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Kenzie pointed her Glock at the bird and
glared down the barrel. The bird was on her window sill,
thirty-seven floors up. It was tapping at the glass, blissfully
unaware of the possibility of impending death. Kenzie had never
liked birds, nor, for that matter, cats, dogs or any other species,
though she had a soft spot for tigers.

She wanted to kill the bird. It was
irritating her. The problem was she'd have to replace the window,
which would take an annoying amount of time and attention. She'd
have to break out more of the glass to hide the bullet hole to
avoid questions. She'd have to deal with people she didn't want to
deal with and it would all be dreary and annoying.

She considered all this in a brief second as
she stared at the bird, then put the gun back on the bedside
table.

She very much wanted to kill the pigeon. This
was the third morning in a row it had been tapping on her window,
and it seemed to be in the process of building a nest. She was
simply not going to stand for that. Turning the other cheek was not
a character trait anyone would ever ascribe to her. Not even with
pigeons.

But shooting it through the window was going
to cause her too much future annoyance. She was not the type of
person to do things thoughtlessly and cause herself future grief.
She was not the person to do anything thoughtlessly. Kenzie
considered everything first.

Naked, she padded across the hardwood floor
to the bathroom.

The bathroom was done in black and white. The
floor was white marble. The ten foot long counter was black
granite, and the mirror ran its full length and rose almost to the
ceiling. The white cabinet literally glistened. The wall behind it
was textured black stone. The white bathtub to the right was topped
by the same granite as the counter. The shower cabinet to the left
was smooth glass from floor to ceiling, the wall black.

Warm and cozy it was not. But then, Kenzie
was not a warm and cozy person.

There were few bathrooms with digital clocks
on the wall. Hers was one. Punctuality was her watchword. She
glanced at the clock then pressed the button to start the shower.
The water took seconds to reach its programmed temperature, and she
stepped in.

Eight minutes later she stepped out, toweled
herself off, then brushed and dried her hair before leaving the
bathroom. Her clothes were laid out neatly on the otherwise
spotless dresser, black G-string on top, followed by black bra,
black socks, black jeans, and gray turtleneck.

There was a digital clock on the wall and she
glanced at it, then clipped her holster onto the left rear of her
belt, thrust the Glock into it, and turned and stepped into the
walk-in closet. She took a black blazer off a hangar, slipping it
on before heading to the front door. There she sat on a black
buttoned leather stool while she slipped on her black leather
sneakers.

She set the alarm and stepped through the
door, then turned and locked it with the high-security key, turned
and strode to the elevator.

Kenzie lived on the thirty-seventh floor of a
luxury condo in south Manhattan. She had 'found' the money for it
in various places on the internet, and taken it from people and
groups she thought were unlikely to miss it much. The money had
been funneled into numbered accounts, used to buy bitcoins, which
had then been resold and the money put in other numbered accounts
before being used to buy the condo.

Kenzie had no real sense of morality, as
such. She had neither guilt nor empathy.

She had, however, tried to learn, at least
insofar as it would allow her to fit into society.

Not that she particularly liked people any
more than she did cats, dogs and pigeons, but there were a lot of
them and they were hard to avoid unless she spent all instead of
just most of her time online.

She stood ramrod straight in the elevator as
it slid smoothly downstairs. Others got in but she ignored them.
She had no desire to make the acquaintance of anyone she lived
around and who might then consider that they had the right to
strike up conversations with her in future.

Most people were idiots and she had little
time for them.

Men especially.

She strode across the marble floor under
glistering chandeliers, ignoring the man behind the desk. She gave
a brief nod to the doorman who hurriedly pulled it back, and
stepped out onto the street, turning right and heading up the
street.

Around the corner was the subway station. She
walked down it, being careful to touch nothing, especially the
handrails. She flashed her pass at the machine to get through the
turnstiles then headed downstairs, ignoring, as much as possible,
everyone around her.

She hated subways. They were full of
people.

*

The blonde was tall and slender, dressed in
tight faded jeans and a turtleneck under a stylish black hip-length
jacket. She had black leather shoes, and carried no purse.

