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“Oh come on! Not another prosti gig!”

Lieutenant Nolan shrugged and smiled
helplessly. “What can I tell you, Tam. I don’t have a lot of people
with the right, uh, look for the job. And let’s face it,” his tone
turned admiring “When it comes to john arrests you’re like a
fucking magnet.”

“The best little pussy lure we ever had,”
Dwayne Martin called from the next desk.

Ming straightened and folded her arms beneath
her breasts, scowling at both of them.

“If I wanted to hang around on street corners
with my tits hanging out all night I’d have become a prostitute. It
pays better and there’s less assholes.”

She said the last as she scowled at
Martin.

“Give it a rest, Tam,” Nolan said.

“Yeah, look at the bright side, Ming.” Martin
grinned, his broken teeth making her wrinkle her face in disgust.
“You can wear whatever you want without the boss bugging you.”

She sniffed in disdain.

Her colorful wardrobe was legendary at the
28th precinct, as were the arguments she had with Nolan about what
a detective should and should not wear on duty. She preferred
leather, tight black leather, high boots and bright, high necked
neon blouses . At the moment she was wearing knee high cowboy
boots, a tight, tailored black business suit and an orange silk
shirt.

She scowled and kicked his desk. “It’s a
hundred freaking degrees outside!”

“Just like home.” Martin smirked.

“Fuckyou!” she said, the two words said so
fast they blended into one.

“Tam!” Nolan stood up, scowling. “The captain
wants a crackdown on prostitution in the market area. We don’t have
a choice and that means you don’t have a choice.”

“Fine!’ she said, scowling, glaring at him
from slitted eyes.

She turned and stalked away and Martin
grinned.

Nolan turned to him, pointing a finger. “You
shut the fuck up. I hear one snotty remark about how she’s dressed
for this prosti gig and I’ll have you on fag patrol in the
washrooms. Got me?”

Martin, a tall, skinny man, held up his hands
submissively.

* * * * *

Ming was not nearly as upset as she
pretended. In fact, she liked the decoy prostitute game, liked it,
perhaps, too much. She was an exhibitionist by nature, helplessly
addicted to being the focus of lustful male eyes. That made acting
like a prostitute on a busy street corner an experience in self
control, and after hours of being stared at and “bought” by men she
was almost rabid in her need for sex.

But it wouldn’t do to have anyone know that.
She had to put up an angry protest for forms sake. She used the
reputation Chinese girls had for chastity to good effect, and never
dated cops. But the same soft, slim face, long, gorgeous raven hair
and tall, slender, full breasted body which made her a magnet for
those seeking to purchase sex made her the subject of intense male
attention from all the men - and no few of the women she worked
with.

Almost every guy at the station flirted with
her whenever they got the chance, and at least a third had made
serious efforts at seducing her. She wasn’t at all sure why she was
the center of such attention. She knew, of course, and delighted in
being beautiful. She knew her long dark hair glowed like spun silk,
and was the envy of every woman she knew, luxuriously thick and
rich, parted at the centre of her forehead to split like a dark
waterfall down the sides of her face.

She was taller than most Chinese women, than
most Chinese men, in fact, probably courtesy of her Italian
grandfather who had also helped to somewhat raise her cheekbones
and widen the traditional almond shaped eyes of her race. Men and
women both stared at her eyes. They seemed too large, an incredibly
soft, moist brown.

Her body was slender but athletic. Her
breasts were large, but her strong exercise regime left them firm
enough not to even need a bra - though she nearly always wore one.
She had great legs and, she proudly acknowledge, an absolutely
delicious, gorgeous, perfect round bottom. On days she wore lighter
coloured pants she could count on turning her head suddenly in any
public place and catching at least a few pairs of male eyes
feasting on her tight little bottom.

She had been a policewoman in Hong Kong and
enjoyed it quite a bit. It was the only way, aside from getting
married and having kids, where a young woman could be seen to have
any authority in that society. But she had seized an opportunity to
flee to the US, where authorities would be likely to be less
disapproving of a rebellious young woman who hated following
traditional Chinese roles.

Chinese men pissed her off. They all expected
her to act like a servant. All her lovers in Hong Kong had been
British or American, and she had continued the practice in America.
But never anyone she worked with. She was almost obsessed with
ensuring she did not get a reputation as cheap.

For Lieutenant Nolan she had proved to be
something of a mixed blessing. On the one hand, with the large
Chinese population in his precinct he was ecstatic to get a Chinese
speaking detective, especially a woman. Chinese women seldom talked
much to people they didn’t know, especially men, but they could
open up with another Chinese woman, and Ming was a gem at wheedling
information out of them.

She was also whip smart - in some ways, and
he certainly couldn’t complain about her work ethic. Her other
habits, on the other hand - . Nolan had two teenage daughters and
Ming’s tantrums and sometime adolescent behavior was worse at
twenty five than he’d seen from his daughters or any of their
friends. And she was an outrageous little flirt! He’d tried talking
to her about it and she just looked at him with wide, innocent
eyes, as if she hadn’t a clue what he was talking about. He’d had
to talk to several of his male detectives when they’d taken her
flirting too seriously and gotten out of line.

* * * * *

“Move, bitch!”

The belt cut across her back and she sobbed
in pain. Her muscles ached and she was spent, exhausted, but the
belt forced her to rise on trembling hands and crawl slowly
forward. The bat was still jammed deep into her pussy. They had
wrapped wire around it, and fed it up tightly around her hips to
keep it from being dislodged. She crawled shakily along the floor,
gasping and shaking as the bat wobbled behind her and the belt cut
down across her back again.

There was a chain around her throat, and they
were using it as a leash, tugging roughly to force her along. Dazed
and whimpering, she only wanted it all to end, and crawled weakly
along as they walked around her. They were in the lobby of a
building. It was three in the morning and the place was empty. They
picked her up and turned her over, then lay her back on a bench,
lifting her ankles up and back even as they chained her throat to a
pipe behind the back rest. Her ankles were soon chained to the same
pipe, the bat sticking out into the room.

They shoved a thick dildo into her mouth and
taped it in place. There was already a similar thick dildo almost
buried in her rectum, an inch of the base visible. They laughed and
pulled the fire alarm, then ran off.

The shrill alarm wailed and her aching skull
felt as if it would crack from the sound. She heard the sound of
stairway doors opening and closing, the ping as elevators began to
open, and voices began to approach. Perhaps they had felt her
humiliation had not been sufficient. Now it would be.

A half dozen people rounded the corner, men
and women. They stared at her in shock, and one of the woman
screamed. She closed her eyes, her face burning, mortified to the
point of desperately wishing she could die. Footsteps came running
as more and more people hurried forward. She heard gasps and cries
of shock as they gathered around, staring at her.

** * * *

Ming was delighted. She had been luring them
in all night, prancing back and forth on the sidewalk in her very
short, red, pleated schoolgirl skirt, wearing a white blouse tied
up beneath her breasts. Her hair was pulled out to either side into
long, thick, loose pig tails.

“Oh man, I worth more than dat,” she said,
exaggerating her usually barely detectable accent.

She gave the man a pouty look and leaned in
on his door, giving him a view of serious cleavage.

“I need make more money,” she wheedled. “I
gots to go home soon and go school tomorrow.”

“Let me see you purse those pretty lips,
baby,” the man said.

She had smiled and given him a kissing look,
letting her tongue slide slowly out between her lips.

And another man, passing by, had seen her
pert bottom thrust out in the short skirt, lovely legs apart, and
come over to try and outbid the man in the car. She beamed, nipples
hard, pussy warm, feeling their hunger for her as they argued with
and tried to outbid each other. She always demanded more than most
street prostitutes charged. Now the men were offering three times
the going rate.

“Tam!” she heard from her earphone. “Knock
off the shit and get them to commit!”

She sighed.

“Okay, okay,” she said aloud. “Hey, what you
guys want to do to me. I decide maybe.”

“I want to fuck your hot little pussy,” the
man in the car snapped.

“I want that tight little ass,” the other one
said with a leer.

“Hey, maybe I take you both,” she said coyly,
then laughed at the looks the men gave each other.

It didn’t matter. They’d both offered money.
They’d both clearly stated what they wanted. The other members of
the squad hurried across the street and arrested them both.

She blew them a kiss as they were being led
away, giggled, and gave a little half jump in the air. She came
down with her back against someone and twisted around sharply, the
grin leaving her face.

“Lieutenant Nolan!” she gulped.

“Tam,” he said, scowling.

“What you doing on street?”

He grabbed her arm and turned away.

“Hey! Where we going?!” she demanded as he
marched her towards his car.

“Can the Chinese accent,” he said
impatiently.

“Okay, where are we going?” she asked.

“You don’t exactly look like a lady right now
but at least you’re female and I need one.”

“Should I be asking your price?’ she asked
breathlessly as he tossed her towards the passenger side door.

“Don’t be a smartass. I need a female cop for
a victim statement.”

She sighed and slid into the car, tugging on
her short skirt as he climbed in the other side.

“I’m sure there’s other women cops around,
even at two in the morning. I’m tired..”

“Not Chinese, and I got about twenty minutes
before sex crimes gets down there and fucks everything up.”

“Chinese? The vic is Chinese?”

“Bright girl,” he said, the siren wailing as
he turned a corner sharply.

“Chinese girls don’t usually report
rapes.”

“She didn’t have much of a choice. The perps
left her tied up naked in the lobby of her parents’ building then
pulled the fire alarm.”

“Shit. Poor girl!”

“With a baseball bat rammed up her
pussy.”

Ming stared at him, feeling a strange little
quiver of heat in her loins, despite the sense of outrage she felt
at such a brutal act.

“Give me that again?” she asked.

“She was chained in place with her legs
spread up and back behind her head and a baseball bat shoved into
her vagina, and wired in place. The paramedics had to use wire
cutters to dislodge it.”

Ming shook her head sadly. “She’s dead.”

“Nah, just badly bruised. She might have
internal injuries but there isn’t a lot of blood so far.”

Ming shook her head. “She’s dead to her
family. Such a humiliation. Such loss of face.”

She shivered and hugged herself.

“You’re saying her family will abandon
her?”

“I don’t suppose she’s older, married?”

“Looked like early twenties. I don’t know if
she was married.”

Ming sighed. “Virginity is highly prized
among Asian cultures. A girl so notorious for being - not a virgin,
will be an embarrassment to her family, and Chinese men will not be
interested in her. She’s - impure. The loss of face in so public
and so degrading a crime will destroy her. I’m not saying her
family will toss her out, but, she’ll be the family’s dirty little
secret, never talked about, never mentioned, and they’ll treat her
- well, like an unwanted guest. I’ve seen it before.”

“So she can move out,” he said with a
shrug.

“I’d have her put on suicide watch if I were
you. Any description of the actor?”

“Four Chinese men.”

“Ahh,” she said, nodding.

“Ah what?”

“Look to her father or older brothers if she
has them. This was likely meant as a message for them.”

“What kind of message?”

She shrugged. “Someone is either punishing
them, or wants something out of them, or both.

“Why can’t it just be four drunken perverts
out for sadistic fun?”

“Anything’s possible, but it’s not likely.
Chinese men don’t usually go in for this kind of thing. Rape yes,
public humiliation, no. It’s much easier to rape a Chinese girl and
then leave her to dress and go home quietly and keep it to herself.
Leaving her publicly and in her own building means the police get
involved.”

She said the words quietly, as unemotionally
as she possibly could, ignoring the memories and images which
flitted unbidden through her mind.

* * * * *

She had been a good girl then, an innocent
girl, naive about the ways of men and the darkness which sometimes
lurked behind their eyes. She knew they wanted her, of course, had
known for many years, since puberty, since before puberty, for she
had been a lovely young girl. Yes, she was terribly naive. She had
gone to work for the Kai-Sui Corporation, where her father worked
as a mid level clerk. She was a receptionist, her job to look
pretty and smile at visitors.

She was deeply respectful of the senior
members of the corporation who passed to and fro as they entered
the building, and it did not enter her mind for even a moment that
any of them would consider for a moment doing anything harmful to
her, that any of them might be tempted by her lush young beauty
into behaving in an indecent manner.

She had been eager to impress, and honored at
being given a package and ordered to deliver it to one of the
corporation’s senior vice presidents.

He had been a white man, suave and
sophisticated to her young eyes, representing the glittering,
wealthy, wildly sophisticated West. And she had felt shy, like a
backward peasant girl as she had bowed her head before him and held
out the package. When he invited her inside and then offered her a
small drink she had felt intensely flattered. She could hardly wait
to tell her family about meeting him, and about his enormous and
splendid house.

And then everything got a little blurry.

She knew now, of course, that he had put
something into her drink. But then, she had only felt sleepy, dizzy
and confused. And then uncomfortable and embarrassed as she
realized the man was kissing her and touching her in forbidden
places.

And yet she had felt a strange thrill at that
touch, felt a throbbing, tingling excitement in her breasts as his
fingers had kneaded the soft, sensitive flesh, and a wicked sense
of excitement as he had opened her blouse and pushed back her bra
to slide his lips over her rigid nipples.

She had pushed against him, of course,
feebly, dazedly, but he was very strong and she very weak, and he
soon had his body pressed tightly against her and his hand up
beneath her skirt, his fingers stroking against her sex under her
panties as his tongue dipped within her mouth.

If the feelings aroused in her breasts by his
touch were delicious, those between her legs were amazing,
shockingly powerful, and quite irresistible.

The drug, whatever it was, had not had much
staying power. It had worn off very quickly, but by that time she
was completely nude, spreadeagled in his bed, wrists and ankles
tied tightly to the four corner posts.

And the man, Mr. Simpson, lay between her
slender young thighs, his mouth at her sex, his tongue lapping at
her swollen clitoris.

Her mind wakened to her danger, wakened to
shock, horror, alarm, outrage, humiliation. She had begged him
desperately, wildly, frantically, to free her, and he had ignored
her except to stuff a ball gag into her mouth and buckle it behind
her thrashing head. Then he had returned to her groin, his tongue
moving wetly between the small, tight lips of her pussy, caressing
her in so intimate a manner her eyes bugged out and she moaned and
strained against the bonds.

And yet despite the turmoil in her mind her
body roused to his expert touch, and she felt the sex heat flaring
wildly within her. She had felt mildly aroused before, but never
like this, and her shame had been deep and terrible as she realized
how weak and whorish her nature must be to respond to such
perverted and evil treatment.

It had been a long, slow rape. He had taken
his time, his tongue probing deep within her, lapping at her
clitoris, then sliding gently up her body, tonguing her belly
button, then circling and twirling upwards until he half lay upon
her, sucking at her nipples, massaging them inside his mouth as his
fingers kneaded her breasts.

She slowly resigned herself to the certainty
of her rape. Her only consolation was that he was a White man, and
would thus almost certainly not tell anyone - at least, not anyone
she knew. She lay limply, desperately waiting for him to finish so
she could hurry back to the office, hoping it would be quick so she
would need no excuses, so no one would suspect anything.

Yet he was not quick, and she found her body
flaring and burning at his touch, found her breasts throbbing, her
pussy thrumming. Her breathing became ragged, and she moaned
unwillingly as he massaged her clitoris with his moist lips.

Every new sensation was a revelation to her,
and as her body roused she found her mind influenced, found her
fears melting away, replaced by excitement and lust. Ming had never
felt lust before, and knew a sense of wonderment as it gripped her,
as her body writhed beneath the man’s fingers and mouth.

His mouth enveloped her sex and a wild rush
of heat flared within her. Her back arched helplessly and she
groaned at the power of the pleasure rippling along her spine. Her
nipples were pinpoints of hot, sparkling energy, and when his lips
once again moved up her body and began to suck on one she felt a
terrible need waken within her mind.

She gasped and whimpered in pain and pleasure
as his teeth gnawed at her nipple and areola, as his teeth dug into
her soft breast meat and his mouth sucked rhythmically against her
aching, fiery nipple.

Again he moved back down, again his fingers
spread open the lips of her sex, his tongue probing and caressing.
And then he straightened abruptly, and fisted his erection. Her
eyes bulged as she stared at it, fear rippling through her once
again as he leaned into her and pressed the fat, pink mushroom
shaped head against her wet sex opening. She gasped in pleasure as
he rubbed himself up and down the length of her sex, then groaned
in misery and anticipation as he began to sink into her body.

She felt her sex lips spreading wider and
wider as his manhood slid into her body. She waited for the
terrible pain, fingers digging into the palms of her hands, body
braced and stiff as she felt his manhood sliding through the soft,
tight folds of her pussy, sinking deeper and deeper still. There
was a very small, sharp pain which made her cry out. Yet that was
the entirety of it. So well prepared was her body that his thick
cock slid into her with no further pain than that.

Yet there was an ache, a delicious aching as
her sex walls were spread wide around him, as his cock drove high
and wondrously deep within her young belly. She groaned in alarm,
in fear that he would harm something inside her, yet her eyes and
mind were alive with wonder and excitement as he settled his male
body atop her and began to grind his pelvis against her.

She could feel his maleness enveloped by the
soft, moist walls of her sex, could feel it throbbing up high
inside her. She was no longer a virgin, and knew a sense of deep
shame at that, yet her mind was not focused on that, but on the
wildfire sexual heat burning within her.

His hips rolled and ground against her, and
she felt his cock twisting inside her tight belly, twisting this
way and that. And then he began to pump, slowly at first, but
increasing his pace rapidly, and she marvelled at the sensations
pouring through her body as his cock caressed the taut lips of her
sex, sliding in and out, in and out.

There was something marvellously natural
about the feel of his “thing” high inside her, about the feel of it
moving up and down within her belly’s sheath, and she found herself
exulting in each deep thrust, groaning as he withdrew, then gasping
in delight to again be filled.

His teeth nibbled lightly on her earlobe as
his hands kneaded her breasts, and his cock moved remorselessly in
and out of her body, faster, harder, deeper. She felt her body
straining, twisting, felt her breath growing more ragged, her chest
tight, a kind of sexual electricity shimmering over the surface of
her body.

And then it came, her first orgasm. It
blossomed within her lower body and spread out through her torso
and along her nervous system until she thought she was going
insane. The pleasure was shocking, astonishing, and she shuddered
as convulsions wracked her helpless young body. Her head rolled
wildly from side to side and twisted down beneath her as her back
arched again and

again.

He continued to pump, and pump, and pump, all
the way through he orgasm, and then out the other side. As she lay
limp, dazed, exhausted, he continued to thrust himself into her
tight young belly, continued to pump and grind and stroke, his
fingers digging into her full breasts, his lips sucking at the nape
of her neck.

He came, gasping, eyes closing, his body
shuddering, and she felt a strange sense of power then, that she, a
lowly young receptionist, could cause such a reaction in a great
and mighty vice president, a man older even than her father.

And yet he was not finished.

He produced a strange metal tube which buzzed
alarmingly and began to stroke the stainless steel device back and
forth along her thighs, slowly working it higher, gently caressing
her mons to either side of her slit before working in closer,
tighter. She gasped and moaned as he penetrated her with the
object, feeling its strange vibrations setting her flesh to
trembling as he pushed it deeper and then began to stroke it in and
out.

He licked at her sex, at her clitoris, then
drew the object out of her and began to play it around her
clitoris, rubbing gently around the edges. The vibrations made her
clitoris vibrate in tune, and she felt her entire lower body
beginning to shake and tremble. An almost-pain grew between her
legs, the sensations so powerful she wanted to claw at herself. Yet
the sensations began to warm, to twist in form and shape, and then
the pleasure hit her like a gale force wind and she cried out in
shock.

The pleasure rose, and fell back every time
the device rolled across her clitoris, and she twisted and writhed
in helpless pleasure, chewing at the ball filling her mouth, her
head rolling from side to side as she desperately sucked in air
through her nose. She didn’t know what he was doing to her except
that it was - wonderful.

He thrust the tube inside her and she grunted
with the pain/pleasure of being deeply penetrated again. Then he
crawled up her body, chewing and nibbling and licking at her flesh,
at her breasts and nipples. His hands moved behind her head and he
unbuckled the gag, then gently worked it free of her mouth.

Ming gulped in air, gasping, wild-eyed, and
then his mouth covered hers, his fingers in her hair, behind her
head, stroking, caressing and twisting as his tongue slid through
her startled lips and into her mouth. She tried instinctively to
tear her mouth free but he twisted her hair and drew back,
glowering down at her.

“Don’t you fight me, you little slut,” he
growled. “Or your family will find out what a whore you are!”

He turned with a sneer, and picked up a
remote control. An enormous TV across the room came to life, and
Ming’s eyes widened as she saw herself in brilliant colour. Her
naked body was writhing and twisting in obvious pleasure as the man
licked at her clitoris. And as she watched herself she saw her back
arch violently, the ribs standing out on her chest as her breasts
went taut and round. She heard her high pitched cries of pleasure,
muffled, but horribly obvious, and was mortified at just the
thought of her parents seeing.

