That would be... good to have confidence
in.”

“Remember that ultimately, in any domination
and submission game, however deep it goes, the submissive is, in
most cases, the one who is actually in charge. You and Danny will
do only what you allow. I'm sure, for example, that you had some
interest in women before he … persuaded you to go down that
path...”

She shrugged. “It wasn't something I hadn't
thought about.”

“But didn't want to be seen as a lesbo,
given your tomboy history?”

She shrugged, then looked out at the
harbor.

“There's this girl I met recently,” she
said.

Bryant's eyes widened with interest.

Jamie told her about Willow and the woman
pursed her lips thoughtfully.

“She sounds like she's convinced herself
she's a true masochist. For all I know, she is. She certainly seems
to exhibit that sort of tragic drama queen attitude some young
girls go through. There might be some self-hate there, too, given
her fixation with death. Has she ever tried to hurt herself? You
know, slashing herself with sharp objects? Suicide?”

“She does have marks on her arms from
cutting herself,” Jamie said. “I don't know about previous suicide
attempts.”

“She sounds like an excellent candidate. She
definitely needs some kind of counseling.”

“Maybe you... ?”

Bryant laughed. “The kind of counseling I
would give her, my dear, would be quite harsh and to the point, and
very, very physical. There's nothing like a good caning to jar
people out of their ridiculous sense of drama.”

“She'd probably like that,” Jamie said.

“Either she'd like it and thrill to it or
she'd be jarred back to reality and realize that being given pain
isn't all she thought it would be. Having not met her, but met
girls like her she would probably revel in it at first. Stick her
in a cage and beat her daily and she'd have multiple orgasms and
wallow in all that wonderful abuse. How long, well, that depends on
how strong her motivation is.”

Jamie nodded. “I don't have a cage. I bet
you do.”

Bryant raised her eyebrows again and
smile.

“So you'd like me to take your little
would-be slave girl off your hands? You don't enjoy being called
mistress?”

Jamie hesitated. “Well... kind of.”

Bryant smiled broadly. “I thought you
would.”

“When I uhm, do things to her I see – .”

“Yourself from the other perspective. Yes.
Well, dear, if you consider the idea of sexual submission to be
exciting, why would it not be exciting to watch it being done, to
watch it being done exactly as you want, to do it the way you think
most exciting? Plus, of course, you're kind of a pushy bitch in
real life, so it would appeal to you in that way.”

“I'm not a pushy bitch,” Jamie
complained.

“I bet a lot of men would disagree.”

“Well...”

She shrugged.

“You like to get your way. Why wouldn't you
like to get your way in bed? This is just a more direct way of
getting your way than having your boyfriend interpret what you want
for you.”

“I did like... being the boss,” Jamie said,
flushing a little. “On the other hand.. maybe I'm just a raging
nymphomaniac now and a sex addict.”

“Perhaps,” Bryant said. “But I put it to you
that there are women who have never had an orgasm during sex who
would be entirely unsympathetic to you complaining about how easily
you become aroused.”

“I suppose.”

“You are a very sexual person, and certain
activities turn you on to the point you are astonishingly
responsive, a delightful sexual partner to swell the ego – and
other things – of any man.”

She stood up.

“Take your clothes off.”

Jamie felt her chest tighten along with a
surge of adrenaline.

“I didn't come to – .”

“It's a test. I don't even have to touch
you.”

Jamie bit her lip and felt her face flush
more deeply. She felt her stomach starting to thrum and her low
body pulse lightly.

“I don't know...”

“Your boyfriend gave us free reign. Should I
call him?”

She bit her lower lip and shook her
head.

“Strip.”

Jamie stood up reluctantly, but the
thrumming sense of anticipation and sexuality was growing within
her as she stood there. She swallowed nervously, then undressed,
blushing a little in front of the woman despite the fact Bryant had
seen her naked on a number of occasions.

Naked, she stood uncomfortably in front of
the woman, grasping one arm with the other hand and shifting from
foot to foot.

“On your knees, and turn and face the sofa.
Put your arms and head and upper chest on the sofa but let your
breasts hang freely.

Gulping, Jamie did.

“Spread your legs.”

She felt a whiplash of heat at the words,
but obeyed them. Bryant studied her a moment, then walked across
the room, over to a side table. She picked something up there and
returned. It was a … candle. It was a short, thick candle, but
possibly just narrow enough to fit inside her with some work and
lubrication, Jamie thought anxiously.

That wasn't the woman's intent. She placed
the candle on the small of Jamie's back and lit it.

“Don't move, slave.”