What Lewis paid the most attention to,
however, was how deliciously her breasts swelled out under the
tight sweater. The jacket was unbuttoned, and from his angle he
could see that her breasts – well, one of them – looked... firm! It
looked full and firm! And with that oh-so-thin sweater stretched
across it he felt himself tremble with excitement at how inviting
it looked!

The blonde hair was nearly as inviting. It
seemed impossible it could hang so perfectly for it appeared
carelessly maintained. It was parted in the middle and spilled down
around her pretty face, half covering one eye, and curving in a few
inches under her chin.

Lewis loved to touch blonde hair, and
normally he'd have made his way up close just to touch it. Hers was
a bit short for his taste, but he knew he could come just by
rubbing it between his fingers.

But those breasts! They taunted him! He
stared at the one he could see from his angle, licking his lips,
feeling his breathing tightening. He needed to feel it in his hand!
It looked like the perfect size! It wasn't fat and heavy, but was
big enough to easily fill his hand! It would feel so soft under his
fingers!

He sidled closer. The blonde was looking idly
out the window of the subway car, as motionless as a statue. She
was probably listening to music. He couldn't see under that
white-blonde hair, but she probably had those new ear-pod
things.

All the better, he thought. Just keep still,
slut.

He knew she was a slut. They were all sluts,
especially the blondes. And arrogant and stupid. They thought they
were worth something, thought they were so special. They were just
cunts!

He sidled up beside her, gulping anxiously,
fighting to control his breathing, then he slid his hand out
casually. The motion was hidden behind the back of a man standing
in front of him, and he curved his body so as to hide it from
anyone behind

His hand slid into her open jacket and cupped
her breast firmly!

God, it felt incredible! So soft! So firm!
How could it be both!?

He squeezed it, holding it in his hand, then
squeezed it again. He'd forgotten to breathe, so filled with heat
and wild pleasure was he! His cock was hard as a rock and tenting
out the front of his pants as he squeezed it a third time, moaning
low in his throat.

But then something strange happened. She
didn't jerk back in shock, didn't scream, didn't flush red with
embarrassment. She didn't even try to ignore him out of fear and
embarrassment, as so many of them did. Her head turned a little,
and those blue, blue eyes narrowed as they looked at him.

Lewis had been groping girls and women for
years – decades now. He'd never had a reaction like this. Those
eyes weren't afraid nor did she seem the slightest bit embarrassed.
She didn't even seem angry or at all upset! Instead those blue,
blue eyes seemed to study him, watching him sweat and pant and
gulp, watching his flushed face.

Uncertainty filled him, and then anxiety,
spoiling his arousal. He eased his hand back, confused.

What the fuck!?

She looked at him as if he were a bug – not a
menacing bug, nor even a particularly disgusting one, just a bug,
and was considering whether he was worth the effort to step on.

Those eyes were very blue, but aside from
that they seemed not only to have no emotion but to have never held
any emotion.

But those breasts! He caught sight of the one
he'd just been groping and wavered, moaning low in his throat
again. He thrust his hand out. He had to feel it again!

The blonde didn't seem to move, but suddenly
his wrist was caught in her hand, startling him. He looked down and
saw a slender stainless steel band slipped around his wrist. He had
a moment to recognize it, for he'd seen its like often enough, then
she pulled his other wrist up, not roughly, and slipped the other
cuff around it.

She didn't say anything. She pulled a notepad
out of the jacket and seemed to be writing a note. The train came
into the station, and she pressed it against his back, turned and
walked out.

Lewis stared after her, then at his wrists,
handcuffed together on either side of the metal bar which went from
floor to ceiling. As others left and new people entered, people
noticed, but no one said anything.

The train didn't move for several minutes.
Then two men entered. One was overweight, the other short and
Asian. They pulled the note taped to his back off, laughed at him,
uncuffed him, then cuffed his hands behind his back after frisking
him. They marched him off the train and up the stairs and out to a
patrol car.

Lewis was resigned to it. He'd been arrested
more times than he could remember. It was worth it anyway. That had
been the best breast he'd ever groped! But he remained confused,
and more than a little frightened. A reaction like that was
unnatural! Maybe she'd been some kind of alien!

*

Captain Michael Frost had a lot of stress in
his life. As head of the NYPD Major Case Squad he was expected to
deliver on the often high-profile crimes he was assigned. Those
cases stretched across all five boroughs, and the interest of his
squad overrode both local precinct and borough detectives – which
pissed a lot of those people off.