And then the man was yanking her mouth up
again and his was covering it, his tongue thrusting inside to
stroke against her own tongue. His body covered her, crushing her
into the bed, her breasts pillowed against his chest, his maleness
was pressed against her groin, his hips pressing down against her
inner thighs. He was all over her, and she could do nothing as his
tongue raped her mouth, rasping across the inside of her cheeks, up
along the roof, down across her own tongue.

She could feel him hardening as he lay upon
her, could feel his cock growing erect, and a shock of fear and
want ran through her, twining themselves around her spine to throw
her mind into confusion once more. Her pubic muscles stuttered and
spasmed around the metal tube he had thrust inside her, and when he
reached down and began to pump it in and out she gurgled
helplessly, her legs straining against the ropes as she
instinctively tried to roll her hips up.

He drew back suddenly, then reached below
her, undoing the ropes around her ankles. He grinned down at her,
then reached forward over her head, unfastening her wrists. He
gripped one slender wrist as he moved off the bed, dragging her
onto the floor, where she stumbled and staggered, trying to find
her feet. He lifted her and then thrust her belly down across a
heavy, ornamental chest.

“Don’t move, girl. Stay there. I’m going to
punish you for being a nasty little slut.”

Obedience was ingrained within her then,
especially to men of power, and despite what he had done to her,
she trembled and held her position, bent over the table, her bottom
thrust up at him. She thought about fleeing, but there was the
tape, and the terrible shame if anyone found out, and - and there
was the heat within her loins, the shameful heat which made her
feel she was indeed the slut he called her.

He had a long, thin stick in his hand, a cane
like the ones the headmasters had used in school. She bit her lip
and moaned, for while she had never been subjected to a caning she
had heard reports from those - boys, mostly, who had.

He moved behind her and she gasped aloud as
his fingers slipped down between her buttocks and his palm thrust
the metal tube back deep within her hot, aching sex. He slapped her
bottom smartly, and she yelped at the sting.

“You are a nasty little slut, tempting me
like that,” he said. “You are responsible for what has happened
here, and you must be punished. Because I am a good man and wish to
spare your family the shame of knowing what a nasty little whore
you are, I shall punish you myself.”

His fingers were stroking beneath her as he
spoke, stroking against the soft, puffy flesh of her sex, against
the quivering, burning little bump which was oh so sensitive. She
groaned and fought to keep her hips still, to hide this further
evidence of her wanton nature.

The cane sliced through the air with a sound
like tearing paper, and cracked across her bottom with stinging
force. She cried out, her eyes bulging, yet made no effort to pull
herself away. She deserved a beating. She really did, and far
better he should do it than her parents.

“Nasty little girl,” he said, his voice a low
growl as he stroked his fingers against her sex again.

He drew back and the cane cracked across her
upraised bottom. Again she cried out, a second line of fire traced
across her softly rounded bottom.

She felt the cane sliding between her thighs,
then sawing gently across her sex, just where that terrible,
wonderful little bump was. She shuddered and dug her nails into the
palms of her hands, her eyes closed desperately tight.

Then the cane drew back and slapped against
her inner thighs on both sides. The message was clear and she
shifted her legs wider.

Another biting snap of the cane made her
groan, and another made her jerk violently, gasping for breath,
eyes fluttering.

The cane slid between her thighs again,
sawing across her sex.

“Dirty little girls like you are made for
only one thing, for tempting men into lewd and disgusting sexual
liaisons,” he said. “You are wanton creatures of sex.”

Another snap across her bottom sent her
lurching forward, grinding her hips against the sharp edge of the
chest. Another snap made her cry out softly. A third made her sob
as tears filled her eyes.

She felt his fingers at her sex, felt the
metal tube sliding back before thrusting in once more. It slid out
entirely, and she felt vacant, but then it moved down along her
moist flesh and pressed against that terrible spot which was so
sensitive. She felt herself trembling and shaking as her bottom
jerked spastically.

“Nasty, filthy little girl,” he said. “I know
what you want.”

And then she was no longer empty, as the
long, hot length of his flesh slid into her body once again, and
began to saw back and forth between her straining pubic lips. He
gripped her hair as he thrust, yanking her head up and back, his
upper body coming down across her chest as he bit and licked and
suckled at the nape of her neck.

His heavy body hammered into her from behind,
his thick cock like a spear thrusting up into her belly again and
again, punching her from inside, making her ache and throb in pain
and dark, helpless pleasure, until both filled her mind until she
thought she would burst.
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The girl’s name was Li. And she lay like the
dead on a hospital gurney just within a curtained off alcove in the
ER. Voices rose all around as Ming looked down at her, but she paid
them no more attention than she did to Ming, her eyes sightless,
trained on the ceiling, her face made of stone.

She was a pretty girl, or would be when the
bruising on her face healed, but not in her twenties, as Nolan had
said. Most Caucasians seemed to find it difficult to place an Asian
girl’s proper age, usually guessing much younger than was the case.
In this case he had guessed older.

“Hello, Li,” she said.

The girl ignored her. She continued to stare
sightlessly up. Her bare arms were bruised, her wrists bandaged.
From what Ming had seen of the initial medical report there was
more beneath the sheet, much more, but it was all superficial.
Painful, but superficial. It would heal.

She put her hand on the girl’s arm, and her
head finally turned, her eyes unmoving within the sockets, now
focused duly on Ming. Then, her face shifted slightly in confusion
as she looked at the way she was dressed.

“Ahh, you like my outfit?” Ming asked,
grinning and doing a little twirl.

The girl didn’t reply.

“I was playing a prostitute, luring the men
in so we could arrest them when they offered me money,” Ming said,
leaning forward conspiratorially.

She pulled a chair over and slipped into it,
trying to tug her short skirt down a little.

“Sex,” she said. “Men are crazy for it and we
have it. You can get men to do almost anything for sex, especially
if you’re hot.” She winked. “I’m hot, no?”

The girl was looking at her as though she
were an alien suddenly dropped down upon her.

“And you too, of course. You’re a very pretty
girl.”

And she was, with short dark hair, a strong
face with high, aristocratic cheekbones, and what looked, from what
Ming could see of it, to be a slender young body.

She leaned forward again. “Men want you and
me. They will always want you and me, desperately. That gives us
power, usually. Smart girls use power when they have it.”

“What are you talking about?” the girl
finally said, angrily, her voice low and gravelly.

“You’re laying there wondering if there is
any purpose left to life, if you’re ruined and shouldn’t try to
regain honour by killing yourself.”

The girl looked away.

“There is much which can be done in life if
one has power, any kind of power, and you have it. There is much to
see yet on this world, many beautiful cities and wonderful people.
And sex, too, can be a wonderful thing.”

“With someone I love,” the girl said, stone
faced.

“Fuck that,” Ming said. “Hot, sweaty, dirty,
nasty sex can be better than any drug, little girl. I should know.
It just depends on what’s in here.”

She tapped her finger against the side of the
girl’s head.

“Stop thinking like a stupid Chinese girl
whose only value is in finding a husband and being an obedient
little baby machine. You’re in America now. Become American. This
means less than nothing if you want it to. Go find a job and an
apartment and enjoy life. And use the power your body has.”

“What do you want?” the girl demanded in
irritation.

Ming grinned. “Tell me about these men who
attacked you.”

The girl turned her head away. “Why?”

“Because I want to put them in prison.”

“No.”

“No because you have no intention of telling
anyone about what humiliating things they did to you, much less
testify to it before a court full of people. Yes, I don’t blame
you. But we already know much from what the doctors have found,
enough to want to punish them and whoever sent them. And perhaps we
can do that without it ever going to a court. Anyway, no one can
make you talk to a court. Just talk to me.”

“What would you have me say?”

“Describe anything about these men, what they
said, any scars or tattoos, anything which would let me identify
them. Possibly I can do nothing without you testifying. Possibly I
can do something, find something unrelated. Do you think such men
are good, honest men who never broke the law before? Or will again?
Perhaps if I find them and watch them I can catch them as they
attack someone else. Maybe not, but it can’t hurt you to have me
try.”

The girl started to shake her head and Ming
leaned over again, taking her arm.

“Or are you a pathetic little Chinese serving
girl who will simper and whine and think herself worthless because
she no longer has her virginity to present to her proud husband? Ah
yes, get mad at me now. Am I the one who laughed at you as I shamed
you? They are laughing still, you know, sitting back, drinking
beer, and laughing about how they shamed the stupid little girl,
with no thought at all that anything will happen to them for
it.”

“Bitch!” the girl hissed.

Ming glared. “So talk to me.”

* * * * *

“Well?”

Ming shrugged. “Mostly she wasn’t in a very
good state to observe them. Too shocked and in too much misery. But
she did notice green and black dragons on the backs of the wrists
of at least two of them.”

“That’s interesting.”

“They also told her that her father, and they
used his name, had given them permission because he said she was a
slut.”

Nolan pursed his lips. “So it would seem the
father was the real target.”

“My thinking. Do we know anything about
him?”

“He owns a jewellery store.”

“Ahhh.”

“So we find out what gangs are currently
getting protection money in that part of Chinatown and how his
business has been doing.”

“You smart guy. Maybe they make you boss some
day, hey?”

He touched her shoulder. “The family. They
didn’t want to come. Can you believe that? Greenberg practically
had to drag her old man down here.”

“He shouldn’t have,” Ming said, looking at
the unhappy Chinese couple being ushered in to see the doctor.

They were old world. She could tell at a
glance. Worse, they were old world China, not Hong Kong. Hong Kong
was a good deal more sophisticated about such things than the
mainlanders.

“Will the girl testify?”

‘Not a prayer,” she said.

“How about coming in to see a lineup, or mug
shots?”

Ming shook her head. “Maybe I can bring her
some pictures and let her ID them, but she won’t come somewhere
public like a police station where a lot of people know about what
happened to her.”

She sidled over next to the curtain and
listened as the Chinese couple went through, irritated, but not
surprised to hear their stiff voices and cold words.

“... shame upon our family is great,” the
girl’s mother said. “All of the neighbours know, and many saw -
.”

“This will cost me business,” the father said
in a strained voice. “Many will avoid my shop for fear of the bad
joss my family must be under.”

“It is terrible such men walk the earth,” the
mother said. “But the way you dressed it is not a surprise such men
would be tempted. We know they are beyond our reach here. They
should be haunted to the end of their days. But that does not
excuse the shame you have brought on our family. What will you do
to make this shame leave us?”

“Shit,” Ming cursed.

She thrust aside the curtain and strode in,
glaring at the short Chinese man and woman.

“Stupid old Chinese!” she said. “Your
daughter has been attacked and all you think of is yourself and
your money and your face.”

“How dare you - .” the woman demanded.

“How dare you try to suggest this lovely girl
should kill herself for your benefit! Old crone!”

“This is not your business, slut!” the man
growled.

“Slut am I?” Ming demanded. “As if your eyes
weren’t popping out of their head trying to climb down my shirt,
old man, or up under my skirt. Are you a whoremonger then? Is that
why these men attacked your daughter? Do you owe money for gambling
and fornicating at the tong’s gambling house?”

“I do not!”

“This was your fault!” Ming said, stabbing
her finger against his chest. “You dare to encourage your daughter
to kill herself to save your face? Kill yourself instead!”

“And who will look after my family
then!?”

“Is this the way you look after your family?
They’ll be better off without you!”

Nolan was awkwardly gripping her arm, trying
to pull her back. He could have no idea what they were yelling at
each other about as it was in Mandarin.

“I can see you are a slut like she is!” the
old man snarled. “It is no wonder you attack us for - .”

He broke off with a gasping wheeze as Ming
threw a fast, underhand jab which slammed up into his groin,
staggering back against the curtain and then tripping over a low
stool and sprawling out onto the floor beyond.

Nolan yanked her bodily back and half carried
her across the room and out the door as she and the mother
exchanged increasingly loud curses before a bemused audience of
cops, doctors, nurses, orderlies and visitors.

“Shit, Tam,” he cursed, setting her down on
the pavement outside, but still holding her arm tightly. “Are you
ever going to learn a little diplomacy?”

“Fuck them, stupid old Chinese,” she snarled,
yanking her arm free.

He held the door open and half shoved her
into the passenger side of his car. “You gonna tell me what that
was about?”

She folded her arms across her chest as he
moved around and climbed in the drivers side.

“Well?”

“Well, they were blaming her for it, of
course, and encouraging her to kill herself.”

“They did what?” He stared at her in
surprise. “If that’s true it’s a crime.”

She shook her head impatiently. “Forget it.
They don’t say such things openly. They spoke of the great loss of
face and how business would be hurt, and the mother talked about
how such men couldn’t be hurt but should be haunted to the end of
their lives.”

“That doesn’t sound like suicide to me.”

‘No, I’m sure. But it would to a Chinese
girl. One of the traditions of suicide among Chinese women is to
kill themselves in the face of great injustice so they can haunt
the man who has harmed them.”

“Oh. Well then - .”

“Forget it. You’ll never get the girl to
testify. I’d have her under suicide watch, though.”

He nodded doubtfully.

“Drive me home, would you? I want to get out
of this.”

Nolan nodded and started the car. He was
quiet, as she had known he would be. Men tended to be uncomfortable
about talking about rape with women, as if they felt themselves
suspect or perhaps that the woman would be traumatized by the
topic.

In truth, Ming was not unduly upset at the
actual rape. Oh the violence had been cruel and brutal, but even
that held a certain glimmer of dark, nasty heat to a woman who had
long become absorbed in the gritty underside of sexuality. She was
more angry at the ignorance and fear of sex and the modern world
exhibited by the girl’s parents, and that the girl bought into it.
She was a bright, sexy young woman who had the world at her feet if
she only knew it. And yet she would contemplate killing herself
because she had lost her cherry and cost her face. Stupid!

Of course, if her family had ever found out
what had happened to her, well, she wasn’t sure what she would have
done at the time. Yet her shame had been at least partially defused
by the wonder of discovery she had experienced in the lewd and
exciting world of sexual pleasure. Her first rape had been an eye
opener in more ways than one. And nobody else had known about it.
That had been important.

She let Nolan drop her off and strode briskly
into the lobby of her apartment.

Bernie Robinson raised his eyes from the
newspaper as she entered, and she saw them widen appreciatively.
She couldn’t help grinning, enjoying, as she always did, how men
reacted to the sight of her.

“Ahh, good evening Miss Tam,” he said.

“Hi Bernie,” she said.

“On hooker patrol again?”

“John patrol, you mean,” she said with a
grin.

“I bet you caught a passel of `em.”

“I was reeling them in left and right,” she
said, passing his desk and heading for the elevators. “Men are so
cheap.”

“We are that. S’long as you got the right
bait,” he said with a big smile, his eyes never leaving her.

“Like my bait, Bernie?” she asked
teasingly.

“Oh yes, ma’am!”

She laughed and pushed the elevator for
twenty six, then backed up and looked up to the corner, blowing a
kiss at the camera there, knowing Bernie would be watching her. Not
only watching her, she guessed. He’d tell Joel when he came on at
midnight and probably show him the video.

I am so hot, she thought with a smug little
smile.

Ten minutes later she was in jeans, a tank
top, and tennis shoes heading back out. It was almost midnight, but
the night was still young as far as she was concerned and she had
the next day off. She took a cab downtown, then walked the last few
blocks. It wouldn’t do to have anyone make any connection between
where she lived and where she - sometimes - worked.

She showed her key to the doorman and he
stepped back a pace as she crossed the lobby. Seventy flights up
the polished glass doors on the elevator opened to the seductive
music and the recessed lighting of one of New York’s more exclusive
drinking clubs. The Pioneer Club was an all male, all white bastion
of old money. The yearly club fee was fifty thousand dollars, and
the cost of drinks and food hardly bore thinking about. Unless, of
course, you were rich enough that such sums were hardly worth
consideration.

The rug in the lobby was deep, plush red, the
walls gleaming mahogany. She passed the wide open door to the club
and went in through the employee entrance, and then down a back
hall to the dressing room.

“Li, you’re late,” Cheryl said.

“Almost late. That’s not the same thing,” she
replied.

“If you’re not on stage in five fucking
minutes it’ll be the same thing,” the older woman snapped.

‘So bitch at me then,” Ming said over her
shoulder, stripping off her tank top.

She stripped off her jeans and sneakers,
hurriedly brushed out her hair, then pulled it back into a pony
tail behind her. She opened her locker and took out her blouse and
long skirt, stuffed her feet into white socks, and then shrugged on
the shirt and blue skirt. Karen helped her put her shoes on while
she was fumbling in the locker for her glasses, then she snagged
her blouse and hurried around to the rear of the stage.

Dana came through the curtains, naked of
course, carrying her schoolgirl outfit and gave Ming the briefest
nod before Ming passed her by and strode out onto the stage.

The club was dimly lit, with small oak tables
circled by comfortable padded chairs. The rug was deep blue, the
walls dark oak. It was all very - tasteful, and even the music was
slower paced, and quieter than any of the strip clubs Ming had been
in.

But the principal was the same.

The music held a steady, no nonsense
drumbeat. And she all but marched across the stage, swinging her
hips in time to the music, frowning out into the all but invisible
audience, tossing her head arrogantly, sniffing in disdain as she
moved around the circular stage. At twenty-five, she had long
learned what turned people’s cranks, and was quite certain these
rich old men had seen plenty of snotty, oh so polite young
businesswomen in their time. And, of course, there was the Asian
thing, the mysterious oriental girl with her presumed chastity and
enthusiasm for hard work.

Oh yes, she had their attention as she made a
dance of head tosses, hair swinging and hip rolling, all with a
haughty look on her face.

And then the music changed and she flung back
her arms. Her blazer slipped quickly over her shoulders and down
her arms, and she swung her body, tossing it at the stage. Her hips
rolled more seductively now, and she ran her tongue across her
lower lip as she leered at them. She reached behind her and undid
the pony tail then, as she shook her hair out, tossed the plastic
glasses at the curtain.

She taunted them with each button she undid
down the front of her blouse, then, instead of removing it, let her
skirt slide down to her feet and stepped on the heel of her shoes
to kick free of them at the same time.

Now clad in the long white shirt and white
socks, she pranced girlishly around the stage, but not for long,
because Dana had just done the schoolgirl bit. She teased them but
half opening the shirt repeatedly, then, as she had done with the
blazer, threw her shoulders back and let it spill down her arms and
off. Now she was clad in just her tiny white lace thong and half
bra. She pranced about, then found the bar and swung around it. She
undid the bra and a shudder went through her as her breasts were
bared to the room, full and firm and a soft golden as the spotlight
followed her movements.

She backed against the bar, sliding her hands
slowly up her body, up through her black hair, then up the bar
behind her, arching her back, grinding her hips at them as she
looked seductively out at the audience. She twisted, grinding her
pelvis against the bar, feeling the cool steel sliding up between
her breasts as she sank down onto her knees, then onto her back,
rolling over on the stage.

She pushed her bottom up, then let it sink as
she pushed her front up, letting her body undulate before them. Her
heart pounded now as her pussy throbbed with growing power. She had
a small metal screw beneath her tongue - one she always had to be
careful not to swallow. Now she took it out without the audience
noting, and reached up the bar. Their eyes were on her bottom as
she swung it from side to side, and none noticed her fingers
inserting the small screw in a tiny hole in the bar.

She turned, waggling her tongue at them, then
turned again, jumping up and gripping the bar high, pulling her
body several feet into the air, then turning with much practised
ease and letting her head and shoulders drop down as she gripped
the bar between her legs and thighs. Now upside down, she squirmed
on the bar, letting her belly and thighs feel for the screw. She
found it, pushed herself up slightly, and hooked it beneath the
waistband of her thong.

Then slid slowly down the bar, letting the
screw peel her thong off as her hands reached the floor and her
body bowed back to slide along it.

Naked! She basked in the knowledge. She was
naked before a room filled with men, all of them staring at her.
She slowed her movements, rolling her hips, tossing her hair. The
fact she had no pubic hair made her feel even more exposed as she
strolled fluidly across the stage.

Oh if the guys at the station house could see
her now!

She slid to all fours, crawling, cat like,
towards the bowl like bath at the front of the stage. She let her
body slide over the rim and down into the curved plastic bottom as
the small jets of water sprayed up over her. She rolled over and
let her legs spread as the warm water flowed over her shoulders,
arching her back, and running her hands languorously over her
slick, wet skin.

She sat up, letting the lights play over her
wet, glistening body. She shook her head playfully, showering some
in the first row with water droplets, then rose on her knees,
caressing her body suggestively, rolling her hips. There was a
small plastic “stool” at the centre of the “tub” and she sat in it,
legs spread, head and hips rolling to the music, fingers moving
through her wet hair.

And then she was up out of the tub, strolling
along the stage, water dripping down her body. She reached the bar
again, removing the screw - so the next girl wouldn’t bitch -
letting her wet, naked body undulate, pushing her bottom out, then
twisting around to hold the bar against her back.