She moved around her and sat down again,
crossing her legs. She was seated behind her and Jamie flushed at
the view she'd have, her heart thumping in her chest as she knelt
in place.

Since she was on a thick carpet and her head
and shoulders rested on the seat of the sofa she was not physically
uncomfortable. But inside she felt her body pulsing with every beat
of her heart. Her breasts felt warm and heavy, her nipples tingling
as they hung below her.

Her body wasn't used to absolute lack of
movement. Nor was it entirely possible. And even if it was, the
candle atop her back was beginning to produce too much wax to be
held around the wick. It started to slowly trickle down the
sides.

Jamie gasped as the first drop touched her
back, flinching a bit. That caused more of the melted wax to slosh
over the side. And she let out a brief cry of pain as it splashed
down on her back!

“Do not move, you slut!” Bryant's voice
barked out in command mode.

Jamie flushed, feeling some resentment, but
also a wild thrill of heat.

The adrenaline rush accelerated, and her
heart beat faster. Her nipples throbbed as if swollen, but she
couldn't see them. She wished someone would touch them! She felt …
hot and … empty inside. She imagined the lips of her sex were
swollen and parted and that Bryant was looking right into her
overheated sex!

Little drops of wax continued to trickle
down the sides of the candle and onto her back, making her gasp and
flinch, which brought more. Her back felt very, very hot! But each
drop, though it stung, cooled rapidly, making it bearable.

Bryant uncrossed her legs and rose, walking
out of the room, leaving her like that.

Jamie squirmed mentally, but tried very hard
not to squirm physically! Hot wax continued to dribble down the
candle, forming a kind of base around it which stuck the candle to
her body. It was when she flinched that the wax splashed her, and
that hurt!

Bryant returned, carrying a riding crop.

Jamie felt a jolt of emotion hit her made up
of excitement and anxiety.

“Nasty little slut,” Bryant said sternly. “A
girl like you definitely needs to be punished.”

She pulled over an ottoman and sat down, and
then Jamie felt the narrow crop caressing her buttocks.

“What a lovely ass you have, slave girl,”
Bryant said. “It's a remarkably well-shaped posterior. I'm not at
all surprised men love to thrust their penises up inside it.”

Jamie's mind squirmed with both
embarrassment and arousal at the words.

“Do you know what this is, slut?” Bryant
asked.

Jamie gulped, fighting to control her
breathing so she didn't spill more wax.

The long, narrow crop drew back and then cut
down across her buttocks with a stinging blow. She gasped and then
gasped again as she flinched and spilled more wax down her
back!

“I asked you a question, slut!”

“Y-Yes, Mistress!” she cried.

“What is it?”

“It's a riding crop, Mistress!”

“And has your master ever used it on you,
miserable creature that you are?”

“Yes, mistress!”

“Probably very gently. I'm much nastier than
he is.”

She let the flat slapper on the tip rub up
and down against Jamie's mound, pressing firmly, riding back and
forth across her swollen, hyper-sensitive clitoris, then moved
forward, extending the slapper, holding it before her eyes.

“Do you see how wet this has become, slut?
Do you know where that wetness comes from?”

Jamie blushed hotly.

“Do you, slut?”

“Yes, Mistress!” she gulped.

Bryant sat back on the ottoman and lay the
long, thin crop across her buttocks again.

“So the question, slut, is why are you so
wet? I haven't even touched you yet. In fact, the only thing which
has touched you to date is the base of a hot candle.”

Jamie felt herself cringing at the
question.

“Are you aroused, Officer McCloud?” Bryant
purred.

Jamie bit her lower lip and the crop snapped
down across her buttocks.

“Ow! Agh!” she gasped.

First the sharp sting of the crop cutting
across her bottom, then the hot sting of the wax splashing on her
lower back!

“Are you aroused, Officer McCloud?” Bryant
demanded.

“Y-Yes, Mistress!” Jamie moaned.

The flat slapper at the tip of the crop
rubbed against her sex again.

“In fact, you're practically dripping wet.
What a slut you are!”

Crack!

Jamie gasped as the crop cut across her
bottom again, then cried out as the wax splashed on her back.

“Whore!”

Crack!

“Ah! Oh!”

Crack!

“What kind of a strong woman gets so aroused
for so little reason?” Bryant demanded.

Crack!

“Ah! Ungh!”

“I asked you a question, slut.”

“I-I don't know, Mistress!” Jamie cried.

The slapper rubbed up and down along her
mons, then found her clitoris, rubbing her there. Jamie shuddered
and moaned, trying to keep absolutely still as the soft leather
caressed her, even as a swelling rush of sensations rippled up her
body!