His employees were all 1st-grade
detectives, most with decades of experience who didn't need to care
what anyone thought of them – including him. They had the
connections and proven history to work anywhere in the department
they wanted, which made discipline sometimes difficult and
delicate.

He thus had pressure from above to solve
cases, resentment from other units, and a staff that didn't give a
shit whether he was annoyed at them and often thought they knew
better than he did about where to take investigations.

And then there was Morgan McKenzie, alias
M&M, alias Kenzie, alias that hot psycho blonde in the corner
of the office.

He looked out through his glass windows at
the open office. The desks all had low dividers so the detectives
could talk to one another and throw questions around more easily.
All except her desk, which had five-foot-high cubicle walls around
it, as well as a privacy panel in the doorway.

The only way to tell if she was even in there
was to stick his head inside. And he was sure she'd hidden a camera
somewhere, because every time he did it she was looking at the
doorway before she should have known he was even there.

A normal employee would have pretended to be
surprised by his sudden entry into their cubicle. Not Kenzie. She
didn't give a shit if he suspected she had a camera somewhere. He'd
casually looked but hadn't found one, but that meant nothing. She
was spooky good with electronics – which was why she was here.

She had her privacy ostensibly because she
handled online investigations for the unit, as well as other units
in the Special Investigations Division, including the Joint
Terrorism Task Force. But mostly she had her privacy because
otherwise too many of his men, who goddamn well should have been
old enough to know better would spend half their day staring at her
and daydreaming.

Technically, she didn't work directly for
him, even though over half the work she did was for his squad. She
worked for Assistant Chief Mitch Donnelly, head of the Special
Investigations Division. He wasn't entirely sure why she'd been
stuck down here.

Rumor said she'd punched out a member of the
Chief's staff, some officious Inspector who had annoyed her. He
wasn't sure whether he believed that or not. But she was certainly
capable of it. She had the brightest blue eyes he'd ever seen on a
human, and they could turn so icy it put his name to shame.

He was reasonably sure she had major pull
from someone very high up. Not that she wasn't a genius at pulling
information out of the computers, and out of the internet, and out
of, he suspected, places she had no legal business getting into.
But he couldn't imagine how she could have even gotten into the
department, let alone become a detective 1st grade with
her... attitude.

She didn't talk much, except about business.
And then she spoke in a very clipped, efficient, and unemotional
way. She didn't talk about her home life or history at all, with
anyone, so far as he knew. She didn't socialize with any of the
other detectives, and those cold eyes stopped any attempt to engage
her in social talk.

She was a mystery, a gorgeous blonde mystery
in a roomful of detectives. Which meant there had been a lot of
efforts made by skilled detectives to find out more about her. So
far as he knew they'd all failed. No one knew where or with whom
she lived, what, if any hobbies she had, or who her rabbi might be
– a rabbi being the unofficial term used in the NYPD for an
upper-level supervisor who helped influence, promote and protect
the career of a lower level cop.

Whoever it was had to be damned high if she
could get away with flooring an Inspector. A 1st-grade
detective was the equivalent of a sergeant in the rank structure,
four ranks below Inspectors. The NYPD didn't put up with that sort
of thing any more than the military did.

Furthermore, she was by far the youngest D1
he'd ever heard of. You needed to be twenty-one to be hired as a
cop, and then usually needed a couple of years experience to become
a detective third grade. In the normal course of events, a D3 could
expect promotion to D2 in several years, if they did good work.
Promotion to D1 could take much longer. He'd never met a D1 under
thirty. Mackenzie was definitely under 25. How much under was
something everyone wondered about.

He sighed and got up, opened his door, and
walked through the office to the front, then over to her cubicle.
He looked inside, but she wasn't there.

Her desk was a higher quality than the rest
of the detectives, and she had two very large flat screen monitors,
her own laser printer, several external drivers for memory, and
some other black boxes he couldn't even begin to understand. She
also had a high backed executive chair which cost a thousand
dollars, and was not available for ordering by anyone below the
rank of Deputy Chief.

He knew. He'd liked the look of it and tried
to order one.