And then she was done, prancing across the
stage to the curtain amid the applause.

“Nice show,” Cheryl said, slapping her wet
bottom as she passed.

Ming yelped and gave a little jump, but only
glared as she took the towel Brandy tossed her and began to dry
off.

She had been working at the Pioneer club for
two years. She only worked a few hours a week, if that, enough to
safely exorcise the wild sex heat which built up in her body
without fear of getting a reputation among the people she worked
with. The club liked it as well. It wanted variety, but it wanted
people it could rely on for their discretion. She was a known
quality, and a nice change from the many blondes who pranced across
the stage.

“Room Nine,” Carol said. “Don’t bother to
dress.”

Ming snorted, and picked up a hair dryer. She
quickly and roughly dried her hair, brushing it back furiously as
the hot air howled.. She pulled on a thin, black silk dress which
fastened up the side, then hurried up the hall.

The only rule about contact with the members
was discretion.

She pushed open the door and dropped the
smile from her face.

His name was Carruthers. He did not want her
to smile. He wanted her to cry. The man was a racist and a pig and
she heartily disliked him. Yet he reminded her too much of the
British man who had taken her virginity, and a dark side of her
found her lower belly growing moist and heavy at the sight of him.
Her nipples were instantly erect against the thin dress, and she
dropped her eyes in pretended shame as he pushed the door closed
behind her.

“Hello, little slut,” he whispered, his hand
running over her body.

She did not reply, keeping her head downcast.
She knew he did not want her to talk.

“I’ve brought a friend for you,” he said.

This did cause her to look up, and she gasped
in surprise, not having seen the other man. He was very large, with
a shaven skull, a fat, squashed nose, enormous shoulders, and a gap
toothed grin. He was also blacker than her hair.

All in an instant she knew what Carruthers
intended. He would have the Black man take her, enjoying himself at
her presumed debasement. To a racist like him having a big Black
man take her wold be almost like seeing her being used by an
animal. In truth, there was something to that in her own culture,
for there was little respect for Blacks among Asians, and even
against her will she felt herself instinctively reacting to
that.

It would be degrading to let a black man have
her. She knew that was foolish but that was a simple fact of life
for a girl raised in Hong Kong, however sophisticated. And yet the
thought of giving herself to such degradation made the heat flare
within her. To be used by this man, this brute of a Black man,
while Carruthers watched - . She shuddered in helpless arousal.

But she did not show it. Instead she lowered
her eyes and shook her head, backing away.

The Black man moved behind her, and she
gasped as he gripped her hair and forced her head back.

“Gonna fuck you, bitch,” he breathed in her
ear.

Her hands instinctively reached up behind
her, grasping at his wrists, and he seized them, pinning them
together behind her head and easily holding them in place with one
hand, a hand which also tugged at her hair.

Her back arched, she moaned softly as
Carruthers sat to watch the show, her chest heaving as she stared
at him, as the Black man’s other hand came around her to run slowly
over her chest and knead her breasts.

He undid the clips at the side and the dress
came open to reveal her golden body. A bolt of raw lust ran up
Ming’s spine, and she barely kept herself from groaning aloud as
one of the Black man’s big hands slid up and down her body. His
hand was warm and rough.

He kneaded her breasts roughly and pinched
her nipples between his thumbs and fingers, then ran his hand down
between her legs, stroking a sausage like finger along the length
of her warm, moist sex.

He drew his hand back and pulled at her
dress, drawing it off her arms while shifting his grip to her
elbows. She groaned in pain as her shoulders were forced back, but
made no protest. She had never spoken to Carruthers, not a word. He
wanted it that way, and so did she.

The Black man produced a silk belt and Ming
felt the smooth material wrapped around her arms, forcing them back
harder. She felt the loop tighten, and moaned as her elbows pulled
back further and further, finally pressing together. The knot was
tightened, and then another loop went around her arms beneath her
elbows, firmly binding them together. A final loop went around her
wrists, joining her hands, and then he seized her hair, forcing her
head back roughly, turning her, bending his own body forward to
mouth her breasts.

She gasped softly, trembling in his powerful
grip as his lips moved over her breasts, his tongue lapping wetly
at nipples which crackled with sexual electricity, his teeth
digging into her flesh as he sucked hungrily.

He picked her up as though she weighed
nothing and threw her onto the bed. He strode forward, peeling off
his shirt, then shoving down his pants. He was enormous, she saw,
with wide, excited eyes. But of course, Carruthers would have
insisted on that to whomever he had hired the man from.

The Black man grinned lewdly at her as he
moved to the edge of the bed. He gripped her thighs, his enormous
hands all but encircling her legs, and forced them casually and
painfully wide, exposing the narrow slit of her sex.

“Goin’ fuck you, bitch!” he spat in an accent
she was sure was for Carruthers benefit.

That almost made her giggle, thinking of the
way she put on accents at times.

There was something obscenely degrading about
the two of them performing this filthy act for the benefit of the
old racist. Yet despite her indignation at the thought it only made
her more aroused, and she let her body tremble as she looked at the
man, gasping as she saw the size of the cock he pressed against
her.

Yet his cock glistened, and she knew he had
oiled it, and as he rubbed the head along her pink flesh she felt a
sense of relief and renewed heat, grunting as he pressed himself
against her, as her pubic lips spread wider and began to ache at
the pressure.

“Fucking bastard old racist,” she gasped in
Cantonese.

The cock pushed into her, and she groaned
aloud as her sex lips strained to envelope the mighty girth of it.
She felt it pushing deeper, sliding slowly in and out as the man
worked her pussy open. The oil helped, as did the sex heat filling
her, but he was still enormous, and she was a slender woman who had
never borne children. The pain threatened to overwhelm the pleasure
and heat for a time, but as he worked himself deeper it began to
fade, and then there was only the heat.

Carruthers watched with obvious vindictive
excitement, and her mind burned with shame and excitement that she
would let him so degrade her. The Black man’s cock continued to
pump slowly as he worked himself even deeper, and she felt herself
cramping and aching as the head of his uncircumcized cock drove to
the very limit of her elastic pussy - and continued.

“Oh fuck!” she gasped in Cantonese. “Fucking
old pervert. You only wish you had a cock like this!” she
gasped.

She rolled her head to stare at him, knowing
he would like the sight of her spitting insults at him - so long as
he didn’t understand them.

“Bastard! You can’t fuck a girl properly, can
you!” she gasped. “Tiny cocked white man!”

She groaned again, twisting and writhing as
the Black man thrust himself mercilessly up into her body. Did he
know it was an act, she wondered, or did he simply not care? She
was bound tightly, completely at their mercy. They could do
anything they wanted, hurt her, and she could not protect
herself.

The thoughts were like oil on the flames
consuming her body, and her back arched helplessly as the Black man
finally buried the last of his mighty cock inside her quivering
belly.

“Yes! Fuck her! Pound her!” Carruthers
growled.

He didn’t, which led her to believe he was
much more than the dull street thug he was pretending to be.
Instead he lifted her upwards. His big hands still held her thighs
in a tight grip, and he pulled on them, holding them wide, raising
her hips and bottom up off the mattress, forcing her slowly up and
down on his cock, displaying his strength and power and her
helplessness.

He began to move more quickly as her sex
adjusted to the size of him, and then he slid forward atop her, all
but covering her body with his, her legs sticking out helplessly to
either side as she groaned under the heavy, male weight, his musk
in her nose, his breath against her cheeks as he began to thrust
more sharply.

The thrusting made her ache, but in a
delicious, terrible way. She gasped and groaned with every hard
thrust, with the sharp, bruising ache of his cock as it punched at
her insides. His hands moved through her hair and forced her head
back, his big mouth coming down on hers, his tongue thrusting into
her mouth as his hips began to work faster and faster.

She responded with helpless lust, her tongue
pushing up against his, the two of them twining together as his
muscled bottom rose and fell faster and faster and she was battered
beneath him.

Her gasps rose to soft cries of pain and
pleasure, his cock pounding her in a gloriously brutal manner.

He drew back, panting, eyes dark with hunger.
His hands moved roughly over her body, kneading and squeezing her
breasts, then down onto her thighs, forcing them painfully wide,
turning her body slightly so Carruthers could have a better view.
And then he resumed his hard stroking, kneeling between her legs,
holding his body off hers by pressing down on her thighs, his cock
slicing back and forth through her aching pussy lips as an excited
Carruthers looked on.

There was a freedom in being able to speak
without anyone hearing. Oh they could hear the words, of course,
but they would know nothing of what she said.

“So good!” she gasped. “Oh fuck! Oh fuck it
hurts! Oh God it’s so deep! Fuck Carruthers, you bastard! Fuck me,
negro! Ram it into me! Kill me with your giant Black cock!”

Her head thrashed and twisted from side to
side, her hair spilling back and forth over her face as she gasped
and moaned and writhed to the hard pounding. She would be bruised
tomorrow, would find it hard to walk straight, but for now it
didn’t matter. All that mattered was the glorious fucking she was
being given.

“Ahh, fucking hell!” she gasped, her insides
both aching and burning. “Fucking Hagwei! Rape me, Hakui so the
Gwai Lo can feel like a man!”

Neither would understand the derogatory
Cantonese terms for Blacks and Whites, yet it was wild and
thrilling and daring to shout them into their faces. She clenched
her teeth and arched her back violently, then cried out as she
came, her insides battered and bruised, flaming around the hard
black cock pounding up into her belly.

The Black man’s hands tightened on her thighs
and he forced them up and then back, jamming her knees against the
mattress on either side of her chest, leaning his body in as he
continued to hammer himself against her, his cock like a spear
driving painfully deep into her sex.

She stared up at him through glassy eyes,
still shuddering and writhing to the power of the orgasm twisting
through her mind and body. He leered, forcing her legs back still
farther, gripping them behind the knees, then sliding them down to
her ankles. He leaned over her, his heavy body forcing her feet
back over her shoulders, back against the sides of her ears.

And then he began slam his body down against
her with seeming total abandon. Carruthers punching his fists
enthusiastically into the air before him as the heavily muscled man
crushed the slender girl beneath him, her endless gasping warbling
groans and cries filling the air as the bed creaked beneath
them.

“You like that nigger cock, baby!?” the Black
man gasped. “Fuckin chink!”

He lowered his mouth to hers, biting at her
lips and tongue, thrusting his tongue into her mouth as his hips
hammered wildly down against her upraised bottom.

The orgasm which had been spiralling
downwards exploded anew. Ming had only a moment to realize, with a
dazed delight, that for one of the few times in her life she was
going to experience multiple orgasms, when her mind was shattered
by the concussion force of sensory overload screaming through her
mind. It shook her like a rag doll, and the white hot fire of
orgasmic pleasure burned through her blood and bone and sinews,
soaring, falling, then soaring again.

She groaned weakly, her glazed eyes
fluttering through the screen of her own hair as the Black man drew
back. She lay exhausted on the bed, chest heaving, skin gleaming
with sweat, bruised and battered and dazed, her legs spread
wide.

“Did you like that gentle love making, my
dear?” Carruthers asked in smug delight.

“Gwai Lo,” she panted.

“I’m sure that’s not very complimentary,” he
said with a chuckle.

“It’s Chinese for white nigger,” the Black
man said. “Or the equivalent.”

“Do tell?” Carruthers seemed amused.

“Those other things, Hagwei, Hakui, they’re
just plain old nigger.”

Ming squirmed in embarrassment as the man
looked down at her, gasping as he grasped her hair and half dragged
her out of the bed to stumble on her knees at his feet.

“Well, how rude of the young lady,”
Carruthers said. “I’m sure you’d be justified in punishing her for
her harsh words.”

“You think so?”

He lifted her arms up high behind her,
forcing Ming to bend deeply, gasping as her shoulders ached.

“Maybe you’re right.”

The room was fully equipped for any kind of
activity the members might choose to engage in, and that included
the thin chain the Black man clipped to the silk binding her
wrists, and the ring in the roof he slid the chain through to force
her arms up even higher and hold her in position.

Ming hadn’t bargained on this, and panted
wildly as the man took a long, thin quirt from a cupboard and swung
it back and forth several times. She did not like pain, and did not
normally accept it from any of the men who purchased her services.
Yet such was her embarrassment and discomfort at her own racist
words being discovered she did not feel able to protest. She had
been so overcome by the man’s act that she had been sure he was an
ignorant thug who could not possibly know anything about her
language.

Carruthers smirked at her as he rose and
moved before her. Ming’s head hung low, her tangled hair a curtain
around her face. He slipped his fingers through her silken hair and
then yanked it up, lifting her head. She cried out in pain, but an
instant later he thrust his cock through her open lips and over her
tongue.

“Suck,” he growled.

A shudder passed through her body. It was
like old times; helpless, used, and who knew what they would do to
her?

She heard the quirt cut through the air, then
felt the Black man’s hand moving over her bottom. An instant later
she heard it again, and her eyes bulged, her body jerking forward
as she screamed into Carruthers’ cock. The quirt sliced across her
bottom with stinging pain, and her feet danced awkwardly on the rug
as Carruthers drove his cock forward.

Her tongue spasmed like a butterfly against
his cock as Carruthers pushed deeper into her mouth, and she gagged
and choked as the head pushed against the back of her throat.
Another stinging bow from behind made her cry out, the sound
heavily muffled around the cock filling her mouth. Her breasts
wobbled and shook beneath her, and Carruthers reached down to
roughly fondle and squeeze one before returning the hand to her
hair.

Another slice of the quirt across her
helpless bottom sent pain ripping through her body. At the same
time Carruthers gripped her hair in two tight fists, one to either
side of her head, and luged forward. She gagged briefly as the
spongy head of his cock slid across the little gag thingee at the
entrance to her throat, but the sharp, stinging pain from behind
momentarily distracted her as he head popped past and the shaft
began to follow.

Because of the position of her head his cock
had a straight line right down her throat, and Ming stared in shock
at the sight of it sliding forward into her mouth. Her throat felt
completely blocked, bulging out uncomfortably as the spongy head
slid deeper and the shaft made the slick, narrow tube strain and
stretch.

And then her face was being ground into his
groin, her nose crushed against his flabby belly as he pushed the
last of his cock through her lips. A part of her was filled with
shocked, heady excitement at taking his entire cock down her throat
even as she fought to control her body’s instinctive responses.
More sharp, stinging blows across her bottom helped to distract her
as Carruthers ground her face into his pelvis, fingers tight
against her scalp, twisting painfully at her hair.

His cock drew back, and her eyes became
crossed as she tried to focus on the glistening, spit wet shaft
sliding out of her mouth, watching in dazed amazement as more and
more of it appeared, knowing it had all been in her throat.

It pulled free and she coughed and gulped in
air as saliva dribbled out of her mouth. He chuckled in amusement,
rubbing the spit wet cock over her face as he held her head steady.
Another blow from behind made her cry out, and he seized on the
distraction to thrust his cock back into her mouth. He jabbed it
against the insides of her cheeks several times, toying with her,
then at another blow thrust it firmly into her throat and buried it
in a single long stroke.

Then he began to thrust, pumping his cock up
and down in her throat. The Black man gave her bottom a final
painful stroke of the quirt, then threw it down and stepped closer
behind her. She groaned soundlessly as his hands gripped her thighs
and forced them wider. This put more pressure on her aching
shoulders as her arms threatened to tear loose of their
sockets.

He had obviously become aroused by lashing
her bottom, for she felt his erection thrusting up into her sex
once again, thick and hard and long as it drove deep into her gut
and began to pump, to match strokes with Carruthers. She felt his
hands beneath her, enveloping her breasts, squeezing them up
against her ribs, fingers digging painfully hard into the tender
flesh as he began to hammer himself into her from behind.

“The little chink has a tight cunt,” he
said.

“Then use it,” Carruthers grunted, pumping
steadily in her throat.

Black dots began to sparkle before Ming’s
eyes as her chest burned from lack of oxygen. Her eyes began to
flutter and she swayed between them, but then Carruthers pulled his
cock free and she coughed violently and gulped in deep breaths of
air, gasping and moaning as her body was rocked by the violent
impact of the Black man’s hips against her bottom.

She almost didn’t notice it when Carruthers,
pumping his fist over his cock, sprayed his juices over her
face.

He stepped back, panting, and the Black man
seized her hair, yanking it up and back painfully as he redoubled
his efforts. Her entire body was shaking violently as he pounded
himself against her, and she cried out repeatedly as his thick cock
punched deep into her belly.

“You like that, bitch?” he growled in
Cantonese. “You like that nigger cock up your tight chink
cunt?”

Ming could only gurgle and moan, the flames
of sexual heat licking at her mind as her eyes rolled back and she
came again, the world all but disappearing under a shattering haze
of sensory bliss.
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Except for the large gold buttons running
down the front of her vest she was dressed very presentably that
morning. The black trousers were tight, but the blazer hung to her
thighs, disguising that somewhat. If it weren’t for the
exceptionally high collar of her yellow silk blouse, and that the
buttons - those above the vest anyway - were undone, giving
tantalizing glimpses of a lacy black bra Nolan would have had
nothing to complain about.

And that just wouldn’t have been right.

“Her father, and all the other shopkeepers on
that block have been paying protection to the Sun Yee triad for the
last several years,” she said. “But the Sun Yee have had a falling
out with the Gam Dong society which controls that territory. They
are no longer affiliated with it and the Gam Dong has told the
shopkeepers to no longer pay them.”

“I’m confused,” Martin said, slouching on one
of the chairs.

“What else is new?” she sniffed.

“Tam,” Nolan growled.

“The Sun Yee are just a criminal gang like
most others. Most triads are little more than street gangs with a
loose organizational structure. Vicious ones, though. The Gam Dong
are a Tong, much more organized crime, much older, more established
gangsters. They are usually above common street violence. They
leave that to the Triads.” She made a face. “It’s not exact but you
can think of the Triads as sort of junior sports teams affiliated
with a major league team. The Tong provides them with a place to
play and pay some of the bills. The Triad collects money for them,
and act as enforcers.”

“Okay, so the Tong decided this group wasn’t
good enough and booted them out of their turf. But the Triads, what
did you call them, Sun Yee? They decided not to go.”

“Yes.”

“Isn’t that going to get messy?”

She sniffed. “Very soon. The Tong must have
another group they intend to take over, one which is more reliable,
perhaps. The fighting will be between these two Triad gangs.”

“Why doesn’t the Triad just attack the
Tong?”

She raised her eyebrows. “That would be
rude.”

“Oh, of course. Excuse me.”

“And they’d lose. The Tong are larger, more
organized, as I said. They have better access to weapons and much
more money. The Triad might control a few blocks, the Tong half the
borough.”

“So why don’t they just leave?”

She shrugged. “They stupid, maybe? Their
leader thinks he got big balls. Maybe he hopes to impress someone
else.”

“So how do we find the people who assaulted
the Leung girl?”

“Dunno,” she said, running a hand through her
long, loose hair. “They probably be dead soon anyhow.”

“Who runs this Triad?”

“Probably Thanh Tuehl. Hard to be sure. He’s
in prison but I think he’s still running things.”

“Maybe you should go talk to him.”

She made a face. “He not a nice boy. Will be
very rude discussion.”

“Is there anything we can offer him, any way
to influence him?”

She shook her head.

“What about threatening him?”

“He thinks he got big balls. Threats not
going to help much. The Tong probably kill him soon and then
problem over.”

“We don’t wait for the Chinese mafia to do
our work for us, Tam,” he snapped.

“Works good, though. What they call Self
Cleaning Oven in Los Angeles.”

“There’s no way this girl will testify?”

She sniffed. “No how, no chance, no way.”

“Well, someone must be running things on the
street. Go and see if you can find out who and talk to them. Maybe
if they’re fighting for survival they’ll be willing to roll over on
the Tong leader.”

She rolled her eyes but shrugged. “You the
boss man.”

“And take Butler with you.”

“Oh come on!”

“Do it, Tam!”

“Chinese won’t talk around White people!”

“You’re putting two girls on this?” Martin
asked, making a face.

She stomped her foot resentfully and glared
at Martin. “You keep big lips closed.”

“I can tell you what you can do with your
lips, honey,” he replied.

“Both of you shut the fuck up and get
out.”

* * * * *

Leah Butler was a nice enough woman, Ming
thought. But she was so white it was painful. Her skin was almost
milky white and her hair was a very light shade of blonde done in a
soft pageboy style so that it curled slightly inward beneath her
jaw. She was half a dozen years older and half a dozen inches
shorter than Ming, but with an athletic body and a very, very
businesslike attitude. She was also reputedly gay, but who knew if
that were true. She hadn’t bothered to either confirm or deny it,
and those kinds of rumours were given to most women on the job,
unless they were married with children or total and obvious
sluts.

Of course, it occurred to Ming that by most
any standards at all she was a total slut. But she had long since
come to terms with it. She felt no guilt over her sexual hungers,
only being careful to keep her sex life discrete. No doubt Nolan
and even Martin would be astounded if they knew that she regularly
worked as a stripper and prostitute at a very high end mens’
club.