“And I haven't even touched you,” Bryant
said with a sneer.

“Y-You are!” Jamie moaned.

“This? This little thing? You were wet
before it touched your clitoris, slut. But if you think this is
doing it – .”

She stopped rubbing against her sex and
instead slapped the thing down in short, fast little blows. The
slapper was exactly as it was termed. It was a flat piece of
leather an inch or so wide and a couple of inches long. It didn't
sting a lot, but it did sting, especially given where Bryant
was hitting her!

Jamie gasped and moaned, and flinched... The
wax spilled down, making her cry out, and Bryant simply sat there
with the tip of the crop slapping up and down against her sex –
which started to feel even hotter and more swollen than it had
before!

Jamie couldn't keep still! Her hips jerked
and flinched again and again as she gulped in air! And then Bryant
shifted her aim and brought the little slapper up against her
clitoris! Each blow stung even more, but the fast little blows were
starting to blend together into a thrum of raw, overpowering
sensation which threatened to overwhelm her mind!

Bryant stopped, drawing back a little and
then delivering several sharp blows of the crop to Jamie's
buttocks.

“Nasty little slut,” she said. “It clearly
doesn't even take actual sexual skill or contact to turn you into a
sopping wet whore wallowing in your own lust.”

She let the slapper slide up and down along
Jamie's sex again, then between her buttocks, where she slapped the
flat tip against her small back opening – repeatedly.

Jamie gasped, her hips flinching and
jerking, the wax spilling down across her lower back as the woman
slapped the thing down harder and faster against her wrinkled back
passage. Then she slid it downward, letting the shaft angle in and
slide between the lips of her sex.

“Why are you so aroused, slut? Why are you
so wet? Hmm? Have I done anything in particular which physically
aroused you? Hmm? I would think quite to the contrary.”

She let the crop slice down across Jamie's
buttocks again, and Jamie cried out, her hips jerking the wax
splashing.

“Whore. It's your mind which has turned your
body on. It's your whore mind, your whore personality, your whore
temperament. Tell me you're a whore,” she ordered.

She slapped the flat tip up against her sex
again repeatedly, slapping harder and harder.

“Say it!”

“I'm a whore!” Jamie cried.

“Again!”

“I'm a whore!”

Bryant sniffed and drew back.

“You are. And I know what a whore like you
wants and needs.”

Jamie moaned and panted, and Bryant rose,
walking out of the room, leaving her there in place, with the
candle flickering softly atop her trembling body.

She returned, and Jamie raised her eyes
through a cloud of red hair, gasping as she saw the thick veined
black cock in her hand. Bryant smirked down at her, holding it in
her hand.

“Just the sort of thing which makes you wet,
little slave girl,” she said in a purring voice. “A big hard
cock!”

She knelt next to Jamie and gathered in her
hair, jerking it roughly up and back as she held the tip of the
dildo before her mouth. Jamie moaned as the head pushed through her
lips, barely able to fit, even as she strained her jaw.

“You love cock. We both know it,” Bryant
said as she pushed the dildo deeper.

“Tell me you're a whore. Say it.”

“I'm a whore!” Jamie moaned, her words, of
course, barely understandable with the big dildo in her mouth.

“Again, whore!”

Jamie gasped as Bryant jerked on her hair,
which jerked on her body, which splashed wax on her back.
Fortunately, by then much of her lower back was already coated in
wax so the pain was minimal.

“I'm a whore!” she moaned.

Bryant pumped the dildo in and out slowly,
pushing it deeper and deeper until it was forced into Jamie's
throat. She gurgled helplessly as it slid slowly deeper, until
Bryant held only the tip between her fingers.

“Cock loving whore,” Bryant said with a
sneer.

She pulled it back and Jamie coughed and
gasped for breath as the woman moved back and behind her, still
holding her hair firmly. Jamie felt the pressure of the thing's
head against the sore, swollen lips of her sex. She whimpered and
moaned, her knees jerking further apart, her buttocks raising
instinctively as Bryant pushed it into her.

It was thick enough to stretch her to
aching, but it slid smoothly forward into her quivering body with
one long, delicious, incredible thrust that made Jamie cry out and
come instantly! Her hips bucked more and more violently, despite
the wax that spilled on her back, as she rode herself back on the
dildo, crying out again and again, sobbing for breath as a massive
orgasm washed over her!

“Whore!” Bryant said.

She jerked Jamie's hair up and back cruelly,
and then began to pump - hard, deep and fast. Jamie's orgasm
redoubled and she trembled and shook, flooding waves of
overpowering sexual pleasure swamping her mind as the head of the
thick black cock pounded into the back wall of her sex!