As always, her office was immaculate. There
were no papers on the desk. There was nothing out of place.
Everything was as clean as if it had just been scrubbed down. Her
monitors were turned on, with her usual screen-savers in place – a
big red pictograph which warned of radiation, and which glowed
eerily.

That was not a screen-saver the department
allowed. Nor could anyone load any screen-savers or desktop
wallpaper onto departmental computers except administrators. Then
again, he'd yet to discover anything she couldn't do with a
computer. She could get them to sit up and beg for her much like
she could men.

It was a flaw in the male DNA, he thought,
that they all wanted to impress beautiful women, regardless of
whether they had the slightest chance with them. Mackenzie was
undeniably beautiful, with a delicately molded face, high
cheekbones, and that incredible blonde hair.

Business-wear was the required dress for
detectives. That was a rule she routinely ignored. Female
detectives wore business suits in dark blue, gray or black, and
usually as androgynous as possible. Mackenzie wore tight designer
jeans, sometimes leather jeans, leather sneakers, and a variety of
sweaters, none of which did anything to disguise the fact she had
the body of a Playboy centerfold.

And according to the female detectives, or so
he'd heard, that body was even better undressed.

He turned to go, only to find her standing
there so close it startled him and made him stumble back.

“Dammit, Mackenzie,” he growled. “Wear a damn
bell or something.”

“You wanted something, Captain?” she asked
quietly.

She had a deeper voice than usual for a
woman, with a strange little furry burr to it

“You have a report written on that arrest you
made on the subway this morning? Manhattan North just called about
it.”

“I sent it by email, with a printed copy in
the interoffice mail,” she said.

“You know, Detective, it's normal procedure
to wait for the uniforms to arrive before you leave the scene.
Handcuffing a suspect to a train and leaving him behind as a
present tends to piss off the precincts.”

“I left a note,” she said.

“Next time wait for the responding officers.
Clear?”

She nodded.

“And how do you intend to get your handcuffs
back?”

“I told them to send them to me by
interoffice mail.”

“And is there some reason you couldn't wait
around and switch cuffs with the patrol officers?”

“I had to be at a meeting with JTTF at
Nine.”

“And suppose your suspect had run off in the
interim?”

She raised an eyebrow. “He's got eighty-seven
arrests, all in the same precinct. He wouldn't be hard to
find.”

She shrugged.

“Did you find out anything on Black's
case?”

She nodded.

“Anything you'd care to share?” he asked
sarcastically.

“It's a little complicated to explain without
charts and diagrams. I was going to show him and Melroy in one of
the meeting rooms when they get in.”

“Invite me.”

She nodded and he turned and left with a
mental sigh of relief.

He'd gotten only a brief look of her shape in
that sweater, and it had been enough to pull on his eyes like lead
weights the whole time he'd spoken to her. Only raw determination
had kept his eyes from sliding down off her face as they'd
talked.

He couldn't talk to her about her outfit,
either. She didn't work for him, and his suggestions to the
Assistant Chef's office fell on deaf ears. Since she spent all her
time on the computer anyway, he was told, it didn't matter what she
wore. Which was idiotic. The civilian office staff upstairs wore
suits and ties too.

He glared at several detectives who had
clearly been watching, and they all looked away – now that she'd
slipped back into her cubicle.

*

“That girl fills out a sweater better than
anyone I've ever met.”

“Uh huh.”

There was no need to specify which girl. Joe
Quinn and Aiden Rossi had been partners for two and a half years.
They were both in their late forties. Quinn was still tall,
broad-shouldered and fit, but Rossi had developed a paunch around
when he'd lost his hair.

“I swear they don't move, no matter what she
does. They have to be fake.”

“Rachel says they're real.”

“She's probably lying. Women stick together.
Real tits aren't that firm.”

“She's like, twenty-three or four at
most.”

“So?”

“And toned as hell, according to Rachel and
Emily. That girl puts serious exercise in.”

“You could bounce a quarter off that
ass.”

He held his phone out with the picture he'd
discretely taken of her talking to Frost, then zoomed it in.

“That is one fine ass,” Rossi said. “Just
don't let your wife find it on your phone.”

“If you don't zoom in it just looks like two
people talking. I could say it's a surveillance photo”

“She's met Frost.”