She was comfortable with the stripping, but
didn’t like to think of it as prostitution. She was letting wealthy
men like Carruthers pay her a great deal of money to do things she
wanted to do anyway. Of course, she didn’t normally engage in
anything quite so nasty as what had happened the other night. The
appearance of the Black man had been a surprise, and had broken the
accepted, acknowledged rules, as had the use of the quirt on her
still slightly sore bottom.

But the experience had been so - so hot, she
forgave him. She was still sore down there, and still had bruises
on her breasts, arms and thighs. Though at least the lines on her
bottom had faded nicely.

Everyone inside turned to stare as they
pushed through the door of the Ding Wan restaurant, all eyes on
Butler as she looked warily around. For her part Ming had eyes only
for the corner table, where to her surprise she saw the girl Li
sitting meekly between two lounging young men in flowery shirts.
The girl was wearing a tight, high collared, red silk Chinese style
dress which was very tight across the chest and thin enough to know
the girl had no bra beneath.

It only took her a moment to understand why,
and it made her no less angry. The same sort of thing still
happened in rural China, where young women would be kidnapped and
raped, and then have little choice but to marry their rapist, for
no one else would have them, including their family. Entire
extended families would get involved in planning such kidnappings,
for China’s one child policy had led to a growing deficit in
marriageable women.

The boy on her right had an arm possessively
across Li’s shoulder, a sulky look on his face as Ming and Butler
walked up to him.

“I’m sorry to see you here, Li,” she said in
English.

The girl continued to stare at the table.

“We’re looking for the street leader of the
Sun Yee,” Butler said.

No one responded.

“We can always bring you downtown if you
prefer,” Butler said with a frown.

“And maybe there you suck my cock,” the
sloucher said in Cantonese.

“What did he say?” Butler demanded.

Ming made an instant decision that it would
do little good to tell her.

‘He says he doesn’t speak English.”

The man smirked at her. “Is she a prostitute?
Did you bring her here to sell to me?” he asked her. “Tell her to
take her clothes off and I’ll see if she has a nice body.”

“You’re pretty smart mouthed for someone who
has so little time left to live,” she replied.

“Then I better enjoy it while I can,” he
said, pulling Li’s body in closer to his, letting his hand slide
down onto her breast.

“Who speaks for Thanh Tuehl?” she
demanded.

“I do,” he said with an insolent look.”

“This one claims to speak for Thanh Tuehl,”
she told Butler.

It was evident the blonde woman did not know
who Li was, and for the moment Ming was disinclined to tell her,
for to do so was to admit how backward so many of her people were
about sex.

She pulled out a chair and sat down, which
was inexcusably rude but clearly demonstrated her contempt for
them. They could have no doubt who they were and so while frowning
they did nothing as Butler sat down in turn.

“You have nice tits,” the boy said. “I could
make good money from you.”

“You could if the Tong let you, which they
wouldn’t.”

They all glared. “That for the Gam Dong!” he
said, making an obscene gesture.

“He’s expressing his opinion of the Gam Dong
who control this area,” she said to Butler.

“I control this area!” he snapped.

“He thinks he controls this area. He’s either
very stupid or very arrogant or both,” she said.

She doubted he actually lacked English, and
was certain a moment later as his eyes hardened.

“You think you hide behind that badge,” he
said, pointing a finger at her. “Maybe you should ask her how it
feels to defy the Sun Yee! When she insulted us we closed her mouth
with cock meat!”

The others laughed as he openly fondled the
shamed young woman’s breast.

“Who’s the girl?” Butler asked, staring.

“She likes my little cherry blossom, eh?” he
said, grinning at her. “Maybe she’d like to taste her, eh? I sell
her to men and woman. I am for equal opportunity. Two hundred
dollars and she can take her into a back room.”

“He’s offering to rent her to you as a
prostitute.”

“Really?” her eyes narrowed and she looked
the girl over carefully. “She’s a very pretty girl.”

“She likes, eh?” the man chortled. “She has
fine, soft breasts, hardly sucked at all. Two hundred dollars and
she’s yours for the afternoon.”

“He says two hundred dollars.”

“And the girl is his to rent?”

“She asks if the girl belongs to you, if she
will do what you ask.”

He snorted and gripped Li’s hair, yanking her
head back. She gasped in pain but made no effort to resist.

“She is mine,” he said arrogantly he said,
forgetting he wasn’t supposed to speak English. “You like her huh?
I thought you were like that when I saw you. You getting bored of
your little banana here,” he sneered, pointing at Ming. “This one
doesn’t know hot lick pussy yet but you can show her.”

Butler smiled and opened her purse, then took
out some money and tossed it on the table.

The gang around them laughed. “Have her come
around here.”

Still laughing, they pushed Li up from her
chair, and the reluctant, embarrassed young woman shuffled around
the table to sit next to Butler. The blonde woman put an arm around
her and pulled her in tighter, then licked lightly at the underside
of her earlobe. “You and me are going to have fun, honey.”

Li squirmed, looked across at the man who had
sold her and then dropped her eyes in shame.

“We rent rooms upstairs,” he said,
snickering.

“That’s okay. I won’t need one. You’re under
arrest.”

His eyes narrowed. “What?”

She shook her head. “I’ve seen stupid
criminals before, but never had one try to sell a prostitute to
me.”

“Only renting her,” he growled.

“That’s called pimping. Weren’t you aware
that was illegal?”

The two men jumped to their feet but Ming and
Butler rose as well, both producing guns.

“Let’s go, pimp boy,” Butler said with a
grin.

“You fucking bitch!”

“He was just kidding,” one of the others
said.

“With my money in his pocket? Uh huh.”

Butler pushed Li away and grabbed the man by
the arm, yanking him forward, thrusting the gun into his chest. “Go
ahead. Resist arrest,” she said.

He glared at her, then at Ming. “Fucking slut
queers,” he hissed.

“And we love you too,” Butler said
sweetly.

* * * * *

They brought the boy - his name was Shen, and
Li back to the station

The ride back was noisy, to say the least. He
was furious, and continued to rage and yell at them, making
sexually obscene threats in both English and Cantonese. Nor did he
exempt Li, who he arrogantly blamed for his plight.

“Fucking whore!” he snarled at her. “Next
time I shove the bat up your asshole as well as your pussy! Wait
till we get back. I take you to Harlem and sell you to the
monkeys!”

Butler frowned, looking at Li sitting with
her eyes downcast beside her in the front seat.

“This girl, she isn’t - .”

“Yes, she’s the one from the other day,” Ming
sighed.

“What is she doing with this character?”

“Old style Chinese are very big on virginity
and shit,” she said tiredly. “The girl’s family is ashamed of her,
her neighbours won’t talk to her. She is dirt to them. No man will
want her who knows, so she has gone to these because they were the
ones who did it and so will take her in.”

“I don’t believe it,” Butler said in
shock.

“It’s true. Stuff like this happens in rural
China all the time.”

“She is nothing but trouble, “ Shen spat,
“Nothing but bad luck to everyone near her!”

Irritated, Ming jabbed him hard in the ribs
and he gasped in pain, coughing and shutting up.

Butler glanced back and forth from the road
ahead to the silent Li.

“I take it Chinese women are submissive,” she
said.

“I’m afraid so,” Ming said. “Though not all
are.” She glared at Shen.

* * * * *

At the station, Butler took Li off somewhere
while she booked Shen. Since they knew he spoke English Nolan and
Martin sat him down in an interview room and tried to bargain with
him. He was having none of it, however, and refused to speak
English. Which, Ming reflected, was just as well given what she
could hear him saying as she watched from behind the one way
glass.

“Being a pimp is the lowest form of life;
they’re the cockroaches in prison,” Martin said, leaning over the
table menacingly.

“Maybe you like to suck my cock,” Shen said
pleasantly.

“We know you speak English, boy.”

“I know you like little boys, white man.”

“What do you want, Shen?” Nolan demanded. “We
can work something out.”

“Send me the big titted Chinese girl and let
me fuck her up the asshole,” Shen replied, again in Cantonese.

“Sooner or later you’re going to have to talk
to us.”

“She has a really nice ass. Did you see it. I
bet you watch it all the time, hey? I bet you want to fuck her in
the ass too. Give her to me and I’ll train her for you.”

“You want to bring Tam in here?” Martin
asked.

“Yeah, bring her here so can bend her over
and fuck her!”

“He speaks English. He just thinks he’s being
smart. Maybe he’ll still think that when he’s at Rykers being butt
fucked by some big Black guy.”

He grinned down at Shen. “They really like
those slender young boys with the soft, hairless bodies.”

“I bet you like them too!” Shen snapped in
English.

“Nah, not my type. You ready to talk sense
now?”

“Sure. I talk sense. What you want?”

“We could help each other out,” Nolan said.
“You help us take down the Gam Dong and you get a free ride. Maybe
we can even get your leader out of prison.”

Shen snorted and looked away.

“If you want, of course.”

Behind the glass, Ming was irritated. It was
clear they had little interest in trying to prosecute him for the
brutal rape and beating of Li, especially now that they had
discovered she had given herself to the Triad. It was simply beyond
their understanding how the girl could have been anything but a
whore to do such a thing, and so they had instinctively shrugged
off the attack as less important given their chance to get some of
the higher ranking Chinese gangsters.

They did not understand, she told herself,
that Li had been a very ordinary young girl and almost certainly a
virgin before the attack, but that her status had now dropped so
low in the eyes of her family and peers that she considered herself
worse than vermin. It wasn’t just that she saw her world gone, that
she saw no life for herself now. Most probably she was also
punishing herself by giving herself to the Triad, feeling she
deserved whatever they did to her.

It was very sad, and she hated the smirking,
arrogant young man for being responsible for it, but to the white
cops the rape of a girl who had almost immediately gone to live
with her rapist was small time compared to organized crime.

“You do that and maybe I help you,” Shen
said. “On one condition.”

“What’s that?” Martin demanded.

“That Chinese detective, what’s her
name?”

“Tam?” Nolan said suspiciously.

“Yeah, Tam. You have her come in here and
suck my cock. Then I’ll give you what you want.”

“I don’t have a problem with that,” Martin
said with a grin.

“You’re a very brave man, Shen,” Nolan
replied. “Because if I told her to do that and she actually did it
- well, have you seen what great shape her teeth are in?”

Martin snickered. “He means she’d bite your
little prick off you little prick.”

* * * * *

Ming shook her head in disgust and left the
observation room, looking for Butler. She wanted to talk to Li.
Perhaps she could convince the girl there was more to her life than
working as a prostitute for the likes of Shen.

She couldn’t find Li or Butler. The door of
the other observation room was locked, which was very unusual. She
hadn’t even known they had locks. Nor did she know who would have
the keys. The desk sergeant found a key which he said was to one of
the observation rooms, but he couldn’t remember which. He thought
they might all have the same key, though, so she tried it, and it
worked.

She eased aside the curtain to the interview
room and blinked in surprise. Li was on her knees in front of
Butler, who was patting her head like a dog.

“Now get down on all fours,” Butler ordered.
“Now!”

Her voice lashed out and the girl obeyed,
kneeling awkwardly on hands and knees.

“Crawl.”

Li crawled hesitantly along the floor towards
the wall.

“See that dirt down along the baseboard? Lick
it off! Now, slut!”

Ming’s mouth opened in outrage, but she was
so shocked she continued to watch as young Li bent her swan like
neck downwards and then licked lightly along the baseboard.

Butler’s foot came down on the back of her
neck and jammed her face down hard.

“When I say lick I want to see some effort
put into it, slut!”

Ming shook her head in bewilderment, outrage,
and the beginnings of arousal. What on Earth was Butler
doing?!”

Li licked frantically along the baseboard,
and Butler eased her foot back.

“Stand,” she barked, her voice sounding to
Ming like the drill sergeant from a distantly remembered police
training centre.

Li stood up quickly.

“Head straight! Shoulders back! Chest
out!”

Ming obeyed as butler looked at her.

“On your knees. Now!”

Li slid bonelessly down to her knees.

“Sit back on your heels, slut. Spread your
knees wide.”

Ming shook her head, her lower belly starting
to throb. She’d never really had much interest in women as sexual
partners, but the scene was darkly arousing. Li must have been a
submissive “good girl” before she had been raped and brutalized.
Now that she was filled with self loathing and all her pride had
been shattered she was little more than a puppet for whomever
wished to pull her strings.

“Put your head against the floor,” Butler
barked.

The girl, her face anxious, leaned forward
obediently.

“Raise your ass higher, slut!”

She must have heard that word a lot lately,
Ming thought in sympathy, but the girl obeyed, her face against the
floor, arms beneath her, bottom raised high.

“Do you know that your friend Shen keeps
saying he’s going to sell you to a Black pimp up in Harlem?” Butler
asked. “Do you want me to take you instead?”

Li didn’t answer.

“Stand up!”

Li hurriedly got to her feet, standing with
her head up, shoulders back and chest out.

“I asked a question, slut!” Butler growled,
her face in close beside Li.

“Do you want to be a fuck toy to every
unwashed Black body in Harlem for the next ten years?”

“No,” the girl whispered anxiously.

“I will take care of you if you’re a good,
obedient little girl,” Butler said, gently brushing the bangs back
from Li’s forehead. “Would you like that?”

Li started to drop her eyes in embarrassment
but Butler gripped her hair and forced her head up.

“I asked you a question.”

“I-I... yes,” Li gasped.

“Yes, mistress,” Butler said.

“Yes, mistress!”

“You’re going to be a good, obedient little
girl, aren’t you?”

“Say it!”

“I-I be good girl, Miss,” Li panted, tears
filling her eyes as Butler twisted her hair.

Butler gazed at her, then down at her
breasts, so obvious through the thin, tight dress. She put a hand
onto Li’s fluttering stomach, then let it glide upwards, gently
stroking and circling Li’s breasts.

“Men are so mean and cruel,” Butler said, her
voice low and almost hypnotic. “I’ll be much nicer to you, pretty
Li, and I’ll teach you how to enjoy your body properly.”

Well, there certainly wasn’t much doubt about
whether Butler was gay or not now.

* * * * *

Her apartment was small but in a very nice
building. The carpet and drapes were a deep green and the furniture
was black leather. An aquarium more than six feet long filled most
of the left wall its light reflecting off the water and filling the
room with a soft glow as she stepped inside. Her thumb flipped the
switch by the door and soft golden lights spilled out from behind
the sofa.

She crossed the room quickly, tiredly
stripping, kicking her shoes into the closet and tossing her
clothes onto the bed. She still had her thong on when a massive arm
appeared from behind her and slid around her chest. She was yanked
back hard against a powerful body and as she opened her mouth to
scream a round rubber ball was shoved violently into her mouth. An
instant later she was swung around and shoved hard against the
wall, and then a blindfold slid over her eyes.

She almost got a hand free when that was
done, but then they were both pulled back and forward. She felt
something a soft rope, already looped, slip around her wriggling
hands and then tightening around her wrists, pinching them
together. The rope looped repeatedly and quickly around them, then
tightened again before pulling back.

Her body was lifted, carried backwards, and
then released. She twisted violently, but found her wrists bound
tightly above her, held in place, the rope tied somehow above her.
Her heard pounded violently and she twisted and writhed, kicking
out viciously in all directions, hoping to catch her attacker
unaware.

There was nothing. No sound. No movement. She
went still, listening, trying to hear above the blood roaring in
her ears. Was it Shen’s gang? The Tong? Some stranger? A
rapist?

Whoever it was he’d been very big, and she
had a sudden foreboding, a memory from the night before last, when
she’d been violently used by another large man.

But surely he couldn’t even know her name,
much less where she lived! And he’d only been a hireling, much as
she had.

She heard a sound, and her left ankle was
gripped tightly and yanked out from under her. That made kicking
with her other foot impractical, to say the least, for that would
leave her hanging by her wrists from the rope.

She felt rope wrapped around her bare ankle,
then it was released - but not. Her foot was tied down. An instant
later her other ankle was trapped, and forced apart, and similarly
bound. With both feet spread apart the rope overhead cut into her
writs painfully, and she was forced to rise onto the balls of her
feet to ease the pain.

Nothing happened for long minutes. Then she
was startled at a tongue sliding gently over her left nipple,
lapping languidly at it, then lips pressing in around it and
sucking. A moment later she felt a long, slick finger pressing
against her sex, sliding slowly up and down.

It was him. She knew she would recognize that
finger anywhere. Much of her fear seeped away, for fear of the
unknown was always the worst. Some of the shame she had been
feeling eased, as well, for he had already seen her naked, and she
him. It was not a stranger staring at her bare breasts and
bottom.

Though he was a stranger.

She had never learned his name, though
evidently he knew at least some Cantonese. How had he found her?
And what did he intend to do with her? Was he still working for
Carruthers?

She felt his hands moving slowly over her
body, caressing her flesh, cupping and kneading her breasts, then
rolling her nipples between his fingers. She felt his mouth against
her breast, sucking rhythmically, his teeth biting softly into her
flesh a she sucked. She twisted furiously, at first, trying to pull
free of the ropes, but it quickly became clear they were very
firmly tied and she eased her struggling, angrily accepting that
she could do nothing until he untied her.

And then she felt a sudden chill. For what
could she do then? Arrest him? That wasn’t possible. Arresting him
would let the department know about her little extracurricular
activities at the Pioneer Club, and she would be finished.

Her nipples were hard, hot and aching as he
sucked at them, his fat tongue circling and lapping against them.
She ground her teeth into the ball gag he had shoved into her
mouth, enraged now as she realized there was virtually nothing she
could do even to punish him, unless she killed him, which, she
thought, it might come to.

His mouth moved from one breast to the other,
his fingers continually kneading her soft, soft, sensitive flesh as
he took his time working them over. He repeatedly kissed and
mouthed and licked at and sucked each nipple until they were rigid
and straining, until they quivered with raw sensations and her
breasts throbbed.

Then he began to slide downwards, his tongue
moving down along the line of her breastbone, down over her belly,
circling her naval and dipping inside, then dropping lower, his
hands cupping her buttocks know, big fingers kneading the soft
flesh as his tongue traced a line up and down to either side of her
narrow sex.

His fingers left her buttocks and she felt
them gently spreading the lips of her sex as his tongue began to
probe her slit. It glided up and down along either side, and then
dipped gently into her entrance before skating higher and circling
her clit - which, she noted with frustration and embarrassment, was
quiveringly aroused. His fingers pushed into her body, pumping
slowly in and out, twisting from side to side as he kissed her
clitoris.

It was impossible to deny the physical
pleasure of what he was doing. What was worse, this was too
reminiscent of her first sexual experience, the one which had set
the tone for her life, for her dark desires, and so just as her
body began to give way to his talented tongue and fingers so to did
her mind begin to soften and her anger melt away in the face of the
hunger he was forcing upon her body.

She hated him for doing it, but could not
resist, and when his tongue lapped across her trembling clitoris
her head fell back as she groaned into the gag. Her entire lower
body was thrumming with sex heat, and it was becoming harder to
keep her hips still, to stop herself from thrusting her sex forward
against his face.

Ming was, she told herself, a cosmopolitan
woman of the world, not backward in her outlook about Blacks like
most of the people of Asia. For the fact was that most Asians
regarded Blacks as savages and worse. The term “ape” was common
among them. It was the racism of ignorance and arrogance, and it
was endemic in Hong Kong as it was in China. And yet even while she
considered herself above, even while she acknowledged the
backwardness and wrongness of that kind of mentality that was still
the way she was raised.

As such her mind told her that the man before
her was probably as cultured and civilized as she was, but deep
within her was a the dark, wicked thought that she was being
sexually mauled by an ape, an ape man, perhaps, but a wild, carnal
savage barely above the level of an animal all the same. She
remembered his huge size and forbidding demeanour, his blunt face
and big nose, and she squirmed in a combination of appalled disgust
and an almost violent arousal at such wickedness.

It had been bad enough when he had used her
the other day, for then he had been merely the servant, the dog of
the rich White man. But now they were alone, and she was his to do
with as he chose, and as his big fingers slid deep into her weeping
sex her body trembled with shocked lust to know this creature had
her in his grip.

His teeth caught her clit between them and
closed gently, then ground against her in a way which sent a hot,
steaming, thrilling pain burning through her system. He squeezed
his teeth more tightly together and she trembled and moaned. Then
he opened then and his fat tongue slid heavily across her quivering
button to bring her to the very edge of orgasm.

He let her go suddenly, and she moaned, her
head rolling bonelessly, her mind urging him to continue.

She felt something against her breasts then,
sliding back and forth over her shoulders and face and then her
breasts again, circling her body. It felt like a number of small
leatherish laces or strips held together. They moved over her face
and along her shoulder then drew back and she felt them slapping
lightly against her back.