Again and again, Jamie rode the glorious
waves of pleasure into dazed sexual fever, grunting and gasping
breathlessly, the air sobbing out of her as her body flared and
burned with delicious, wanton ecstasy!
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“So where's your partner again?” Lyle
asked?

“Got his head stuck in a toilet for all I
know,” Jamie grumbled.

Randy Baker laughed as he pulled away from
the curb.

“So you miss Mueller, huh?” he asked.

“Compared to Taylor? Shit yeah. He was a lot
smarter, and I'd rather have him and his silence than Taylor and
his whining.”

“Taylor does seem to be a bit of a drama
queen,” Lyle said.

“And a lech.”

“Well, we all are, babe.”

“Yeah, but most of you are mature enough to
at least try to hide it at work.”

“Yeah, well, just because I think some chick
has a hot body, don't mean I'm gonna drool all over her,” Randy
said, then waggled his eyes at her in the rear view mirror.

“Tell him you have a firm rule about never
sleeping with partners. Maybe he won't want to be your partner no
more,” Lyle said.

“He already knows I have a boyfriend. He
doesn't care. I don't think he understands morals, not having any.
I mean, I am amazingly hot, of course. But have a little
self-control. Geez.”

They both snorted and laughed.

It was cooler today so she was wearing one
of her Rangers jerseys, this one a lighter blue with red and white
lettering, and low rise jeans. They were on their way to pick up a
guy wanted for assault with a deadly weapon, backing up the
detectives from the squad.

It was an ugly, mid-rise brick building on
W50th. It was a routine assignment. When they arrived sergeant
Quinn directed Henderson and Baker to go around to the back alley
and cover the fire escape. He had her go upstairs with him, Nowicki
and Lopez.

“This guy is a weasel and a scumbag,”
Nowicki said. “I've arrested him about five times in the last
fifteen years. He's overdue.”

Nowicki was a short, balding Polish guy in
his forties. Lopez was taller, solid and about ten years younger.
Quinn was a bulky guy with broad shoulders and dark crewcut hair.
He led the way into the building, which had a broken lock on the
front door, then into a steel lined elevator.

Which rattled, lurched and hesitated as she
rolled her eyes at them doubtfully.

“Look at the bright side,” Lopez said to
Nowicki. “If we get trapped in here for hours, we got McCloud with
us.”

Nowicki snorted and Quinn smiled. Jamie
rolled her eyes at him and he laughed, though she wasn't terribly
displeased. She didn't mind guys expressing an appreciation of her
looks, so long as it wasn't crude and nasty.

The doors opened and they filed out and went
up the hall, stopping two to a side in front of door nineteen and
pulling their guns out.. Quinn looked at Nowicki and Lopez who
nodded minutely, then hammered his fist against the door.

“Police. Open the door!” he called in a
loud, authoritative voice.

They heard sounds of movement, including a
window sash banging open, and Nowicki kicked the door in. He rushed
in, gun drawn,

They saw a guy climbing onto the fire
escape, and Nowicki and Lopez ran to him as he scampered out of
sight. Quinn went left to check the kitchen. Jamie went right down
a hall.

A woman came out of the hall carrying a pot
of some kind of yellow liquid, eyes filled with anger, and flung it
at her. The woman was short, though, and Jamie … wasn't. The pot of
whatever it was splashed across her chest and stomach before she
instinctively brought her gun down and basically pistol whipped her
so she staggered back and fell.

Quinn was there in a second, cursing
vilely.

“Get that off! Get your clothes off! That's
hydriotic acid!” he shouted.

Jamie cursed herself, the instruction class
and papers she'd read on meth labs coming back instantly into her
mind, along with the sight of chemicals in the room. She whipped
the jersey up and off, throwing it on the floor. Her vest
underneath was already wet and she undid the straps with Quinn's
help and pulled it off, then, looking down, saw the front of her
jeans were wet, and undid them, yanking them quickly off.

Of course, that left her in her purple, low
rise string bikini panties and matching bra, but while the panties
were cheeky they wouldn't have looked the least out of place at a
beach, even a New York beach.

Quinn quickly yanked her up the hall as
Lopez and Nowicki returned and found the bathroom, then rushed her
into the shower and turned it on.

Jamie gasped as the water poured over her
chest and down her body while Quinn quickly gave orders to Lopez
and Nowicki. She turned off the water after a half a minute or so,
washing only her hands, since they'd touched the front of her damp
jeans.

She didn't think any of the stuff had gotten
on her body since it hadn't had time to soak through the jeans, and
the vest had protected her from what had soaked through her jersey.
She stepped carefully out of the tub in her wet sneakers and
grabbed a small towel to pat herself dry.