“Oh right”

Tyler Black came into the room and veered
immediately towards her cubicle. They watched him enter it, then
emerge, as calm and laid back as he always was. He yawned hugely as
he made his way over to his desk, then fell into his chair.

“Where you been?” Rossi asked.

Black pulled open a drawer and took a bag of
popcorn from it, then removed the clip and began to munch.

“Jerking off. Why you wanna know?”

“Boss was asking about you.”

“Fuck him.”

“How long till retirement again?” Quinn asked
with a smirk.

“Nine months unless I get tired of
babysitting and quit sooner. You counting down the days?”

“You're a sarcastic bastard, Black, anyone
ever tell you that?”

“Yeah. So?”

“”You enjoying working with Kenzie?”

“You don't work with Kenzie, Joe. You consult
her, the same as you would a computer. In fact, sometimes it's hard
to tell where the computer ends and the girl begins.”

“Computers don't have tits like her.”

He shrugged. “When you get to be my age you
stop worrying about hot girls.”

“I'm not talking about worrying so much as
admiring.”

“She's not even half my age and as cold as a
Popsicle. No thanks.”

“I bet I could warm her up.”

Black gave him a withering look. “You'd have
a better chance getting the captain to bend over.”

Rossi laughed.

“Watching Melrose desperately trying to get
her to talk about something other than work makes me cringe every
time we have a meeting,” Black said.

“Hope springs eternal.”

“Melrose hasn't got a prayer. She is so out
of his league they're in different time zones.”

The man in question shambled into the office
then. He was younger than most of the detectives in the office, at
thirty-four, tall but skinny, with an unruly mop of curly brown
hair. He looked longingly towards the cubicle, but sighed and
continued on to sit down at the desk next to Black.

“Is she in there?” he asked.

“Why didn't you look in and see?” Rossi
asked.

Melrose looked at him hesitantly and Rossi
smirked.

“Give it up, Byron,” Quinn said.

Melrose glared at him. “Don't call me
Byron!”

“Why not? It's your name.”

“My name is Melrose!”

The other three smirked, and Rossi opened his
mouth to say something but their attention was distracted by the
girl coming out of her cubicle, holding a small case and walking
over to them.

She stopped and looked at Black, ignoring the
others, and he nodded and got to his feet.

“Let's go, Byron,” he said as she turned and
headed across the room.

Melrose glowered at him but hurriedly
followed. There was a small room in the far corner called a pod, by
the administration people who had set it up. It was largely
soundproof, had sliding glass doors, a large computer monitor on
the wall, and a computer, as well as a table.

Black fell into a chair at the table, while
Melrose took another. Kenzie slipped into a seat at the end, pulled
a small notebook computer out of the case, and plugged it into a
connector. Her fingers danced across the keyboard, eyes intent, and
the monitor on the wall lit up.

He flicked a glance at Melrose, who was
watching the blonde avidly, and shook his head with a sigh. Melrose
had no idea what he was even aspiring to get close to. Black, on
the other hand, had worked with Kenzie several times before. He
liked her, but she was definitely damaged goods.

He wasn't sure if she was a complete
sociopath, but she definitely had many of the traits. He was fairly
certain she took cues from people as to how she ought to be acting,
what she ought to be caring about, and what rules she shouldn't be
breaking, but had no real grounding in any of that herself. She had
no clue as to what was right and wrong beyond whatever she wanted
to do.

And how much of those rules she actually
obeyed was anyone's guess. He knew she hacked into systems she
shouldn't be getting into, with or without warrants. He figured she
had the full run of the NYPDs computer system, way beyond what she
was authorized for, and had almost certainly hacked into Homeland
Security and other central information databases.

Kenzie was not one for obeying rules if they
got in the way of what she wanted to do, and she could get around
them without being caught, or at least punished. The information
she was able to pull up for cases he'd consulted her on was
invaluable, but she would rarely say how he got it.

He knew damn well he wasn't the only one
aware of her skirting or even ignoring the rules. The Assistant
Chief's office had to know, but looked the other way simply because
she was so useful. As far as he was concerned if they could do it
so could he.

He wasn't exactly an 'ends justify the means'
guy himself, but he sympathized with the belief in many cases, at
least when dealing with criminals. Besides, he was close to
retirement, and could legitimately say he had little clue about
computers so couldn't be expected to know his information was
illegally purloined from someone else's database.