She gasped, thinking that surely - . And they
slapped again, slightly more heavily. And she gasped again, her
pulse beginning to race. They slapped lightly against her bottom,
and then more heavily, and she moaned, twisting at the ropes,
feeling the tightness around her ankles and against her wrists as
her body strained and writhed.

The strips of leather swung again, more
strongly, and she gasped as they struck the centre of her back with
a light, stinging touch. Ming thought of the switch he had used on
her bottom, and her eyes bulged behind the mask. She whimpered as
his hand slid around her and down between her legs, his fingers
gently stroking against her moistened sex and across her clitoris.
The hand drew back and the leather strips swung again, striking
more heavily now across her bottom so that her hips jerked
violently forward and she gave a muffled cry of pain and
protest.

“Chink whore,” she heard his dark heavy
voice.

She felt a shock at the words, then cried out
more strongly as the laces sliced across her back more painfully
than ever. Her body jerked and twisted, and she whimpered in
disbelief and shock.

He’s going to whip me! He’s fucking going to
whip me!

But instead she felt his fingers at her sex
again, felt two long fingers driving up into her moist sex and
twisting about. They withdrew and then something else pushed into
her, hard, thick, thick enough she had a moment’s thought it was
his cock, but discarded it quickly. It had the wrong feel to it,
was not alive at all, but cool and plastic or rubber. Yet it forced
the lips of her sex wide and pushed up high - painfully high into
her sheath so that she groaned and her hips twisted as the palm of
his hand tried to bury it fully an the end of it ground against the
very bottom of her sex.

“That’s a big black cock inside you,” his
voice growled into her ear. “It isn’t real, but you’ll get the real
one soon.”

She groaned as his palm thrust up sharply and
the thing jammed against the base of her sex.

His fingers began to caress her clitoris as
he bit lightly into the nape of her neck, and she felt the sex heat
swirling through her body as her pussy squeezed and spasmed around
the thick intruding sex toy.

He drew back, and she gasped as the leather
cut lightly across her back.

“I’m gonna make you my fuck toy,” she heard
his growling, gravelly voice say in dark amusement.

The strips struck her lower back and she
jerked and twisted, moaning.

She felt his fingers at her buttocks,
squeezing them together, then spreading them apart. His face pushed
in against her anus, and her eyes bulged as his tongue began to
circle her wrinkled little hole. Here was a new experience for her,
and her body began to jerk and tremble as his tongue stroked
against her there. In combination with what had to be a dildo, a
big one, stuffed deep into her sex, it was making her lower body
burn with a near feverish intensity, and again she felt herself
clawing towards a powerful orgasm.

His finger pushed up into her anus, which she
found mentally uncomfortable but only a little painful physically.
And even that pain faded as he pumped it lightly in and out,
twisting it from side to side in her anus. He pulled back, and his
tongue circled her anus repeatedly, forcing her hips to buck
helplessly. Then it halted and she felt something else against her,
something much larger and thicker than his fingers.

Again she thought he was entering her with
his cock, but again she felt the difference. It was not him but
another dildo, just as thick, she thought, as the one in her pussy,
pushing in and out, forcing its way higher into her rectum. He had
shifted around in front of her and was now licking at her clit as
he worked the dildo into her anus, and her spasming muscles were
unable to hold it back It was soon buried as fully in her anus as
its twin was in her sex.

She felt his hand grip her face, his fingers
digging in painfully tight against the underside of her jaw. It
drew back and then she was stunned by a blow to the side of her
face which sent her head rolling back, her body thrown back against
the ropes binding her wrists and ankles. The ropes tightened
painfully around her wrists before she was able to recover and then
another blow struck the other side of her face, again throwing her
head back. Blind, she again lost her balance, thrown back against
the ropes to sway, weak knead.

Another slap, and another, and then, dazed,
she felt him between her legs, licking at her clitoris.

The shock of the blows was worse than the
actual pain, though the pain was there was well. Her cheeks were
hot, her mind left with the sudden stinging force of the blows
which had shattered her thinking.

Bastard, she thought weakly. Bastard!
Bastard! Bastard!

And yet even as she mouthed the words her
body was straining at the sexual tension he was stroking, his
fingers pressing against the underside of the two dildos even as he
licked at her clitoris.

He drew back, and again she felt bereft,
missing the sensations his tongue and fingers were pushing into
her.

She felt the laces strike the centre of her
back and her body jerked in its bonds as pain flared across her
mind. Yet pleasure cut into the pain, the wildfire sexual hunger
which his careful attentions kept raising higher and higher. She
could not remember feeling this aroused in a long time. She was
almost trembling with the heat and excitement. And when the strips
- the flog, she thought, when the flog cut across her back again
the sharp pain was like oil on the flames of her heat.

Yes, it hurt, and she cried out, her voice
muffled by the gag, yet the arousal only deepened.

She was going to be whipped! Naked and
whipped! By a huge, brutal Black man!

The flog cut across her lower back, the
leather strips curling across her hip to snap at the soft skin of
her abdomen. It struck harder, biting more sharply now, and she
jerked and cried out, her head jerking from side to side. Again the
flog slashed across her skin with stinging force, now the centre of
her back, flinging her forward against her bonds.

She was exquisitely aware of the thick dildos
buried in her sex and anus, of how heavy her belly felt, how full
and moist and hot as a crackling sexual electricity seemed to play
across the surface of her skin.

The flog cracked across her back again, then
her buttocks, then her back once again, and her body twisted and
writhed in pain.

She felt his fingers at her sex, thrusting
the dildos into her, stroking roughly across her swollen
clitoris.

Then the flog sliced across her back once
more, then her bottom. The pain stung terribly, and her mind
recoiled from it, yet the heat was suffocating, and her hips rolled
and jerked as her muscles squeezed down around the dildos.

Her back burned as the flog cut across it
again, and again, and she felt the rope digging into her wrists as
it threw her off her feet several times. She was becoming dazed,
her mind awash in overwhelming sensations of lust and
excitement.

She cried out as he gripped her hair from
behind and yanked her head up and back.

“Fucking whore,” he whispered, his voice
rumbling and deep.

His hand roughly squeezed her breast, pinched
her nipple, then slid between her legs. His fingers gripped the
dildo and began to thrust it violently in and out, and he laid his
thumb along the base so that each time he drove it up into her
aching belly his thumb stroked across her clitoris.

“Come for me, chink girl. Come for the nigger
boy. Come on my fingers, slut. You cheap, fucking bitch whore.”

And she did, screaming into the gag, her hips
bucking wildly against him as he rammed the dildo achingly hard and
deep into her spasming sex.

The orgasm left her shattered and weak, half
hanging by the wrists, body limp. She hardly felt his hands on her
wrists, nor cared what he was doing. The rope was removed from her
left wrist, yet he held her hand tightly so that even if she’d had
thoughts of pulling free she could not. Heavy leather was placed
around her wrist, thick and padded and cool against her hot skin.
Then it was tightened somehow.

Her arm was pulled up and out, and fastened
somehow in place.

Now her mind was beginning to recover, and
she moaned weakly as she felt him undo the ropes around her other
wrist. She tried to twist free now and got only a slap to the face
that sent her mind reeling and her body lurching. Then her other
wrist too was encased in the thick leather. She felt it pulled up
and out, out too far. She grunted as she rose to her toes, but that
was not enough, and she was lifted off her toes to dangle in
mid-air by the wrists.

Despite the padding the leather was painful
against her wrists and her toes wriggled as they sought desperately
for the floor. She could not be high off the floor, but it was too
high for her toes to reach.

He was between her legs again, slowly pumping
both dildos in and out in tandem. As he thrust the one in her sex
home the one in her anus slid back, and then he would pull the
first dildo out as he thrust the second up into her rectum -
hard.

All the while his tongue circled and danced
across her clitoris, reigniting the barely subdued flames of her
sexual heat and hunger. She was hanging by her wrists, and if the
physical sensations were uncomfortable the emotional shock of that
were hot and heady. She felt herself wanting him to whip her now,
to feel the sharp sting of the flog across her hot back.

And just as she reached the edge of the
precipice he stood up and she was bereft of his touch again. Her
senses screamed, all straining for the next touch.

The flog slashed across her back and her mind
was battered by the sharp pain as her back arched, her chest thrown
forward, her ankles jerking in their bonds.

“Whore,” he called.

The whip sliced across the soft flesh of her
lower back.

“Slut.”

The flog clawed at her upper back, the tips
slicing across the edge of her ribs beneath her arms, just missing
her soft, plump breast.

Again and again and again the whip cut into
the aching flesh of her back, until she was dazed and moaning, her
eyes rolled back in her head behind her blindfold.

She felt him in front of her again, felt his
fingers at her sex. The dildo was withdrawn, and then she felt his
cock sliding up into her. It was thicker than the dildo, yet the
feeling was exquisitely different as Ming groaned with the feel and
emotional bliss of having him inside her.

“You like that Black cock, baby?” he panted,
his breath in her face.

His hands squeezed her buttocks as he worked
himself in and out of her, and she moaned dazedly against him as
his stiff male meat pumped wildly. He bit at the nape of her neck
and she shuddered violently. He growled as he bit, and she felt as
though she were being devoured by a wild animal.

She felt her long hair ripped back and she
screamed, her head forced so far back she was staring blindly up at
the ceiling above her. He ravaged her throat and neck, biting and
chewing and suckling as he worked his hips violently against her,
his cock sawing furiously up and down in the soft centre of her
belly.

She came again, screaming, writhing and
twisting helplessly in the grip of the ape man growling at her
throat, impaled on the thick beast cock he was ramming up into her
aching sex. The orgasm flared white hot, buffeting her dazed mind
again and again, until she lost all thought of who she was, of
where she was, of anything but the ecstasy tearing through her
body.
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It was not very cool, but cool enough,
barely, for her to wear a black turtleneck sweater, a light one, to
work.

Had she been as light skinned as Butler some
might have noticed bruising around her cheeks, but as it was she
knew she was safe from detection. The bruising on her throat, on
the other hand, was painfully obvious. There her skin was
discoloured from his furious sucking, and there were teeth marks
left in the bruised flesh.

She wore a very light, gray linen suit, her
hair unbound, so that, with the sweater, she seemed eminently
professional in appearance. And if her eyes were tired, that caused
none to imagine she had lost sleep due to a wild and filthy sexual
attack. Her wrists were only a little bruised, and they were well
disguised by her sleeves. And none could see the bruises his big
fingers had left in her buttocks as he had pounded himself into her
and dug his hands into her flesh.

He had released only one of her hands, and
then left her to recover from her orgasm, and slowly, exhausted,
work free the blindfold and gag and then undo the rest of her
bonds.

He was, of course, long gone by then, and she
had no idea how to even get in contact with him, except by seeking
out Carruthers, which had its own dangers. Carruthers was a wealthy
man, and as such a man of influence, a man to walk softly around.
Did he know who she was? And if he found out would he use it
against her?

Was Carruthers even his real name, and how
could she find out? She had no access to the club’s records, nor
would they give her access. If she complained they would confront
Carruthers, but she would have to tell them what had happened, and
that would be humiliating. Officially, the club knew nothing about
sexual contact between the girls and its members. Officially, what
happened in those rooms was merely a private performance of exotic,
erotic dancing. They would not want to hear otherwise, not
formally. And they would try to blame her. What was she, after all,
but a sometime performer of little importance. Carruthers was one
of theirs and they would reflexively try to protect him.

If she told them who she was - but that she
could not do.

She was aware of the stares as she moved
among the uniformed officers and made her way to the stairwell
leading up to the detectives area. It made her slightly self
conscious this day, though she told herself it had nothing to do
with them knowing anything, nothing to do with bruises they could
not see. They always looked at her, especially when her hair was
loose. Sometimes it even aroused her, made her feel smugly
attractive, for she knew they all wanted her.

She knew they spoke of her often, these men,
to each other, in so-called locker room talk which took place in
the halls, the cars, the bars, and yes, even in the locker rooms.
They speculated on what she would look like naked, what she would
be like in bed, how to find out both. They talked admiringly and
obscenely about her breasts and her ass, and her legs and her hair,
the way men would. But men and boys had been doing that for ten
years, and she was well used to it.

Yet even so when she walked through a group
and her peripheral vision told her many eyes were turned her way it
still made her stomach flutter a little. Sometimes when she was the
only woman around a group of men she knew that only the thin veneer
of civilization kept them from giving in to their animal instincts,
tearing her clothes away, and swarming over her.

Which would be bad, right, she thought, with
a bit of a mental smirk.

She walked into the squad room, nodding and
responding to the greetings of the detectives there, dropped her
purse at her desk, and turned on the computer. She walked out of
the room to the hallway where a coke machine sat, returning with a
can of Coke, popping it as she sat down.

“How can you drink that shit first thing in
the morning?” Randy Myers demanded.

She shrugged. “Caffeine is caffeine,” she
said. “But this is cold and yours is hot. Cold wakes me up
more.”

She looked around and noted the empty desk in
the corner. “Where’s Butler?”

“Took the day off,” Myers said.

Well isn’t that interesting, Ming thought to
herself. Home sick or home playing with her new toy?

And was there anything she ought to do about
that? The girl would probably be better off with a strong woman
like Butler than she would be as the pleasure toy for a triad gang
that didn’t give a shit about her. Besides, who was she to complain
given how she had spent most of the previous evening? Had the girl
ever had an orgasm? Probably not, but Butler would give her
many.

And then a thought hit her. There was no one
she could trust to look into whether Carruthers was behind the -
attack - on her the previous evening. There was no way she could
personally try to get the information from the club or from
Carruthers without identifying herself as a police officer. But
what if she asked Butler? She now had information on Butler which
would destroy her if it were made public. Not only that, but the
kind of information would seem to eliminate the chance that Butler
would judge her as a pervert.

Of course, she would need more evidence to
back up what she thought she knew. God knew there would be no lack
of evidence Butler could use against her if she found out,
including testimony from Carruthers and the patrons of the club.
The paranoid in her wanted rock solid evidence before she dared
trust Butler to keep quiet and help.

Rising voices from the nearest interview room
turned her head, and the heads of the other detectives. The voices
became shouts, and the door was torn open to slam against the wall
as a very large Black man came storming out, shouting and cursing,
pursued by John Chalmer and Suzanne Rice.

“Calm down, Mr. Robinson!” Chalmer was
shouting.

“Fuck you, calm down! You got my wife locked
up here! Where is she! Gloria!”

“Mr. Robinson, this isn’t going to do her any
good, Rice said, grabbing at his wrist.

The big man flung her off like an annoying
fly and she stumbled against the nearest filing cabinet.

“Gloria!”

Chalmers grabbed him, and Martin jumped in.
The three struggled briefly before he head butted Chalmers and
threw Martin against the wall. Rice hit him in the back of the legs
with a billy club and he yelled and grabbed her by the scruff of
the neck, throwing her across the room.

Ming jumped up onto her desk as the scuffle
moved closer, glad she’d worn leather sneakers that day and not
heels. Two more detectives tried to grab him, and he managed to get
one around the neck and pin him under his arm.

“Gloria! Where are you!?” he shouted.

He turned and a yell Ming leapt up onto his
back, scrambling higher still, her hands shooting out and
instinctively gripping a pipe which ran along the ceiling as she
curled her legs in around his neck. He cursed and grabbed at her
thighs, trying to pry himself loose as she held onto the pipe for
dear life. Someone slammed the butt of a billy club into his belly
and he grunted as the wind was knocked out of him. A half dozen
cops ran in from all sides and managed to force his arms behind his
back as he twisted and writhed angrily, and Ming tightened her legs
ruthlessly around his neck.

He collapsed to his knees, and she dropped
loosened her legs to hang above him from the ceiling for a few
seconds, then fell to the floor.

Nolan shook his head as he looked at the
mess, then at her. “Now I got Chinese acrobats in my office,” he
said in irritation.

* * * * *

There was no one waiting in her apartment
when she got home. She checked the lock, then stepped inside with
her gun drawn. Only after going over every inch of the apartment
did she put the gun away and bolt the door. She had a drink to calm
herself down, then stripped and put on her dressing gown, a short
red silk, Asian style gown with black dragons running up the
sleeves.

After eating she ran a bath for herself,
poured in bath oil and bubble bath, then got another drink and a
book and relaxed in the tub while the news played on the small,
portable TV sitting on the toilet.

A barely heard noise raised her eyes and she
listened intently for a half minute before her attention returned
to the book. A few minutes later she heard it again, and felt a
sudden flutter in her stomach. She licked her lips, then put the
book away and stood up slowly, soapy water running down her body
and splashing in the tub. She listened again but heard nothing.

“Getting paranoid,” she whispered.

But she stepped out of the tub and after the
briefest of pat downs with a towel, pulled on the robe and tied it
around her waist, wishing she’d brought her gun with her as she
eased the door open and peered out into the hall.

There was no sound, and the front door looked
locked. Still, she decided to check the apartment - after first
retrieving her gun. She eased into her bedroom and over to the
table by her bed where her gun lay holstered. She had only a
moment’s warning, almost a blur in her peripheral vision before he
tackled her, his heavy body lifting her off the floor and carrying
her to the bed, where he dropped heavily atop her.

She fought against him, but the sheer weight
of him was impossible to resist, and he easily gripped her slender
wrists and shoved them down against the bed above her head, pinning
them there with one hand as he placed the other over her mouth.

His teeth gleamed as he stared down at
her.

“Want to scream?” he asked in his deep,
rumbling voice. “Want to have the cops come here and arrest me?
Want to have them know all about how one of their detectives is a
stripper and prostitute? Think they’d approve of that, baby?”

She glared at him furiously and his grin
widened.

He eased his hand off her mouth.

“Get off me, you fucker!”

“Why should I do that when I’m comfortable
where I am?”

He eased himself back a little, his eyes
moving over her body as he continued to hold her wrists pinned to
the bed. “You got a nice, fuckin’ body, baby.”

He ran his free hand over it, squeezing her
breasts through the thin robe.

“I’ll cut your balls off!”

“More like suck them off,” he said with a
chuckle. “I know what you are, baby. I seen your type before. Not
often enough, but I recognize you.”

He slid lower and undid her robe, then pulled
it open, whistling in appreciation as her soft, golden flesh and
rounded breasts came into view.

“Bastard!”

“Bitch,” he said without passion.

His bit hand moved over her breasts, his
fingers rubbing and rolling her nipples. “How many comes you have
yesterday night?”

“Rapist!”

“Yeah, so? What’s your point?”

He rolled her over without effort, still
straddling her, then pulled her robe back over her shoulders and
off.

He shifted again, carefully holding her
wrists.

“Let’s move you,” he said.

“Fuck you!” she snarled, kicking and
twisting.

She was laying across the bed. He dragged her
sideways, pulling her legs up onto the bed as he did, twisting her
so she was laying lengthwise on her back. He threw the pillows
away, then straddled her writhing, wriggling belly and pinned her
arms with his knees.

“Got something for you, baby.”

“I’ll get you,” she panted. “I’ll find out
where you live and - .”

“And come and suck my cock?”

He produced a length of soft rope and, still
holding her arms pinned by his heavy knees, wrapped it carefully
around her left wrist, laying neat loops one alongside the other,
then forcing her wrist up towards the corner post and tying the
rope in place.

“Th-this the only way you can get women?” she
panted, struggling to pull free, “By tying them up!?”

“Naw, baby, this is the way I like to get
them, at least, girls like you. And you love it. I know your
type.”

“Fuck you, you know my type!” she cursed.
“You big fucking... “

”Nigger?” he said with a grin.

He was carefully wrapping another length of
rope around her other wrist as she twisted and bucked beneath
him.

“I learned Chinese when I was with the
marines,” he said. “I been called that before, bitch.”

“And deserved it!” she hissed.

He forced her wrist back, and her struggles
were useless. He tied the rope to the other post, then lay back.
She tried to kick out at him and he chuckled, gripping her left leg
and pulling it wide as he slipped off the bed, holding it tightly
as he wrapped another length of rope around her ankle, then pinned
it to the corner and tied it in place. She tried to kick at him
with her free leg, but that did little good, and soon that too was
bound to the post and she was spreadeagled and naked before
him.

And though she was angry, furious, she had
little fear. He had already done his worst to her and, though she
would not have admitted it to him, she had enjoyed far too much of
it. He had whipped her, and every time she thought about it she got
a warm, throbbing sensation between her legs. He had fucking hung
her by her wrists and whipped her! It had stung badly, but it had
not been so terrible, at least, not while her body was burning up
with lust.

“So come on then,” she gasped, shaking her
head to clear the bangs out of her eyes. “Come and rape me, you -
nigger bastard!”

He grinned. “I’m gonna teach you respect,
bitch.”

He produced a ball gag, and she glared,
clenching her jaw closed. He grinned and reached behind her,
yanking on her hair, and when her mouth opened to scream he shoved
the gag into her mouth, his powerful fingers bruising her jaw until
her mouth opened wider and he could bury it inside.

“That’ll shut your fuckin’ mouth until I want
to use it,” he said.