Quinn took off his suit jacket and handed it
into her and she slipped it around her shoulders.

“Out of here now!” he ordered. “The Fire
Department is on the way. We got hazardous, explosive chemicals
everywhere.”

“Nobody knew this was a meth lab?!” she
demanded.

“All we knew was he was staying with a guy
here in this apartment.”

They hurried out into the hall and
downstairs, Nowicki hustling the cuffed woman ahead of him. Jamie
kind of folded the suit jacket over as if it were double breasted.
It was long enough to cover her butt, though barely. She was taller
than Quinn.

It occurred to her that one of the benefits
of Danny's little game playing was that she'd lost a lot of her
body shyness. Six months ago she'd have been extremely
uncomfortable in her underwear, with just a suit jacket covering
her, at least, around a bunch of cops. Now she didn't really care.
If they wanted to admire her legs, well, she didn't think having
long legs was embarrassing.

At least Taylor wasn't around to ogle
her.

Nobody else did – openly – but they were
certainly acting differently, like they were trying very hard not
to look or react to her being in her underwear. She couldn't hold
the suit folded up all the time, though, and it sort of gaped in
the middle often enough.

Jamie didn't mind. She didn't wear anything
lacy or overtly girly to work. The bra and panties were made of
sturdy modal cotton and from any kind of distances looked like a
bathing suit. The men were reacting differently than men on the
beach would have, though...

Quinn had her driven back to the station by
a blue and white. Maxine Jefferson was one of the cops in it, and
she grinned at her over her shoulder as they pulled away.

“You mean you had to strip naked and I
missed it?” she said with a grin.

Maxine was openly out of the closet. Jamie
was used to her comments, but eyed her male partner for a second.
He was a slender black guy who didn't seem bothered.

“I wasn't naked. I just stripped to my
underwear,” she said.

“Nice lacy thong?”

“Yeah, I don't think so, Maxine. I don't
wear sexy undies to work. As you know since you're always panting
after me.”

“I'm not panting. I'm just...
appreciative.”

“Appreciative,” her partner said. “Nice
word.”

“Jackson would be appreciative too if he
wasn't a fag,” Maxine said.

“Yep,” Jackson said without turning his
head.

“The lieutenant thought putting two queers
together as partners was a great idea,” Maxine said.

“Well, you're one male-female team he
doesn't have to worry about sleeping together,” Jamie replied
dryly.

They both laughed at that.

“Like you and Mueller,” Maxine said.

“He's old enough to be my father.
Literally.”

“Well, it's hard to even imagine Mueller
having an interest in sex,” Maxine said. “You, on the other
hand...”

“Am a nymphomaniac slut. I know.
Unfortunately for you, you just aren't my type.”

“Racist bitch,” Maxine said with a grin.

Jamie shrugged. “Yeah, if only you were
White, Maxine... well, and had a cock.”

The two uniforms laughed.

“A big one.”

“I got a big one,” Jackson said. “You can't
have it, though.”

“If only I was Black, right?”

“And had a cock. A big cock.”

They all laughed at that.

Jackson dropped her and Maxine off at the
rear door. Jamie wasn't sure if Maxine was accompanying her in so
she wouldn't feel quite so self-conscious walking through the
station in nothing but her underwear and a suit jacket, or because
she was hoping to get a better look at her downstairs.

She appreciated it, though. With Maxine
walking ahead of her and glaring at any guy who turned his head
nobody dared to make any smart ass comments. As they made their way
downstairs and into the women's locker room.

She removed Quinn's jacket once inside and
examined it.

“I don't see that I damaged it,” she
said.

“He'll probably press it against him while
he's naked, imagining your skin against it.”

“Eeww! Maxine! You really are gross! Quinn
doesn't strike me as a perve anyway.”

“He's a guy. All guys are perves.”

“And you're not?'

Just in case, Jamie decided she'd better
shower, so did so. Maxine stayed for a few seconds, sighing
appreciatively, then left, and she had privacy while she finished,
dried her hair and put on a fresh outfit.

Luckily, she always carried a complete
change of clothes – including underwear. Several relatives had
warned her to do that. You never knew when some bum was going to
throw up on you, or when you'd have to search a smelly garbage
dumpster.

She had no sooner made it back to the
office, though, when Foster spotted her and ordered her to the
hospital to get checked out. He ignored her protests and that was
that. So she had to spend hours at the hospital, telling an intern
about her lack of symptoms.

“Well, if you start having breathing
problems get in here fast,” he said. “The chemicals in those places
can be even more toxic to inhale than to get on your skin.”