She glanced at him slumped in his chair and
her eyes narrowed as he pulled a fistful of popcorn from the bag
and pushed them into his mouth.

“What? I'm hungry.”

He was a slob, and by now he was too old to
care what anyone thought.

The chair creaked as he leaned back. He was a
big man, and carrying more weight than he ought to be, knew it, and
didn't care. At least I still have my hair, he thought.

“So whataya got?” he asked.

The door opened and Captain Frost came in,
scowling briefly at them and her, before sitting down.

An image appeared on the monitor.

“This is Kresge, John Peter, age forty-one, a
resident of the Bronx,” Kenzie said.

The image changed. Now it had a hierarchy
with pictures at several levels. Kresge was at the top.

“Kresge runs a truck burglary group that
steals high-value truckloads of mostly electronics. The lower
boundary of what they'll steal appears to be about half a million
dollars. Trucks with that high a value aren't left in the yard
overnight, but Kresge has found a way to steal them from inside the
closed, locked and alarmed bays of warehouses and distribution
centers.”

A picture of a closed truck bay came up on
the monitor.

Black turned his head a bit, his eyes rolling
sideways. Frost and Melroy were looking at the monitor whenever the
image changed, but mostly they were looking at her. He mentally
shook his head. The girl had an amazing effect on men. So much so
he'd had her doing a few interviews, and even going out to talk to
people now and then. She had a mind like a steel trap, never forgot
anything, and men became drooling idiots around her. She'd have
made a fantastic detective if she was a little more sane.

As it was he'd had to restrain her from
employing interviewing methods that were definitely frowned upon by
the courts, like grabbing a guy by the balls and twisting.

It wasn't so much she got angry, either. That
would have been less scary. No, he was pretty sure she simply
decided that would likely produce a more cooperative witness, so
saw no reason why she shouldn't do it.

 


 





Chapter Two

 


 


 


 


After going through the means she strongly
suspected the Kresge gang was using to get information about
high-value targets, and how they defeated alarm systems, Kenzie
presented a list of probable targets that could be offered to the
gang to set them up.

After that she went back to her cubicle. Her
back was ramrod straight, her walk brisk and precise. She looked
neither left nor right. She sat down, went to the file folder on
this case, updated it, then turned to another assignment.

That was for the Joint Terrorism Task Force,
a group which worked with Intelligence as well as various federal
and international agencies in pursuit of terrorists. Kenzie found
this a frustrating assignment because the two detectives she was
working with were fools.

Kenzie tolerated fools only where it was
absolutely required by law, or in this case NYPD regulations. If it
were up to her fools would be shot down in the street the moment
they exposed themselves. Having to tolerate them was the worst part
of working here.

*

At precisely Four O'clock, and not one second
before or after, Kenzie locked her cabinets and drawers, stood up,
and left the building. She took the same route home as she had used
to work. It wasn't far off, and needed only one quick subway
ride.

The doorman smiled and opened the door and
she gave him a brief nod, headed straight for the elevator and rode
back up to her apartment. There she stripped naked, placing
everything into the laundry hamper and putting the blazer at the
far end of the closet to be taken in for dry cleaning.

She took a quick shower, then pressed on one
section of the mirror. It opened and she glanced inside with a
faint distaste before taking out perfume, lipstick, and eyeliner.
She used very little of each, and resented using any. But it was a
necessary disguise.

She went back to the closet and pulled down a
gray dress. It shimmered slightly as she held it. She slipped it
over her head and let it slide down her body, then took out a pair
of high heels, glaring resentfully at them before putting them
on.

Everyone who encountered her stared at her,
in the elevator, in the lobby, and on the street. She ignored
them.

She walked two blocks down the street, then
went into another building, where she immediately took the stairs
down to the garage. There in its parking spot was her Tesla
Model-S.

She unplugged it, then slid in behind the
wheel and started the car. It was a hundred and fifty thousand
dollars worth of sleek looking electric vehicle which would do zero
to sixty in 2.3 seconds. It had a false license plate registered to
a false name, and could not be traced to either her, or the
building she lived in.

The screens came on and she rapidly plotted
her route. She'd been fooling with the computer for the last few
months, including adding a connection to the New York's traffic
department computer, which constantly monitored the flow of traffic
along all major arteries.