And then, just as he had the other night, he
began to work on her breasts, licking and sucking and gnawing at
her nipples until they were two hard little flints of fire, like
live wires sparking and spitting with arousal. He took his time,
slowly moving down her body as she stared angrily up at the
ceiling, licking at her sex, his fingers stroking and caressing and
then pushing up into her. And just as it had the other day, her
body betrayed her.

Or was it her mind betraying her, she thought
in angry embarrassment. For the truth was that bondage had always
wildly aroused her, being roughly taken had always wildly aroused
her, being “forced”, always wildly aroused her, and as her body’s
lust rose her resolve and strength weakened and she had a very
difficult time to keep her body from writhing and her hips from
grinding up against his very talented tongue and fingers.

He grinned and looked up the length of her
body, catching her eyes. She immediately hardened her expression,
glowering at him as best she could. He sat up, and reached for
something to one side. Her head turned but all she saw was a box.
He took two small objects from it and then fingered her nipples.
They were clips of some sort, and she yelled out in pain a moment
later as one of them squeezed down painfully around her left
nipple. A few seconds later her right was on fire as well, and her
body writhed and twisted violently in her bonds as he returned to
his licking and fondling.

Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!

Her body twisted, her back arching. Her
nipples felt as though they were being crushed by the strong metal
jaws of the two clips, and she could do nothing to ease the pain or
to shake off the two small clips. She cursed and bit into the
rubber ball filling her mouth, and thought about how she would find
larger clips and snap his cock in them.

But the pain began to fade, to dull, and her
body relaxed, her chest heaving as she glared down at him.

He ignored her, working on her swollen
clitoris, his fingers pumping steadily inside her moist sex. He
stopped and slipped off her, then stripped naked, letting her see
his bulging muscles and the long, thick black cock hanging between
his legs. He moved to her long dresser, which had a half dozen fat
green candles running along the base of the mirror. He lit each of
them, then carried them over to sit on her bedside table.

She glared at him contemptuously. Did he
think he was going to do the candle wax thing with her? Did he
think that was going to make her hot and heavy for him?

The fact her body was already thrumming with
sexual heat made that defiant thought more than a little hollow,
however, and when he picked up the first candle and let a stream of
hot wax dribble down over her breast she gasped and twisted.

He chuckled in amusement, upending the candle
so the flame burned faster. He picked up another candle and turned
it over, letting the hot wax spill down over her other breast.

“Getting you hot, baby?”

He let the steady stream of dripping wax
circle her nipples, then patter down atop them before putting the
candles back and taking up two new ones. As before, he let the hot
wax stream down over her breasts and upended the candles to burn it
faster.

He shifted downwards, replacing them with two
more candles and turned them over, the hot wax streaming down over
her belly so that she cried out, her back arching, her legs and
arms straining against the ropes binding them down. He was clearly
enjoying himself, and she hated him for it, for the pain and
discomfort, yet still her body thrummed with sex heat. Each time he
replaced the candles the built up wax fell with fresh force,
streaming down along her ribs and over her belly, then along her
abdomen.

He grinned at her as he knelt between her
legs, and she could not pretend disinterest, staring back with wide
eyes as he held a fresh candle over her sex, and his fingers eased
aside the lips and pushed back the hood over her clit. She wanted
to shake her head desperately, but clung to what pride remained,
watching as he turned the candle slowly over, and a long stream of
hot wax fell down around her throbbing clit.

She screamed helplessly, twisting and
bucking, arching her back repeatedly as the wax burned against her
sensitive sex, covering the little button and trickling down over
her pink flesh.

He moved up alongside her, laying on his side
as he grinned down at her face, waiting for her to recover, for the
wax to cool and harden and her movements to ease. When it did he
tugged the ball gag free.

“Tell me you love me, baby,” he
whispered.

“Fuck you! Fuck you! Fuck you! Fucking nigger
bastard!”

He laughed throatily, and gripped her hair,
yanking it back and kissing her heavily, thrusting his tongue
through her lips. She bit it and he cursed and jerked back,
slapping her face hard.

“Bitch!”

“Nigger!”

“Chink!”

He reached across her and found something,
then yanked her head back again, painfully using her long, thick
hair to force her jaw wide, then shoving something in between her
teeth. She found it hard like steel, staying in place as he buckled
it behind her head. Yet it was hollow, for she could breath through
it easily, could push her tongue out through it.

“What is this?” she demanded, though because
of how it held her jaw wide her words were muffled and slurred.

“I’ll show you, bitch.”

He straddled her head upper chest, and
gripped her head, pulling it forward, then thrust his cock into her
mouth.

She tried to twist her head aside to no
avail, nor could she close her mouth. The metal thing was holding
her jaw wide as his cock slid across her tongue and jammed against
the side of her cheek.

“You like the taste of nigger cock,
bitch?”

He thrust in deeply, gagging her, pulled
back, and thrust in again to gag her once more.

He began to yank her head up with each
thrust, forcing his thick cock in deeper and deeper, until he was
gagging and choking her, the fat, uncircumcised head ramming into
her throat with every thrust. Saliva spilled over her lips and
spurted out wetly around his plunging cock as he used her throat
and mouth violently. She stared at his groin as he forced her face
up into it, as he buried his cock in her throat and mouth and
squashed her face into his groin, then again, then again, then
again.

She grew dazed, gurgling, gargling and
choking on saliva and cock as he thrust in and out hard and fast
and cruel, his big hands gripping her hair tightly, forcing her
against him again and again until suddenly he pulled back with a
gasp and spurted a long stream of liquid over her face.

Again and again his powerful heart pumped and
his cock spurted out long streams of sticky white semen over her
face until he sat back with a groan of relief.

“That’s what you get for showing disrespect,
bitch,” he grunted.

“F-F-Fucker!” she gasped in a choked,
muffled, slurred voice.

He growled and reached across her, taking one
of the fat green candles, then yanked her head back and thrust the
base of the candle into her mouth. So thick was it it barely fit
through the ring, or whatever it was holding her mouth open, and
lodged tightly in place, pinning her tongue down.

“That’ll shut you bitch mouth,” he
snapped.

Ming tried to shake her head, but when she
did so wax splashed down from above and she gasped in pain as it
seared her cheeks and chin.

He was between her legs again, easily
breaking away the hardened wax and lapping gently at her clit. The
wax had, if anything, made her clit even more sensitive, and she
gasped aloud at the sensations which twisted through her lower body
as his warm, wet tongue slid across it.

“Come on, slut. Come. Come, bitch. Come!” he
said with a sneer.

He pumped his fingers inside her as he rubbed
and licked at her clit, and her resistance crumbled. She gurgled
weakly around the candle filling her mouth, then came explosively,
arching her back, her hips twisting and bucking upwards as the
orgasm tore through her body and mind. Even the shower of hot wax
splattering across her face as her head twisted and rolled wasn’t
enough to shake her free of it as her body overloaded on the white
hot pleasure pouring up from her screaming sex.

“Yeah! Yeah, bitch! Yeah!” he growled, his
finger rubbing her furiously.

The come drained her, and she fell limp,
exhausted, moaning around the candle.

He reached below her and undid the ropes tied
to the posts, leaving them bound to her ankles. He quickly did the
same above her, then, holding her hair roughly and pinning her
wrists in one of his massive hands, he yanked her out of the bed
and forced her back against her tall, Chinese chest of drawers.

He gripped the two ropes attached to her
wrists and pulled them back over the top of the chest even as he
pulled the heavy chest away from the wall. He muttered and cursed,
but there was nothing to tie them to, so he instead ran them down
the sides of the chest and bound them to decorative flowers carved
into the wood. Then he pulled her long hair back, twisting and
twining it into a rough tail, typed a cord in it and pulled it back
sharply over the rear of the chest to bind to something down
low.

This left her standing, more or less, and
arched back across the top of the chest, her head flat on the top,
her arms straight out to either side, the candle still lit and
jammed into her mouth burning above her.

She tried weakly to kick at him but he simply
bound the ropes around her ankles to the legs of the chest.

Then he clicked on a vibrator, and she
moaned, knowing her weakness for the wretched little devices,
knowing that ever since her first exposure to them she had been
turned to jelly by the feel of them playing over her clit.

Nor was this an exception, as he rolled the
vibrator back and forth, back and forth, pausing to lick her and
thrust the vibrator up into her sex every few seconds. He thrust
his finger at her anus, pushing it into her, then followed with the
vibrator, forcing it deep - painfully deep, so that her guts ached
and cramped. He produced a second vibrator, again assaulting her
senses as he played it over her clitoris, then that too was thrust
up into her body.

He stood up, and grinned down at her, his
hands breaking away the hardened wax over her breasts and then
producing a third vibrator, which circled her nipples, then played
against them and the hard metal clips still biting into them. He
drew back and removed the clips suddenly, and after an instant’s
hesitation she screamed as the pain of returning circulation burned
and clawed at her nipples.

His mouth covered them, licking and sucking
gently, comfortingly, as the pain began to fade. Yet even then her
nipples buzzed sorely with pins and needles and when the vibrator
played across them she thought she would go insane.

“Now, bitch, you’re going to learn a little
discipline,” he whispered, rubbing at her clit.

He drew back, and her eyes rolled, trying to
see him. She moaned weakly, her back aching, her chest heaving, her
nipples on fire, her insides throbbing with the vibrators.

She wondered what time it was.

He returned, and dropped to his knees,
disappearing from her sight. She could neither lift nor turn her
head, and stared up the length of the candle above her. Wax
dribbled very slowly down its sides and was beginning to build up
and harden around her mouth. Eventually it would block her nose,
she thought, and then what?

But her body didn’t care. His tongue was
doing terrible things to her clitoris and, in concert with the
vibrator plunging up into her belly, carrying her towards another
colossal orgasm.

He stood up again, appearing in her vision,
and smiled coolly as he stepped back. Then she caught the blur of
his arm as it whipped forward, and the flog cracked down across her
chest, across her straining breasts, the thin sharp leather laces
snapping across her raw flesh like a string of exploding
firecrackers.

She screamed and twisted and bucked wildly as
he drew his arm back again, then the flog swung forward again and
again the laces clawed across her sensitive breasts, one cutting
into her outraged nipple so that she bucked and twisted
frantically.

“This is what you need, bitch,” he growled,
bringing the flog down across her belly, then her lower chest
before slashing it across her breasts again.

The stinging, burning blows of the laces
shattered her mind, and she tore at the ropes madly as blow
followed blow, until her breasts were raw, throbbing, and burning.
Then, exhausted, she fell limp, moaning each time the whip cracked
across her flesh, the needle sharp pain clouded by the raw heat of
her tortured flesh.

And then, as the sharpness faded, and her
mind sank into a dazed acceptance, the heat of her belly began to
spread out once more. Endorphins had flooded her body to cloud the
pain, and she stared up at the candle dazedly as her breasts were
whipped, marvelling at what was happening to her, a dark part of
her soul exultant at her painful and outrageous punishment.

Again and again the little strips snapped
across her breasts and nipples, until her nipples felt as though
they were swollen to strawberry size. And then, somehow, she came.
The come was small, causing her body to shudder and twist, to
writhe slowly and weakly in her bonds. Yet it tore something free
within her. For a minute later, as the whip continued to fall,
another orgasm swept through her, longer and more powerful, and no
sooner did she slump dazedly in its aftermath when a third even
more powerful climax tore through her.

The heavy chest itself jerked and shook with
the force of the convulsions which ripped through her body as the
third orgasm burned through her raw flesh and blasted mind. And
even as it was consuming her she felt him tearing the vibrator out
of her sex, freeing her legs of their bonds, lifting them up and
back, and plunging his hard black cock deep into her belly.

She screamed as she felt him bury himself
inside her, screamed in wild, carnal heat, needing him inside her,
feeling finally complete as his cock began to pound her violently.
The orgasm spilled out of her, leaving her dazed, her body shaking
violently by his hard, cruel thrusting. And still it wasn’t enough,
and the fires within her sputtered and ignited once more, until yet
another climax tore through her as he bit into the nape of her neck
and hammered his loins into her.
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Her breasts ached too much to wear a bra. She
contented herself with a dark blue brushed silk blouse and a linen
jacket. It was unlikely anyone would notice what was or wasn’t
beneath them.

She was tired as she shuffled into the squad
room. She had gotten almost no sleep. By the time he had left and
she had recovered enough to drag herself into the bathroom and
inspect herself it had been early morning. After securing the door
as best she could and trying fruitlessly to figure out how he had
gotten inside, she cleaned herself and went to bed. But her
swollen, stinging nipples had made it impossible to get to sleep.
It wasn’t that the pain was so terrible, but merely an irritation,
like a lightly burned finger, preventing her from falling to
sleep.

They were much better now, especially after
the pain pills she’d swallowed, but her breasts still felt raw and
sore, and there were thin dark lines across them, and across her
chest and belly from the whip he had used on her.

Butler was back at work. Ming watched her
tiredly, and when she left her purse for a moment she scuttled over
and slipped her hand into it, stealing her keys. She made an excuse
to go out briefly and had what looked like her house keys copied,
then returned the original to her purse the next time she got
up.

Once that was accomplished she needed only to
find an excuse to go out. She told Nolan she was going to Chinatown
to look for witnesses willing to talk about the Triad in an effort
to bring more pressure to bear on Shen. Then she instead went to
Butler’s house. Finding it was not difficult. All of them had their
home numbers at work in case of emergencies, and she simply had to
check a reverse phone book.

She lived in a small brownstone in Queens,
and knowing she was at work, Ming simply parked out front and used
her purloined key to let herself in. Once inside she moved very
silently through the small house, searching for Li, or any other
sign of her. At first she was disappointed to find nothing. It was
a neat little house with everything in place in living room,
kitchen and bedroom.

Then she found a small door in the kitchen
which gave onto a narrow set of stairs leading down. She took them
quietly, finding herself in a stone walled and floored basement
with little light coming from a bare bulb overhead.

But it was enough light.

Li was hanging by the ankles in the centre of
the room, naked, her legs spread wide, arms bound together to a
ring set in the floor. It was hot in the basement and the girl’s
body glistened with sweat. She was blindfolded and gagged, and
even, Ming thought at first, deafened by the expedient of putting
heavily padded headphones over each ear and strapping them in
place. She soon realized that there was soft music and a voice
coming from the headphones, and that they were hooked into a
stereo, and a tape was being played.

What was the blindfolded girl being told, she
wondered.

She was lovely girl, with a slim body. It
wasn’t as good as her own, of course, Ming thought proudly, for her
breasts were bigger, and she had more musculature, was more
athletic. It was a soft, girlish body for a young woman just
leaving her teens behind.

Her sex was shaven, she saw, and a vibrator
had been buried in it. She shuddered, remembering the previous
night, and wondered if this experience would leave Li with the same
vulnerability to the magical purring of vibrators as she herself
had. Yet was that such a bad thing compared to so many Asian women
she knew? She resisted the urge to interfere, to let the girl know
anyone was present.

Well, she had evidence of what Butler was up
to, but it was unusable at this point. She needed more than her own
testimony. And could not rely on the girl to say anything.

She looked around her and then up, and
smiled. Butler had a smoke detector screwed to the ceiling. She
nodded and moved to the stereo, but could not see what the tape was
playing. She moved back to the girl and squatted next to her,
placing her head next to one of the headphones.

“... love my mistress,” a soft female voice
was saying. “I will love and obey my mistress. My mistress is a
goddess to me. I dedicate my miserable life for her pleasure. I am
a low and filthy and worthless creature. Only my mistress brings
light to my life. My body is for her pleasure. My body ...”

Ming stood up, shaking her head. Butler was,
in her way, worse than the Black man. Of course, a little
brainwashing probably would help Li, since she was virtually
suicidal, but was this the way to do it? This was not exactly
building up the girl’s self esteem. On the contrary, it was
reinforcing her belief in what a miserable, useless person she
was.

Well, she had her own problems right now.

She turned away and drove back to the
station, snagged a couple of their surveillance tools, and
returned.

The three devices looked like smoke
detectors. But each had a tiny video camera looking down from the
centre, and the feeds would move along the electrical wiring to a
small trio of video recorders, each smaller than a shoe box, which
she secreted inside a large air vent. One would go in the basement,
one in the living room, and one in the master bedroom, all
replacing the smoke detectors Butler already had in place.

Then she locked up and returned to work,
hopeful that when she returned the next day she would have evidence
of Butler’s perversion which would counter whatever she might dig
up on Ming when Ming asked her to investigate the Black man.

If she were lucky Butler would never even
know she had it, and she would never have to use it either. She
would speak to her woman to woman, get her to agree to do a quiet
investigation, find out who the Black man was and confront him on
his own turf. Then she would make it clear that he either stopped,
or he would wind up floating down river.

She would let Butler know she knew about Li,
for that would kind of put them on an equal footing as far as
perversions went, and she would not be as embarrassed when she
confessed, as she had to, about her trips to the Pioneer Club. But
she would make no threats - unless Butler wanted to tell someone
about what she knew. Then she would have the tapes as surety to
keep her quiet.

It was, she admitted to herself, a not very
nice prelude to asking someone for an important favour, but what
Butler didn’t know wouldn’t hurt her, or Ming.

* * * * *

She had the lock changed on her door, then
spent a sleepless night with her gun beside, her watching and
waiting for the Black man to appear again. As a result she was
exhausted come morning, and it had all been for nothing, as he
hadn’t shown.

Her breasts were no longer sore, and the
lines had, for the most part, faded. Her nipples no longer stung,
but were still more sensitive to the touch than they had been.
Still, she was in a bad mood when she went in to work that day,
glaring and snapping at anyone who got in her way as she went
through her paperwork and then over a new case Nolan gave her. She
was glad, and she was fairly sure they were, as well, when she had
to go out and interview some people across town.

She went to Butler’s home first, of course,
hoping that whatever the blonde pervert was doing with Li the girl
was still blindfolded and wouldn’t notice Ming coming and
going.

She let herself quietly into the house,
peered around warily, then hurried to the basement door and slipped
down the stairs. She eased down slowly at the bottom, peeking
around the corner. Li was no longer hanging by her ankles, which
was something of a relief to her conscience, but then as she
stepped around the corner she saw the girl at the far end. She drew
back quickly, then with a sigh of relief, saw the girl was still
blindfolded.

She moved forward again, being as quiet as
she could, though it appeared the girl was also wearing the
headphones, still being told what a slut she was, Ming supposed,
and how she had to love her mistress. She was kneeling, and as Ming
came closer she saw that the girl’s ankles had been strapped to her
upper thighs just below her buttocks. Likewise, her arms were bound
tightly back together behind her back. She was precariously
perched, leaning forward again a fat dildo which had been affixed
to a post, and which was thrust into her mouth. Her head was
strapped in place so that she could not draw back.

Well, Ming thought, the girl was certainly
getting enough rest.

She passed her and went to the air duct,
quietly removing the tapes from the small recorders. She had to
return to the living room to scan through them to make sure there
was evidence she could use.

The first tape was of the basement, and that
by itself was good enough. As soon as she saw Butler in the scene
with Li she knew she had enough. Still, she fast forwarded, knowing
it was more out of perverse voyeurism than any real need to see
what the woman did.

She watched as Butler came home and began to
work the hapless young girl over with a vibrator and her tongue. It
reminded her uncomfortably of what the Black man was doing to her,
so she fast forwarded again, watching as Li was let down to the
floor. Then, with a riding crop in hand, Butler put her through her
paces, forcing her to crawl back and forth along the floor, sit up
and beg like a dog, lick her feet, and then, of course, lick her to
orgasm.

The girl seemed a little dazed and confused,
and Butler was not at all reluctant to use the crop on her back and
buttocks. At times Ming felt indignant on the girls behalf, and at
other times she was aroused at the way Butler was treating her, and
the obscene, insulting, degrading words she used.

She watched as Ming was made to crawl up the
stairs. Shortly afterwards the tape showed her returning, for the
camera was motion sensitive, and would not record when nothing was
happening. She watched Butler take the girl down the stairs and set
her up in the corner on her knees, then leave.

“Pervert,” she said, taking the tape.

She went back downstairs and removed the
recorders. She had all the evidence she needed, after all, and
there was no use in continuing the risk. She replaced the smoke
detectors with the ones she had removed and then left.

That evening, after work, she reviewed the
other tapes, and found herself becoming more aroused as she watched
Li crawl before the blonde woman, watched Butler, in effect,
training the girl as if she were an animal, a pet. And clearly Li
was responding. As she knelt on all fours, trembling, Butler knelt
beside her, and using her fingers alone, brought the girl to an
obvious climax in a few brief minutes.

A part of her sneered at Li for her weakness,
yet at the same time she thought the idea of having a slave girl
like that very exciting. Though she had never really been into
women Ming could appreciate the power of having a human pet around,
one which would do exactly as ordered without complaint, and then
take care of any sexual needs you wanted.