She got back in time to fill out her reports
and clock out for the day.

Danny arrived in a black Porsche SUV to pick
her up, and she had him drive south to Pearl Street, near the
Brooklyn Bridge, where she'd ordered Willow to wait for her.

“I'm eager to meet his lovely little vampire
wannabee,” Danny said with a smirk.

“You can tell her how many people you've
killed. She'll probably come in her panties,” Jamie said.

“I only killed that guy who tried to kill
you.”

“Make stuff up. Don't you know how to turn
women on?”

He smiled.

Sure enough, she saw the dark clad, dark
haired, dark eyed girl standing on the corner, obedient to her
orders.

She looked doubtfully at Danny as Jamie got
out and opened the rear door.

“Get in,” she ordered.

Willow hesitate, then climbed inside,
looking around appreciatively. “This is a Porsch!” she said.

Jamie climbed in beside her and closed the
door, and Danny started off.

“Get your clothes off,” Jamie barked.

Willow looked at her, startled, then at
Danny. Her face flushed almost immediately, but Jamie didn't think
it was embarrassment. She still hesitated, but then began to peel
off her black outfit. When she was naked, Jamie cuffed her hands
together behind her back, then pushed a ball gag into her mouth and
strapped it tight behind her head.

She pulled out the burka Danny had once used
on her, and for much the same reason.

“You like black so much,” Jamie said. She
pulled the burka over the girl's head, letting the thick black
material slide down over her narrow shoulders and fall down to her
hips on the seat.

“We're selling you to white slavers,” Jamie
said in a taunting voice. “I think they're working with a crazy
group of Satan worshipers who are going to torture you and then
sacrifice you on their alter.”

If that bothered the girl it didn't show.
Danny drove them to the condo where Bryant lived and then he and
Jamie got out, taking Willow with them. No one in the lobby
questioned their presence, or stared at Willow, and Jamie wondered
what the girl was thinking under her robe and mesh eye mask.

They got to Bryant's door and Danny nodded.
The tall blonde opened the door clad in leather from the neck down,
stiletto heels making her seem even taller than she was. Jamie and
Danny pushed Willow into the apartment and Bryant closed the door
behind them.

“So,” Bryant purred. “Let's see what manner
of creature you've got for me.”

Jamie pulled the burka off and Willow stood
before them, flushed, nipples hard, eyes wide as she looked at
Bryant, then around her.

“This looks like a very evil little girl,”
Bryant said. “Clearly someone in need of a good deal of
punishment.”

She turned and walked into the
apartment.

“Bring her,” she said over her shoulder.

Jamie and Danny pushed the girl forward, and
Willow looked around her excitedly, staring at the high ceilings
and out at the bay through the big windows. She might be a Satan
worshipping goth but she clearly had an appreciation for
luxury.

Bryant came back and slapped her face
sharply.

“Look at me, slut!” she barked.

Willow stumbled then stared at her.

Bryant brought a very long, slim, sharp
knife up and let it slide across the girl's face as Danny held her
by the hair.

“Nasty child,” Bryant said. “I think you
have a lot to learn.”

She slid the knife down along her throat,
then in under the girl's choker, which held an upside down cross.
She slit it with a sharp movement of her wrist, and the choker fell
to the floor.

“This is more appropriate,” Bryant said,
turning and picking up a large studded black collar. There was a
metal plate on the front, and the word slave was carved into
it in large letters.

“You no longer have a name,” Bryant growled.
“You are a mere thing. A slave. An object. You will be referred to
by this henceforth. Do you understand, slave?”

Willow stared at her and nodded her head
rapidly.

Bryant slapped her face again and the girl
staggered.

“Speak aloud, slut!”

“Yeth!” Willow gasped around the ball
gag.

Bryant slapped her face on the other side,
just as hard, and Willow staggered back against Danny.

“Yes Mistress,” Bryant snapped.

“Yeth, Mithtwess!” Willow gurgled.

Bryant motioned to Danny, then turned and
walked away. Danny held Willow by the hair and marched her forward
after her, down a long hall, then into another room. This one had
no windows, and was clearly devoted to Bryant's 'hobby'.

It had a number of interesting looking
frames scattered around, some of them padded, some not. In short
order Danny had Bryant had Willow hanging upside down with her legs
spread. Then Bryant turned to Jamie.

“And why are you wearing clothes, slut?”
Bryant demanded.

“Uhm...”

Danny gripped her top and peeled it up her
body, then up over her arms as she raised them. Jamie was a little
uncertain of this in front of Willow, but decided if the girl had
fixed on her as her 'mistress of death' then seeing her submitting
to Bryant should probably let her attach that fixation to the
blonde woman instead.