That wasn't something she was supposed to
have, of course, but she saw no reason not to. As for the money to
buy the Tesla, it was practically laying around all over the
internet just waiting for someone to find it. Why wouldn't she make
use of it?

She pulled out of the parking space and
accelerated rapidly along the aisle and up to the door, halting
only long enough for it to roll up before sipping through. She
braked at the end of the street, then floored it and the Tesla
zipped around a tight corner and neatly into traffic.

Someone honked. So what?

You didn't get places in New York traffic by
being polite and waiting your turn. And rules were for those who
didn't know how to circumvent them. She had, for example, added a
little program to the traffic department's computer which would,
upon recognizing a license – hers – delete all information
concerning it.

That included all New York's red-light
cameras. The moment a violation was sent to the computer it was
deleted.

Kenzie accelerated rapidly into every
available opening, muscling out other cars and often forcing them
to brake sharply. The acceleration on the Tesla and her own quick
hand-eye coordination meant she was rarely in accidents. And never
serious ones. And the Tesla wasn't registered to her anyway, nor
did she have a drivers license. At least, not in her name.

Kenzie enjoyed being a police officer. It
gave her interesting things to do, and interesting puzzles and
problems to solve. She liked puzzles, and what else were crimes but
puzzles needing solutions. It wasn't like she needed the money,
after all.

The department also gave her a structure,
something she sorely lacked. Its rules were sometimes confining,
but most made sense, and the ones that didn't she could usually
figure out how to get around.

She was an outsider there, of course, but she
would have been anywhere. She was mildly unhappy about it, but on
the whole she found people to be annoying, unpredictable, acting in
absurdly illogical ways, and often driven by motives which were a
complete mystery to her.

She was aware she was – different. Again,
that was something she only slightly regretted. The idea people
would enjoy standing around 'chatting' with someone over completely
inconsequential matters like the weather, or their diet, or who was
having intercourse with who simply baffled her. Why would that
matter? And if it didn't matter why would you bother to talk about
it?

The problem was that while she did her best
to mask her differences they tended to come out when she was around
people for long. Her lack of 'people skills' had been long-noted,
and so she rarely exposed herself to them. The department
appreciated her ability to ferret out information on the computers,
but she had to rely on 'regular' detectives to go out and interview
people.

Sometimes that meant trying to persuade them
to look into things they didn't think were important. That could
be... frustrating. She wasn't really good at persuading unless she
could hit someone. Or at least threaten them. And people tended to
resent her when she did either.

This morning had been a case in point. She'd
tried to persuade the two idiots on the joint terrorism task force
to investigate a high-level arms dealer she thought was connected
to a possible terrorist group. They had refused, saying there
wasn't enough evidence. And since they were experts, and she was a
'blonde' they had dismissed her suspicions.

She knew of the myths and reputation and
mystique of blonde women. She found them all silly, but she also
found them helpful at times. She knew they all thought she was
beautiful, and men tended to act impulsively and often stupidly
around attractive women.

That could be used, and she intended to use
it today.

She pulled into a parking garage. Key fob
readers were easy to defeat, and she drove in and parked. She
looked around through the tinted windows at the empty lot. She
slipped out of the Tesla and looked briefly and distastefully down
at her dress.

It was silvery, with thin spaghetti straps
going up over her otherwise bare shoulders. It was very short, and
slit up the side to the waist. The scoop neck displayed a generous
amount of cleavage, and the back was entirely bare to the
waist.

From studying the way men behaved and reacted
Kenzie had decided such a dress would likely make most heterosexual
men very cooperative in whatever she wanted to do. She'd have worn
it at work but was aware the department had limits regarding her
wardrobe choices.

She headed across the parking lot with a
brisk stride, then slowed, remembering that she was supposed to be
walking in a less 'purposeful' manner. Besides, with the slit in
the side so high she couldn't wear panties so she'd be flashing
everyone she passed once she got inside.

She pushed open the door into the elevator
hall, pressed the button, then took the elevator up. Men got on on
the first floor and she noticed their eyes widen at the sight of
her, but they didn't say anything. Some smiled ingratiatingly but
she ignored them.