And another part of her thought the idea of
being a sexual slave like that even more arousing, and she could
identify with that even more. Only as a fantasy, of course. She had
no intention of being someone’s human pet. She was an independent
minded woman who liked to do exactly as she wished. But as she
watched Li crawl she imagined herself crawling before the Black
man, and her fingers rubbed helplessly at her clit as her body
began to glow with heat.

She put the videos away and then, still
wearing her holstered gun, checked the lock on the door a third or
was it the fourth time. She could either wait up all night again,
or try to get some sleep. Waiting up wasn’t really an option, so
she quickly stripped and climbed into bed, taking the gun with her.
She had thought to simply rest a little, but almost as soon as her
head hit the pillow she was asleep.

“Hello, beautiful.”

Her hand went for the gun beneath her pillow,
but he quickly trapped it there and took the gun away. She groaned
and stared up at him, too tired any more to care.

“Oh go ahead,” she said listlessly. “Rape me
and go away.”

“If you’re a good little girl, maybe I will,”
he said with a wide grin.

He flung back the covers and then, gripping
her thick hair tightly, pulled her roughly forward and out of the
bed, forcing her down onto all fours, and holding her hair as he
walked her like that out of the bedroom. Ming was uncomfortably
remembering the way Butler had Li crawling before her as she
crawled along at his side, gasping and moaning weakly, and the
memory both angered and aroused her.

“Don’t pull my hair!” she gasped.

“I’ll tell you when to speak, slut,” he said
calmly.

Holding her hair tightly, her forced her to
crawl into the centre of the front room.

“You kneel there and don’t fuckin’ move,” he
ordered, releasing her hair.

For the first time since she had met him her
hands were free. Ming considered the possibility of leaping up and
fighting him. She could fight a lot better than almost any other
woman, after all. But he was no ordinary man, this giant, and
something in the fluid way he moved told her he was not merely
large and muscular, but knew how to handle himself. Better for her
to just get it over with so he would leave, she thought.

She knelt still, biting her tongue to keep
from saying something angry and insulting as he walked slowly
around her.

“Raise your ass more, and spread your legs,”
he ordered.

She bit her tongue more tightly, feeling her
anger rising, but obeyed, shifting her knees apart on the rug as he
walked behind her.

“That is a fine ass,” he said.

Is he going to make me do tricks now, she
wondered. Is he going to masturbate me as Butler did to Li?

“Roll your hips.”

She blinked in surprise. “Wh-what?”

“Grind your ass for me. Let’s see your ass
roll and grind, bitch.”

She did a slow burn, again considering
jumping up and trying for one good kick where it would do the most
good. I’ll find out who you are, you bastard, she fumed.

“Now, slut.”

She took a deep, shuddering breath, then,
face burning, began to slowly roll her hips for him, grinding her
bottom slowly around and around in a lewd, provocative way.

“Reach back between your legs and finger fuck
yourself.”

“No,” she growled.

“Yes, slut. Do it. Or else I’ll tie you up
and we’ll do more interesting things.”

Fuming, she reached back between her legs,
rubbing her finger along her shaven sex.

“I’ll find out who you are,” she spat.

“Shut the fuck up and shove your finger up
your cunt.”

She slipped her finger between her tight
pussy lips and then screwed it slowly into her pussy, not
surprised, but angry to find that she was wet.

“Pump it in and out, slut. Come on.
Fingerfuck that snatch.”

She pumped her finger, staring down at the
rug as she did, feeling more and more degraded as he looked down at
her.

Suddenly he was kneeling beside her. He
snatched her arm back and twisted her so that she half fell over
against him. He examined her finger and laughed, shoving it against
her mouth, rubbing it against her lips. “I knew you’d be wet,” he
said with a deep, feral smirk.

“F-Fuck you!” she said, shoving her hand
away.

“Slut!” he taunted.

She swung at him but he was waiting and
easily blocked her. Then she was on her belly on the floor and he
was pinning her arms together behind her back.

Her arms were soon tied behind her back and
he lifted her by the hair to her knees.

“Bastard!” she snarled, glaring fiercely at
him.

“You say that now, but soon you’ll be going
`Oh! Oh !Oh Fuck me! Fuck me!’” he said with a sneer.

He produced a thin silver chain with tiny
loops on either end and fit the loops over her infuriatingly erect
nipples, tugging them tight

She gasped as the loops closed around her
sensitive nipples, but kept her face like marble, glaring without
any response. He only smirked, slipping a finger beneath the chain
and then pulling, forcing her to her feet, pulling her across the
room, holding the chain high so that her nipples burned and she had
to stagger on the balls of her feet.

“Ow! Ow,” she gasped as he pulled her
forward. “Fuck! Bastard! I’ll get you for this!”

There was a narrow telephone table by the
wall, only about a foot wide. He took a small hook, much like a cup
holder from his pocket, and screwed it into the wall, then pushed
her hips against the edge of the table, leaning her forward, then,
still pulling on the chain biting into her nipples, pulled it up
and forward until he could slide it over a hook.

“As much fun as our conversation is, I think
I can do without it,” he said, shoving a ball gag into her
mouth.

He moved back and forth behind her, examining
her bottom with both eyes and hands, then produced a fat leather
paddle or strap, which he began to use on her helpless bottom. The
stinging pain brought tears to Ming’s eyes as she danced and
twisted and cursed furiously. Her bottom was soon a flaming red,
the pain tearing at her mind until she thought she would go insane
if he did not soon stop the steady, agonizing blows.

“That’s what you get for mouthing off,” he
said, stroking his fingers through her long hair and running his
hands down along her sides.

He gripped her thighs and spread them slowly
apart. Her body’s shaking and twisting had already pulled her
nipples against the chain often enough and with enough force to
make them both throb with pain. Forcing her legs apart merely put
more pressure on them and stretched them out farther. Ming tried to
lean forward further to help compensate, and rose to her toes as he
dropped between her legs and began to push his mouth up into her
sex from behind.

“I hate you! I hate you! I hate you!” she
cried into the ball gag, tears of pain, anger and humiliation
dripping down her cheeks..

Her body had other ideas.

Despite her frantic efforts to show nothing
but anger and contempt her body was soon burning with sexual need,
and the feel of his hot mouth enveloping her entire sex and his fat
tongue lapping and stroking against her clitoris were just too much
for her body to resist. She kept her bottom from bucking back
against his tongue, but only just. And she could not stop the
trembling and shaking and quivering as his tongue lapped
energetically across her throbbing, swollen clit.

He straightened, and she groaned into the gag
as the head of his cock pressed against her.

Then he undid the strap of the ball gag and
pulled it free.

“Want it, baby? Want it inside you?”

Ming refused to answer, her breath coming in
short, ragged puffs and pants.

“Just say it, baby. Say it and I’ll slide
this big cock up into your hot, slutty little pussy tunnel.”

“You’ll fuck me no matter what I say,” she
panted.

“But maybe I’ll shove it up your ass instead.
Come on, tell me you want it or it goes up your ass. Come on, baby.
Tell me,” he growled, pulling on her hair.

“D-Do it!” she gasped.

“Do what, bitch?”

“Fuck me then, bastard,” she panted.

“Beg for it, slut.”

“N-no!”

He pulled back, his cock sliding slowly up
and down along her drooling sex slit.

“Beg slut!”

“No!”

He pulled on her hair, forcing her head back
farther, pulling her nipples against the chain.

“If you don’t beg I’ll take the paddle to
your ass again,” he said, slapping her bottom stingingly.

“Ow!”

“Beg, slut.”

“Fu-fuck me!”

“Beg!”

“Please fuck me, you bastard!”

He slapped her bottom again and she cried out
in pain.

“Beg, slut.”

“P-Please fuck me,” she groaned.

“Again.”

“Please fuck me,” she gasped, twisting in his
grip.

“Say, please shove that big nigger cock up
into my wet cunt.”

“Bastard!”

He slapped her bottom again.

“Say it, slut.”

“Please shove your big nigger cock up my wet
cunt,” she panted.

“Because I”m a filthy chink slut and love
that nigger cock.”

“Because I’m a filthy chink slut and love
nigger cock,” she groaned.

He thrust forward and she cried out
weakly.

“Oh! Ohhh!”

His cock was as thick as she remembered,
ramming into her, slowly forcing aside the taut walls of her sex,
thrusting forcefully up through the tight layers of flesh into her
quivering lower belly.

He abandoned his grip on her hair and cupped
her breasts from beneath, squeezing and kneading them, pulling her
nipples painfully against the chain. Then his hands dropped to her
thighs and he forced them wider apart a she began to pump inside
her.

And God help her she loved the feel of that
big cock thrusting up hard and deep inside her!

He rode her violently, pounding her against
the table so that it rocked against the wall again and again. His
cock pummelled her insides, bruising something deep within her
belly even as his hips slapped painfully against her buttocks.

* * * * *

“I have a problem.”

Butler raised an eyebrow, but did not
otherwise respond.

“Can we talk privately?”

Ming was trying not to appear frazzled, but
her lack of sleep - again, was making it difficult to think
straight. For even after he had finished with her the Black man had
not released her. Instead he had pulled her long hair into a loose
tail from the centre of her head, bound cord to it, and run the
cord up through a ring he drove into the roof overhead, and thence
down to a small chain locked around the leg of her table.

She had thought he had left her like that
permanently, gagged, bound, and forced up onto the balls of her
feet, her ankles shaking with pain, her hair tugging painfully at
her scalp every time she wavered or eased down. And as an added
touch, two dildos thrust deep into her pussy and anus and kept
there, a rough rope bound around her waist and then down between
her legs, jammed up hard against her sex.

As the night had worn on she had imagined all
manner of humiliating discoveries when she didn’t call or show up
at work. The worst would be Martin and Nolan showing up, being let
in by the landlord, and seeing her like that. Or perhaps her
parents would - one nightmare was as bad as another, and her
physical discomfort had been secondary through the long night and
into the morning.

And then at six she had heard a little bell
go off and the pressure on her hair eased. She was able to come
down off the balls of her feet somehow, and then tumble exhaustedly
to her knees and then her belly.

The chain, it turned out, was attached to a
small box with a simple timer on it, not much different than those
things which turned the lights on and off. At the appropriate hour,
the small latch holding the chain had simply opened, and she had
been released. Her wrists were still bound, but that was a simple
matter, requiring only that she fetch a knife from the kitchen.

Still, she had not slept in three nights now,
and it was becoming very difficult to hide the strain.

“In here, I suppose,” Butler said, pointing
at one of the interview rooms.

Ming shook her head, and led her to one of
the observation rooms instead.

“Well?” Butler asked.

“I need to find someone,” Ming said
nervously. “He is associated with a member of a private club, the
Pioneer’s Club. Have you ever heard of it?”

Butler nodded. “Vaguely.”

“It’s a very, very wealthy private club for
men only, white men only,” she amended. “The man’s name is
Carruthers. At least that’s what he tells them. I have no idea if
it’s his real name.”

“And why do you need to find him?”

Ming fidgeted unhappily, not sure how much
she could get away with concealing, but her lack of sleep robbed
her of patience, and, to some degree, care.

“Sometimes, I-I work at the Pioneer Club, for
fun mostly, for - thrills.”

She dropped her eyes. “The last time I was
there I was in a room with the man who calls himself Carruthers,
and he had another man with him, a large Black man. They - well, it
doesn’t matter what happened. But the Black man has shown up at my
apartment, inside my apartment, three times now, and I don’t know
what his name is or how to find him.”

Butler frowned in confusion. “Are you saying
he’s broken in? Has he - assaulted you?”

“Yes, but I can’t report it. I can’t have
my... association... with the Pioneer Club come out or I’ll lose my
job.”

Butler’s eyes narrowed. “What exactly do you
do there?”

Ming shrugged in embarrassment. “I uhm,
dance... a little.”

“You don’t mean you strip!?” Butler said in
wide eyed disbelief.

Ming glowered at her. “We all have our little
hobbies, Leah. Yours right now is Li. I won’t judge you and you
don’t judge me.”

Butler glared at her warily a long moment.
“Okay, so have you tried dusting for fingerprints and...”

Ming shook her head. “I’d need a case number.
I’d need to give them information about the type of crime. I’d need
authorization. And I don’t want to get anyone involved.”

“So what do you want from me?”

“The people at the Pioneer Club don’t know
who I am or where I work. I can’t go to them and ask for
information about Carruthers without telling them, and I don’t want
to do that.”

“Does this Carruthers know you’re a cop?”

Ming shook her head. “I would have sworn he
knew nothing about me, including where I live, and the black man
should have known even less. I don’t know how he found out, maybe
he followed me home, though I’m usually pretty careful about
that.”

But she had been exhausted that night, she
remembered, and her mind had been on other things.

“Okay, I’ll look into it. But if I were you
I’d stay somewhere else until we find this guy.”

“I was - I thought at first I would trap him,
but I’m just so... tired,” she groaned.

She told Butler everything she knew about
Carruthers and the management at the Pioneer Club, and then booked
off sick. She made sure she wasn’t followed and then went to a
hotel and slept through the day and into the night. She didn’t wake
up until early the next morning. She had a long, leisurely bath,
dressed, and then called her answering machine. She sat up
straighter on hearing Butler’s voice.

“It’s Leah,” she said, her voice sounding -
odd. “Call me at this number.”

Ming wrote down the number quickly, and then
called.

“Hello?”

Butler sounded out of breath.

“It’s Ming. Have you found out anything?”

“Yes.” Her voice sounded strange, and more
than a little angry.

Ming wondered if she had found out just what
Ming had been doing at the Pioneer Club and was disgusted with her
over it. Well, lesbians would hardly be expected to admire someone
who did as she did.

“Come to my place. I have information for
you.”

She hung up, and Ming stared at the phone in
surprise. Why was she at her place and not working? Why didn’t she
tell her over the phone?

She dressed and took a taxi to Butler’s
address, then knocked uncertainly on the door.

Butler opened it, glared at her, then jerked
her head, motioning her in.

“Get inside,” she said, almost spitting the
words.

Ming stared at her in surprise but walked
inside, drawing up short at the side of Carruthers sitting back in
a chair across the room. Her hand started beneath her jacket for
the gun but Butler slapped at her arm.

“Leave it,” she snapped.

“Come in, my dear. Come in,” Carruthers
called jovially.

Looking at Butler anxiously, Ming moved
forward, looking around for the big Black man.

“I do apologize for breaking the club rules,”
Carruthers said. “But you were such an interesting little morsel I
couldn’t help but wondering about you. So I asked a er, friend to
find out for me.”

“What do you want?” Ming demanded. “You sent
that bastard to my apartment, didn’t you?”

“More accurately he followed you there and
then called me. Or didn’t you wonder why you were usually
blindfolded.”

Ming inhaled sharply, her face flushing as
she thought of Carruthers being there, watching her.

“Why? You had what you wanted at the
club!?”

“No, I only rented it, and only occasionally.
Now I have what I wanted, any time I want it.”

“Oh is that so?”

She strode forward angrily, sliding the gun
out of its holster, and halted in shock, not having seen Li before.
The girl was kneeling, nude to one side of the chair in which
Carruthers sat, her legs spread wide, her arms bound behind her
back, head low.

“Li?”

“Oh don’t act as though you don’t know about
her,” Butler snapped, coming up behind her.

“Yes, that was good work on your part getting
those tapes,” Carruthers said in delight.

“Tapes? What?” Ming faltered.

“The ones my man found in your apartment last
night. They’ve been most interesting. Now if you would kindly
remove your clothes again, Detective Butler,” he said, smirking as
he shifted his eyes to the blonde woman.

Ming stared in open mouthed shock, first at
him, then at Butler as she sullenly began to disrobe.

“I have you both, as they say, by the short
and curlies. I can ruin you both so easily, make you the
laughingstock of New York, have you fired, have your families turn
away from you, put your faces on the front pages of the tabloids.
Oh what fun we could have,” he said, rubbing his hands
gleefully.

“Stupid bitch,” Butler snapped, slipping off
her dress.

She was nude beneath, and she dropped to her
knees in front of Carruthers, assuming the same position as Li, her
knees spread wide to reveal her shaven sex.

“You too, Ming,” Carruthers said. “I want you
naked. Now.”

“I-I... but, and what if I just decide to
take you out?” she demanded, raising the gun.

“Then your mysterious visitor would know all
about it and you would quickly find yourself in the tabloids, first
with the release of certain tapes - .”

He picked up a remote control and pointed it
at a nearby television. Ming turned her head unwillingly, gasping
at the sight of herself in her own apartment, naked, writhing on
the bed, crying out in sexual pleasure as the Black man thrust into
her.

“The stripper, prostitute cop. Oh I’m sure
they’d love you,” he said in amusement. “And then murder on top of
that? Such shame to your family. Drop the gun dear. You have no
alternative but doing what I say, just as your friend here
didn’t.”

Ming closed her eyes, shame filling her as
she let the gun drop to the floor.

“Strip.”

Her finger trembled with fury and
embarrassment as she undid her blouse and slipped it over her
shoulders. Her mind spun, trying to find a way out.

“There are other videos, of course, but this
is my favourite,” he said, playing with the remote.

The picture changed, and now it was Ming on
stage, doing her routine. She shook her head at the betrayal,
having had no idea the club had cameras in place. She pushed down
her panties and stepped out of them naked, glaring at him and
feeling humiliated in front of Li and Butler.

“Assume the position next to your friend,”
Carruthers ordered.

She knelt down beside Butler, who refused to
look at her.

‘I’m sorry,” she said softly.

“Shove it,” Butler growled.

Carruthers reached into a bag next to him and
drew out a pair of studded leather collars, then, smirking, tossed
one to each of them. They both looked down at them with distaste,
then at each other. Butler glowered and Ming dropped her eyes.

“Put them on, my little sluts.”

They both reluctantly drew the collars around
their throats and buckled them in place and Carruthers reached into
the bag again, this time drawing out several smaller versions of
the collar - studded leather restraints.

“On your pretty wrists and ankles, girls,” he
said, tossing them onto the floor in front of them.

Butler shook her head. “Fuck,” she
snapped.

“Oh you will be doing that soon, my dear,”
Carruthers said genially.

Butler glared at him furiously, then
impatiently donned the leather restraints, buckling them in place.
Ming did the same, more slowly and anxiously.

“You, little Li, come here,” Carruthers
ordered.

Li, eyes nearly blank, dropped onto all fours
and crawled to his side, and made no resistance at all as he seized
her hair and drew her face over his groin. He undid his trousers
and drew out his cock, rubbing it against Li’s face as Butler
looked on with icy eyes.

“Not to leave you two out, of course, so,
pleasure each other.”

Ming stared at him with sudden appalled
understanding.

“Wh-what?” she squeaked.

“Make love. I want to see how lesbians do
it.”

“I’m not a lesbian!”

“I’m sure your friend can teach you.”

“She’s not my friend,” Butler snapped.

“I’m sorry. I only wanted to make sure I
could trust you not to tell anyone.”

“Like I could trust you?”

“Enough bitching. You both do as I tell you
or be ruined. Blonde girl. You can lead. You can be rough if you
like,” he added with a smile.

Ashamed, Ming dropped her eyes, then gasped
in pain as Butler moved against her, gripping her hair and forcing
her head back.

“So we put on a show. I”m sure you’ve done it
a lot of times before, you little slut,” she spat.

She jammed her mouth down against Ming’s, her
tongue thrusting through as she crushed their bodies together. Ming
groaned as Butler’ warm flesh pressed firmly against her own,
squirming with embarrassment at the feel of the other woman’s soft
breasts against her own. Then she gasped as one of Butler’s hands
slapped down on her bottom and squeezed roughly.

Her mouth was almost eating at Ming’s mouth,
her lips chewing, nipping painfully at her tongue and lips, her own
mouth pressing in with bruising force.

Ming cried out as the woman pulled her mouth
back and yanked Ming’s hair so that her own head went even farther
back.

“You know what they say, Ming, when rape is
inevitable make the most of it,” she growled. “And I’ve been
wanting to get my hands on your pretty little ass for a long
time.”

Her other hand moved roughly over Ming’s
breasts, squeezing and kneading so that the Chinese girl gasped and
moaned in pain. Then Butler let her own weight push Ming over and
she fell sprawling onto her back with Butler atop her, the woman
chewing and biting and kissing and sucking at her lips and throat
as her hands raced over Ming’s soft body.

Ming was so stunned, so embarrassed and
feeling so guilty at how her simple minded actions had entrapped
the other woman she could not fight back, instead laying back and
wincing and groaning, trying to control her shame as the other
woman groped and molested her while Carruthers looked on.

At least Li was not watching. The young girls
lips were bobbing up and down on Carruther’s erection, her back
turned to the other two as Butler’s hands raced over her body.

“Oh! Ungh!” Ming gasped as she felt Butler’s
fingers roughly jam against her sex and push up into her.

“What are you complaining about? I saw the
videos,” Butler growled. “Nothing makes you so hot as getting
something hard up your snatch!”