Bryant uncuffed Willow, only to pull her
wrists straight down and lock them in place to leather shackles
chained to a ring in the floor. Meanwhile, Danny stripped Jamie
naked and cuffed her hands behind her with the cuffs she'd used on
Willow.

“Prepare this slave,” Bryant said
imperiously, glaring at Jamie.

Jamie looked at her rebelliously but Danny
hustled her around in front of the girl, who's legs were spread at
just about the right height so that he only had to size Jamie's
hair and pushed her face down against the girl's shaven sex.

Jamie began to lick, her body starting to
thrum as Danny idly cupped and fondled her breasts, then slid a big
hand down her body to finger her clitoris.

Willow began to moan and whine, the flush of
her face spreading up her chest as she hung helpless, and at a
motion from Bryant, Danny pulled her back, then led her over to one
of the frames.

“Wh-what's this?” she gulped. “We were just
dropping off Willow!”

“You have no control over what happens,
slave,” Danny said.

Before them was what sort of looked like a
short sawhorse, except that the legs were polished dark wood and
the crosspiece was covered in smooth, lightly padded leather. Danny
lifted her bodily up, swinging a leg across the crosspiece, then
setting her down straddling the crossbeam.

The sawhorse was high enough that she could
stand on the balls of her feet without putting much pressure on her
sex. But of course, Danny quickly cinched straps around her ankles,
then pulled them straight out to the sides so that all her weight
was now pressed down on her soft sex.

He found a ball gag for her mouth, then
turned away from her as Bryant brought out a thin riding crop.

“This slave is definitely in need of extreme
punishment,” Bryant said, sliding the crop along the upside down
girl's slick, glistening sex.

“Extreme,” Danny growled.

The crop she held didn't have a slapper.
Bryant let the shaft slide back and forth across Willow's sex, then
whipped it back and down to cut across the girl's buttocks. That
brought a squeal of pain from the girl, followed quickly by
another, as Bryant whipped it down again, and then again.

“You will learn to obey me, slave,” Bryant
growled.

The next blow came straight down onto
Willow's sex!

Willow squealed loudly at that, her body
twisting and writhing as Bryant then cut the crop across her back
several times. The blonde moved around the trembling girl, then
swung again, her arm snapping out in quick, short movements that
sent the crop snapping across Willow's pale flesh, first her
breasts, then her belly, then her sex again!

Jamie felt more than a little breathless and
intimidated watching. When she had been 'whipped' the blows had
seemed to be lighter and slower, more teasing than punishment. Yes,
they stung, but the way the crop was cutting through the air, and
the sharp red lines appearing on the girl's pale skin demonstrated
a much sterner resolve on Bryant's part.

Or did she simply sense that Willow was more
of a pain freak than Jamie?

She looked down at the odd frame she was
straddling. It had seemed not terribly uncomfortable, at first,
though her sex had ached when Danny had pulled her legs out to the
sides and tied them there. But the ache was deepening, the longer
she sat atop it, a throbbing ache which was spreading up through
her lower belly.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

The crop sliced down across Willow's back
and buttocks, then down directly overhead against her sex again and
again!

The girl howled into the gag, twisting and
bucking and writhing, her body undulating and straining against the
restraints, but Bryant seemed to have no doubts about what she was
doing. She moved around before her and focused on the girl's soft
breasts, raining blows on them in a way which made Jamie wince!

Danny had been observing, but now came over
to her and gripped her hair, jerking her head up and back. His
other hand glided over her breasts, then down between her legs,
rubbing her clitoris.

“Do you know how you train a soldier, slave
girl?” he asked in a soft voice. “First you break them. Then you
remake them.”

He released her hair and then moved away.
Jamie stared at Willow, watching the crop slice down again here,
then there, then down across her sex again!

Danny returned with a pair of black elastics
with metallic clips on the ends. He slipped the clips into her
nipple rings, and then pulled the two narrow elastics up and
forward.

Jamie gasped as she felt the pressure
pulling on her nipples, then leaned in and forward at the tugging
as her nipples began to sting. She watched Danny feed the other end
of the clips to a ring set on a kind of post in front of the
sawhorse.

He walked back to her and gripped her hair
again, jerking her head back – which had the dual effect of pulling
her nipples more sharply against the elastics. He leaned in to chew
and kiss and suck along the side of her throat as his other hand
moved down between her legs.