She began to grind her own pelvis against
Ming, her hands racing over her body, her pussy rubbing and
grinding against Ming’s own sex as her lips sucked and her mouth
chewed on Ming’s own mouth and face and throat.

All the while Carruthers looked down at them,
smirking, and shame filled Ming’s belly.

“You’re quite right, my dear,”Carruthers
said. “Here’s a training aid for you.”

He tossed something heavy on the floor and
Butler sat back, snatching it up. She glared at him, but then
glared even more angrily at Ming as the girl looked up dazedly.

“Fine!” she snapped.

It was a strap on dildo, a very large one,
black, with what looked like studs around the shaft.

She drew it on tightly and then knelt between
Ming’s spread legs.

“Leah I - .”

“Shut up!” the blonde woman hissed.

She jammed the head of the ugly looking sex
toy against Ming’s entrance and thrust.

Ming cried out, pushing against her, but
Butler gripped her wrists and forced them back, riding up over her,
using her own body’s weight to force the dildo down deeper into the
wriggling, twisting girl’s pussy.

“Ow! Ow! Stop it! No! Ow! It’s too big! Oww!”
Ming cried, struggling beneath her.

But Butler was between her legs, and weight
was on her side as she pushed down from above. The dildo jammed
higher, the studs clawing at the sensitive walls of Ming’s sex, and
cutting painfully across the taut lips of her sex each time one was
forced through.

“Leah! Please! Ohhhww!”

“Take it, you bitch!” Butler snarled. “You
got me into this!”

She thrust her hips violently down and Ming
screamed as the thick hard dildo ground over her pussy lips and
drove still deeper into her already aching sex. Ming bucked and
twisted violently beneath her, but inch by inch the fat, sullen
black cock was being forced into her pussy.

She shuddered, her body trembling with pain
as the dildo was jammed deep into her belly, as Butler’s soft flesh
pinned her to the floor and she worked her hips down sharply.

“Oh God!” she whispered, head back, gasping
for breath.

“Fucking bitch,” Butler snarled, throwing her
hips forward.

Ming cried out again, her hands pushing
frantically against the blonde woman but Butler slammed her hands
back savagely, then forced them together, using the clip on the
wrist restraints to bind them, then jamming them beneath her head
and locking them to a ring in the back of her collar.

She pushed herself back, gripping Ming’s
thighs and jamming them back hard, then thrust hard enough to draw
another cry of pain.

“H-Hurts!” Ming whimpered.

Butler gripped her ankles, lifting them up
and forcing them back sharply, raising her slim bottom into the
air, then let her weight sink the last inch of the torturous sex
toy into Ming’s quivering body.

Butler stared down at her, eyes flaming. “You
like that, bitch?” she growled.

She ground her hips against Ming’s upraised
bottom, twisting the dildo around inside her belly. She turned her
head at a sound and saw Li struggling, Carruther’s hands on the
back of her head, her lips wrapped around the base of his erection.
She glared angrily. She had had plans for little Li, but Carruthers
had already told her he was taking her for himself, and that
infuriated her.

She turned back to Ming and pulled her hips
up, then rammed them back again, feeling a surge of anger and
satisfaction as the Asian girl cried out in pain.

“Fucking cock loving slut,” she hissed.

She forced the dildo in and out as rapidly as
possible, vengefully tearing it up and down the whimpering, moaning
girl’s sex tunnel, snarling every time she thrust deep.

She pulled up and back, feeling the tight
pressure of the Ming’s pussy lips as she tore the dildo free. She
violently twisted the girl over onto her belly, slapped her bottom
hard, then yanked her hips up, reaching forward to bury her hand in
the girl’s thick hair before jamming the dildo against her pussy
again and thrusting forward.

Ming cried out, her sobbing voice begging her
to stop, but Butler only grew more angry and, she admitted, more
than a little hot. She had always been a sadist, and yet this was
almost the first time she was being free rein to do as she chose,
to hurt a beautiful woman without worrying about what her limits
were. She had fantasised before about dominating and hurting the
lovely Asian girl, and now here she was, her prisoner.

She thrust hard, yanking back cruelly on her
long hair, twisting it around her fist as she reached down and
slapped at her dangling breast.

With her wrists pinned to the back of her
collar Ming could not support herself and cried out as her head was
yanked back with enough force to lift her off her shoulders. She
tried to straighten but Butler quickly shoved her back again,
keeping her in a bent over position, using her hair to hold her up
off the floor as she began to ram the ugly dildo into her silken
sheath faster and faster.

“Enough for now,” she heard.

She hesitated, turning to glare at
Carruthers.

“Leave the dildo inside her and come
here.”

Biting her lip, Butler obeyed, twisting the
dildo free of the harness around her hips and crawling the few feet
over beside Li. Carruthers smirked as he looked down at her, then
pulled Li’s head up, freeing her mouth from his cock.

“Suck,” he said.

Butler snarled but obeyed, reaching forward
and taking his saliva coated cock in her hand, then sliding her
lips over it.

“Perhaps you can do me a service, Miss
Butler,” he said as he watched her head bob up and down on his
cock. “You’ve made an excellent start at training this lovely
little slut for me. If you’re good I’ll let you start in on that
one, as well.”

Butler slid her lips up and stared at
him.

“Keep sucking,” he said curtly.

She glared resentfully, then lowered her
mouth to his cock, sliding her lips up and down as she licked at
the head.

“Yes, I think that would be amusing, to have
you start her training, a fellow policewoman,” he said, chortling.
“Now, off and bend over. I love fucking lesbians.”

Butler slid her lips up and shifted back.
“Why don’t you fuck them?” she demanded, hating the sound of the
whine in her voice.

“Because you’ll hate it more,” he said with a
smirk.

She glared.

“Or would you rather all this become
public?”

“Fuck! Fine,” she snapped, turning and
falling forward onto her hands and knees.

Carruthers slipped to his knees behind her,
then removed her harness and thrust himself into her sex.

“Ahh, you’re wet. I thought you would
be.”

Butler grimaced. She had gotten a little hot
fucking Ming, and now, as distasteful as it was to have Carruthers
atop her, inside her, the thought of having her alone and at her
mercy for even a short time was giving her some very pleasant
ideas. It wasn’t enough to let her ignore the pig rutting into her,
or running his filthy hands over her body, by any means. In fact,
the feel of his cock pumping inside her only enraged her further,
and made her think of how she would take her revenge, first on
Ming, then on Carruthers.
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“P-Please, Leah!” Ming groaned.

Butler did feel a little guilty - but only a
little. It was Ming’s own fault, and she had no choice.

She tied off the chain and turned back to see
Ming hanging from her ankles, legs spread wide, and felt a little
surge of lust between her legs. Even upside down Ming had a
fantastic ass. She moved over beside her and ran her hands over her
buttocks, squeezing and kneading, delighting in the softness of the
girl’s flesh.

From the videos Carruthers had shown her Ming
was more than a little submissive, which lessened her sense of
guilt considerably. She smiled and picked up a vibrator, then moved
around in front of the girl and pushed it slowly down into her
pussy. Then she picked up a second and began to taunt and tease her
clit. She had seen how vulnerable the Chinese girl was to
vibrators, and now put her own expert touch to work, alternately
licking and sucking and kissing Ming’s swollen little clit bud
until her whining turned to soft groans and gasps of pleasure.

She dropped to her knees, teasing Ming’s
nipples with the vibrator, then reached below and gripped her head,
pulling it up between her own legs, jamming her face in against her
bare sex. She gasped in delight as Ming’s tongue came out and began
to lick along her slit, searching upwards for her clit.

“Ahh, nasty little bitch,” she groaned. “Lick
me, you fucking whore. You cock loving prostitute bitch.”

She rolled her hips down, rubbing her sex
along Ming’s mouth and nose as she teased and taunted her nipples.
Then she slid the vibrator up across the girl’s belly and between
her legs, sawing it along her slit, and over her clitoris.

Her hips began to buck wildly, excitement
spreading through her body as the Chinese girl licked her. The
knowledge that Ming was not the least into girls, or had never
been, only made it more arousing, more exciting, and she let out a
long, shuddering moan as she came, grinding herself violently into
Ming’s face as the pleasure swamped her senses.

She got up, her legs shaky, and slowly worked
the second vibrator down into the hanging girl’s anus, slapping at
the base of both until they had all but disappeared.

Then she padded to the wall and drew out a
long flog. She had seen the ones used in the video. They were small
and light. This one was only a little heavier - to start. She
wanted Ming in the proper frame of mind.

She swung the flog around and felt a little
shudder of excitement as it cracked against the hanging girl’s
back. Ming’s cry, and the way her body twisted and swung, only
added to her pleasure. The girl’s wrists were still locked behind
her neck, her elbows almost brushing the floor. There was nothing
to protect her as Butler’s whip cracked across her back again and
again, then moved upwards and began to tear into the soft flesh of
her buttocks.

Butler changed the direction of her blows,
and the flog swung overhand, slashing down onto Ming’s sex from
above. Ming howled and twisted, begging her to stop again,
promising the world. But Butler was too aroused to care. She
slashed the flog down again and again, then moved around to the
front and began to lay into her belly and breasts.

When Ming’s body was dark with pain she
leaned in and began to tongue and suck on her clitoris, a clitoris
aching with pain after having been struck several times by the
flog. Her hands caressed the younger woman’s buttocks and kneaded
her soft flesh as her mouth ravished her aching sex. She licked
Ming until she was once again moaning and gasping and twisting in
heat.

And then came the heavier flog. The pain was
not as sharp, but heavier, and Ming’s cries quickly took on the
edge of desperation as the laces slashed her back and buttocks and
then her breasts and belly and sex.

Aroused beyond measure, Butler threw the whip
down and, gasping, knelt behind the girl, gripping her long, lovely
hair and yanking her head up and back behind her, almost forcing
her head back against her shoulders as she jammed her sex in
against her mouth.

Moaning, babbling, Ming licked and sucked her
to another climax.

Then came the heavy whip.

* * * * *

“Ming called in sick again,” Butler said, her
hand on the doorframe of Nolan’s office.

“Well, I’m not surprised. She looked like
shit.”

Butler nodded and turned away, smiling.

 


Ming whimpered, fighting desperately to keep
her trembling body still. It hurt too much when she moved.

Butler had carefully bound her hair into a
tight braid springing from the top of her head. And then slowly
lifted her up to the tips of her toes, tying the braid to a cord
and running it through a ring in the ceiling. And then she had
lifted it higher still, until Ming was hanging fully by her hair.
Her wrists were bound tightly behind her back, her ankles bound
tightly together. The ball gag filled her mouth, and tears of pain
and misery dripped slowly down her cheeks as she turned slowly in
place, alone in the dark basement.

She had hung by her ankles all the previous
day and night, awash in the hot, throbbing pain of her whipped
flesh. Now it had been hours since Butler had hung her by her hair,
or at least, it seemed like hours. She desperately hoped it had
been, for Butler had announced she was going to work, and that
meant Ming was doomed to remain in terrible pain, a thousand
needles of agony driven into her scalp, until she got home
again.

The pain was driving her mad. It was
constant, unending, tearing at her mind, clawing at her body. Once
she had become so frantic she had screamed and howled and kicked
and writhed, and the pain had of course grown much worse, until it
had finally penetrated her rage and she had gone still again.

* * * * *

Butler walked slowly down the steps into the
basement. She sighed in delight at Ming. The girl was gorgeous, and
the sight of her was deliciously erotic hanging as she was, her
body glistening with sweat, her eyes wide.

“Hello, little slut,” she said.

She had no intention of breaking her as she
had Li. That would make her useless. Li’s mind needed reprogramming
just to keep her from being a miserable, half dead creature. But
Ming only needed an attitude adjustment. She was already clearly
sexually submissive. Butler simply needed to destroy her pride and
make sure she obeyed. Then she would use her to get at that bastard
Carruthers.

“Have you enjoyed yourself, my little slut?”
she purred.

She smiled at the wide eyed girl and patted
her cheek. “Would you like to be let down? Nod your head.”

She laughed gently, then gave her body a push
so it swung back and forth. Ming screamed through the gag, and
Butler moved to the wall, undoing the cord and allowing her to drop
to her feet, then her knees.

She knelt beside the shuddering, trembling
woman and undid the cord, then freed her hair from the tight braid,
gently combing her fingers through it so it spread out around her
lovely, if tear stained face.

She removed the gag and kissed her gently.
“You need to learn to be a good little fuck toy, Ming. You’re not
going to resist are you?”

“N-N-N-No,” Ming stuttered weakly.

Butler gripped her hair and yanked it back so
that Ming’s back arched.

“No Mistress,” she said pleasantly.

“No Mistress!” Ming cried.

“Good girl,” Butler said, patting her cheek
again.

She held a twenty inch double headed dildo in
her other hand, plastic and flexible.

“Your new master wants to ensure your
abilities at sucking cock,” she said. “So we’re going to practice a
little. Open your pretty little mouth.”

Trembling, Ming let her mouth open, and
Butler thrust the dildo inside, pumping it slowly in and out. With
every thrust she forced it deeper, and when Ming began to struggle,
pinned her head beneath her other arm and gripped her hair
tightly.

“Suck, cock lover. You’ve done it before,”
she growled.

She pushed harder, deeper, tearing at Ming’s
hair whenever her teeth tried to close, forcing ten inches, then
twelve, then fourteen into her mouth and down her throat. She
pumped freely, becoming more and more aroused, more and more
excited at he power. She shifted her grip down the length of the
twenty inch sex toy, pushing more and more into the wriggling
girl’s throat, pumping the entire long length of it up and down her
throat and over her tongue.

She pulled it free several times to let Ming
gasp and choke for air, watching the saliva spill over her lower
lip as she held her steady, whispering to her about the need to be
a good little cock sucker, a good little fuck toy. Then, she would
thrust it down the girl’s throat once again and pump until she was
on the verge of fainting.

“Suck, little fuck toy,” she whispered. “You
know you love cock. Feel how long this one is. Doesn’t it feel good
in your throat? Nasty little fuck toy. Dirty little cock
lover.”

When she was done she made Ming lick her to a
climax, then snapped a clamp around the girl’s tongue and pulled it
out painfully far, lifting the wire attached to the clamp straight
up and locking to the ceiling, holding the trembling girl on the
tips of her toes.

“I’ll see you later,” she called merrily.

Ming would get no sleep, no chance to think,
no chance to do anything but learn obedience.

She kept her on her toes most of the evening,
going down occasionally to acquaint her bottom and breasts with a
thin riding crop. When she cut her down at last it was to force her
to crawl around the basement on all fours and use her aching tongue
on her toes, then on the cracks along the base of the walls.

Then she was placed on a sawhorse for the
night, straddling a narrow wooden plank, her ankles bound up and
back behind her. The harsh wood dug up into the soft flesh of her
mons with increasingly bruising force, and no amount of shifting
her weight would ease it for more than an instant. She was soon
sobbing in pain, then screaming. The pain was worse than she had
felt that day, and even more relentless.

She spent the night like that, and the next
day jammed into a cage only a few feet long, wide and high, sitting
on her heels, her breasts pressed against her thighs, the bars of
the cage squeezing in against her head and back from above and her
shoulders from both sides. Butler raised the cage on a pulley to
just below the roof, then left her there, swaying and turning
slowly in place.

Such was her mental and physical exhaustion
she had almost been able to sleep a little before the cramps joined
the other pains circulating through her outraged nervous
system.

That evening the clamp went on her tongue
again. Butler pulled her arms back behind her and bound her wrists
together in front of her, then slid a bar through her arms and
locked in place between two posts. Her ankles were then lifted up
and off the floor, the straps attached to her wrists.

Her tongue was pulled out by the clamp and a
heavy weight so that it hung over her lip.

Then Butler beat the soles of her feet with a
riding crop until she almost fainted.

* * * * *

“Well?”

Carruthers smiled at the Asian girl kneeling
before her, then up at the blonde woman standing behind her. Butler
was clad in jeans and sweatshirt, holding a riding crop. Ming wore
nothing but wrist and elbow shackles which pinned her arms tightly
back behind her, and a collar.

“She seems obedient,” he said. “But then she
always has been,”

Li stood next to him, clad in a skin tight
spandex mini dress which barely covered her bottom and left most of
her breasts exposed. She too wore a collar, and her eyes were
blank. Behind her stood the Black man, whose name they still didn’t
know.

“Li, take our new slut out and put her in the
car,” Carruthers ordered.

“Yes, master.” Her voice was the barest
whisper.

“Here are the keys to her wrist and elbow
cuffs,” Butler said, handing them to him.

Carruthers looked down at them, then at Ming,
then tossed the keys away.

“No need. I like her as she is. She can stay
that way.”

Butler stared in surprise. “But you won’t be
able to get her arms free without...”

“I don’t need her arms free for anything,”
Carruthers said.

“But - she can’t even look after herself
without - .”

“I’ll let Li take care of her, wash her, feed
her, dress her, on the rare occasion she wears anything.”

Butler’s eyes widened as she watched Li lead
Ming towards the stairs.

“But you can’t keep her like that
permanently!” she protested.

“Don’t tell me what I can and can’t do,”
Carruthers growled.

Butler snapped her mouth closed and crossed
her arms across her chest. “Fine. She’s your - your - .”

“Slave.”

“Slave,” she said unhappily.

“As are you.”

Butler’s eyes widened. “Oh no!” she said.
“You can forget it. I did what you wanted. Now you can go and play
with your little sex toys and leave me alone.”

“I could, but why should I?”

* * * * *

Nolan sighed as he stared at the earnest
young detective standing before him.

‘No, Jeremy, you can’t just go and get it.
You have to talk to the DA first.”

“Oh. I forgot.”

Nolan shook his head. Bad enough having to
break in one new detective but he had two. Who would have thought
Leah Butler and Ming Tam would - he still found it astonishing. He
wished he could talk with one or the other, but after that video
tape had made the rounds of the NYPD, showing the two having wild
lesbian sex together, and then sucking on some black dude’s cock,
well, he wasn’t surprised they had resigned in writing rather than
coming in to talk to him in person. Too bad, they’d been pretty
easy on the eyes.

* * * * *

“They’re very easy on the eyes,” Powell said,
grinning as he sat back in the chaise lounge and looked across the
deck.

Carruthers’ yacht was anchored just off the
coast of Greece. The sun was high overhead, and he and Carruthers
were sipping a fine vintage wine as they sat on the back deck.

The two naked Chinese girls knelt at either
side of Carruther’s chair, knees spread wide to reveal bare little
slits, lovely faces framed by thick, glossy black hair. One was
unbound, though she kept her wrists behind her back. The other was
shackled. Both wore rings through their nipples and clits. Their
slits were spread wide around metallic looking objects which had
been thrust up into their bodies. Tiny chains locked the base of
those rounded metal objects to the rings of their clits. Similar
small chains were clipped to their nipple rings, holding them up
and back, attached to their metal collars.

“Is that one more disobedient than the
other?” he asked curiously.

“No, it merely amuses me to keep her bound,
always.”

“Always?”

“She has not had her arms released in almost
a year now. ”

“That’s... interesting.”

“She has no need of arms. She is bathed and
fed like any other animal.”

He casually gripped the shackled girl’s
silken hair and forced her head up and back across the arm of his
chair, reaching down to roughly grope and squeeze a bare breast.
The girl made no complaint and offered no resistance, though her
eyes fluttered a little with what could have been pain. Then he
half dragged her up across his lap, slipping his fingers between
her trembling thighs and stroking her naked sex.

“Observe how well her body and mind have been
trained,” he said, fingers slipping between the lips of her sex,
thumb stroking up across her swollen, pierced clitoris.

The girl began to moan almost at once, her
round bottom squirming and rolling as his fingers caressed her
sensitive sex, and when he held his fingers up so that Powell could
see them glistening wetly.

He flung her forward to sprawl at the other
man’s feet and she moaned weakly, then, squirming on her side,
moved closer to the other man and began to lick at his feet.
Startled, he stared down at her, mouth open, as she rolled onto her
knees and rose up between his legs, rubbing her face against his
groin and rolling her eyes up appealingly towards him.

“Take her below and use her however you
choose, roughly or gently, it is all the same. She is a creature of
raw, uninhibited sexual desires, and she exists only to please
you.

Powell took the girl away and Carruthers
gripped Li’s long hair, dragging her up onto his lap. He caressed
her soft flesh, then reached out and pressed a button on the side
of the chair. A moment later his captain appeared, lowering herself
to her knees before him.

“Ah, my little flower,” he said. “We should
weigh anchor now and head for Rome.”

“Yes, master,” Butler said, eyes
downcast.

She wore a small black G-string, but like the
others her nipples were pierced, the rings attached by tiny chains
to her silver collar.

“Perhaps, if you are a good girl, I will let
you play with my little toy later. Would you like that?”

“Yes, master,” she whispered, eyes on Li.

“Then go,” he said, pushing her back with his
foot.

She turned away to obey.

 


 


cover.jpg
The Detective

By JJ Argus