She moaned as she felt his fingers rubbing
her clitoris. Then they drew back and she heard a buzzing. The
familiar sensation of the vibrator touched her there and she
shuddered. She was sore, aching – and very, very sensitive now
between the legs. That extra sensitivity seemed to greatly increase
the force of the vibrations as Danny ground the vibrator against
her.

He released her hair, then, and concentrated
on the vibrator.

Jamie, gasping and panting through the gag,
looked down to see him using some kind of black tape to actually
tape the long, narrow vibrator in place against her! Then he
grinned at her and moved over to help with Willow.

Jamie moaned helplessly, her lower belly
burning up as the ache in her sex grew worse. Her soft, sensitive
flesh was never meant to bear all her weight like this! The ache
made her lean back, but that pulled her nipples against the
elastics, and made them ache more sharply.

It also pressed her tailbone down against
the thinly cushioned wood below, and that also began to ache very
sharply. But she found that if she leaned back, and used her leg
muscles, she could slightly grind her clitoris against the very tip
of the vibrator!

The sexual heat within her was growing
rapidly, especially as she watched Bryant work a large dildo into
Willow's ass, pumping it in and out, twisting and turning it as
Danny unzipped his fly and pulled out his huge erection.

Danny had had a number of men fuck her while
he watched, but this was the first time she had ever seen him with
another woman! Jamie felt herself flush with jealousy even as a
wild shock of darkly thrilled heat gripped her.

She watched him rubbing the swollen head up
and down along the girl's clitoris, then pushed down, slowly
forcing her sex wider and wider, then driving deep into her belly
as he clutched her thighs. He looked at Jamie and their eyes locked
as his hips pumped in and out.

Jamie shuddered, moaning, breaking her eyes
away, staring at his now gleaming cock as it moved in and out of
the trembling, writhing girl, watching Bryant plunging the even
larger dildo down into her tight little bottom!

The sexual fever gripped Jamie again, and
she shuddered and moaned, working her legs muscles, rolling her
hips up to grind herself against the clitoris, tugging her nipples
against the elastic clips and grinding her aching tailbone down
against the wood below!

And then Willow began to make high pitched
squealing noises, her body writhing and hips bucking violently. Her
voice rose and fell as her body seemed to shake in paroxysms of
helpless muscular spasms and convulsions.

Jamie shuddered and gulped in air, her own
sex aching hotly even as she ground herself against the vibrator,
her body writhing and twisting as she rode the fever into her own
massive orgasm! It hit her like a tsunami, and she cried out in
wild, wanton pleasure, gripped by an all-encompassing storm of
sensation!

The orgasm left her dazed and slumped
limply, chest heaving, head bowed. Yet the tired languor she
usually felt after orgasms was not present. The ache in her sex was
too deep, and easing her sexual fever only made that more
obvious.

She hardly paid attention as Bryant and
Danny lowered Willow to the floor, then put her on her knees,
right-side up. The girl swayed dizzily as her gag was removed, then
Danny, still hard, pushed himself into her open mouth and deep into
her throat.

He fucked her throat roughly for long
seconds, then pulled out, leaving the girl gasping and dazed,
coughing and drooling. Bryant gathered in that dark hair and stood
before her, spreading her legs and raising her leather skirt.

“Now you will begin to learn how to please
me, slave girl,” she growled. “Let me see that little tongue of
yours.”

Danny moved behind Jamie and removed the
clips from her nipples, then he gathered in her hair and bent her
forward as he straddled the sawhorse behind her.

Jamie moaned as he pushed her down so that
her breastbone was pressed against the crossbeam. Then she felt his
cock against her back passage, and groaned even deeper! He was
slick and wet, of course, as he pushed into her, and she shuddered
as she felt the thickness of his cock and its slick flesh pushing
up through her narrow back tube.

She cried out as he pulled her up and back
by the hair, wedging his thighs in under hers, now and half lifting
her off the sawhorse so that she sank deeper and deeper on his
thick cock.

“Sex slave,” he growled into her ear.

Jamie felt a cramping sensation as his cock
pushed deep as he impaled her on it, and then he began to thrust in
and out as her clitoris rubbed against the vibrator. She felt her
mind going, swimming in a growing flood of liquid heat, and then
another orgasm took her as his other hand came up and encircled her
throat, squeezing firmly, making her head pound and eyes bulge.

The orgasm exploded even higher and she
screamed nearly silently, gurgling and moaning as his cock punched
deep inside her and her body shook with convulsions.

“Sex slave,” Danny whispered again as he
chewed his way up under her ear.

“My sex slave!”

 


END
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 * EPUB document. Use this only in the context of the current document.
 */

function goPage(pageNumber)
{
	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;
		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}