She had no interest in men. Nor women, for
that matter. She found the efforts of men, and some women, in
pursuing sex with each other to be confusing and absurd. She had no
interest in any of that.

That did not mean she hadn't learned to take
advantage of it. Men were easy to impress and manipulate if she
showed them a hint of her body. And if they wanted more, well, she
could do that, too. It wasn't difficult, after all.

She got off on the seventy-third floor and
again forced herself to slow her walk. It annoyed her to walk
slowly but she steeled herself to it. She strolled to the doorway
where large men in suits were taking invitations and showed hers to
one of them. He glanced at it, glanced at her cleavage, and passed
her through.

The invitations had gone out by email. She'd
gotten hold of one, then photoshopped her name onto it. Well, not
her name, but the one on her driver's license.

The apartment was quite large, and groups of
people stood or sat about chatting. She wandered through it,
searching for her target. She found the bartender and got an orange
juice, then scooped up some ice cubes and a stuck a slice of lemon
on the rim so people would think it was a screwdriver.

The bulk of the party was in the great room,
a large, wide, high-ceilinged room with a huge glass wall looking
out over Manhattan. Wealthy people, some of them quite dangerous,
she was sure, mingled and chatted, and probably made deals which
would greatly interest the police, not to mention the FBI. She
ignored them.

She saw her target through the glass. He was
on the balcony. She opened the door and went outside, and he turned
to look at her.

It was... windy up here. The wind blew open
her short, slit skirt before she slapped it back into place, and
she felt her cheeks heating as he raised an eyebrow and smiled.

“Windy out here,” he said in an upper-class
British accent.

She tasked as she brushed hair out of her
face.

“So it would seem,” she said between clenched
teeth.

She walked past him several feet before
stopping. At least now the slit was on her other side.

Kenzie was not in the habit of exposing her
body to men. Or anyone, really. She had to occasionally risk women
getting glimpses of it in the locker room because she exercised
during her lunch break, and loathed being sweaty. But no man had
seen her naked. Ever.

She considered her self-consciousness about
her body, for it was silly and irrational, and those were two
characteristics she had worked to never exhibit. It angered her
that she was embarrassed about him catching a brief glimpse of her.
That made no sense! And she struggled to be as logical as possible
at all times in all things.

Still, she knew she was illogically...
finicky about some things, like cleanliness, and order. She had
been accused of having OCD – obsessive-compulsive disorder - when
it came to cleanliness, tidiness and punctuality. She simply
thought of it as wanting all things to be in their place, which
made it easy and efficient to get them when she wanted. As for
cleanliness, well, that was merely healthy.

“I haven't seen you around,” he said.

She scowled at him, suspecting he meant
having seen under her skirt, and he smiled again.

“I meant your face,” he said, as if reading
her mind.

She snorted. “It's just a face,” she
replied.

“It's a lovely face, a notable face, a
memorable face, and as such one I would have remembered if you'd
been at one of our lovely host's soiree's before.”

That was logical. She admired logic.

“I haven't been,” she said. “I was
bored.”

She shrugged.

He moved closer. He was not a tall man, but
he was certainly broad of chest and shoulder. In her heels, she was
eye to eye with him. He had a hard face, with dark eyes, short dark
hair, slightly bushy brows, and a square jaw. It was not the face
of a man who played with children and read poetry. It was the face
of a man who would kill you without a second thought.

Which didn't really bother Kenzie. She had no
time for poetry, and she'd kill without a second thought, as well,
if she thought it made sense to do so. Kenzie had no particular
sense of guilt over doing what made sense.

“My name is Bond,” he said. “Ryan Bond.”

He smiled slightly as he said it. She knew
the reference was to a series of movies but elected to ignore
it.

“Caroline McKenzie,” she said.

He held out his hand with a smile and she
reluctantly took it. She did not usually like being touched. His
hand was very large, and work-roughened. He was not a man who sat
behind a keyboard.

“So what do you do for a living,
Caroline?”

“Kenzie,” she said automatically.

She cursed herself inwardly. She didn't like
people using her first name. And she'd reacted instinctively, even
though Caroline wasn't her first name.

“Kenzie,” he said.

“This and that,” she said. “I don't really
need to work.”

“And yet you spend a lot of time at a
computer,” he said, taking her hand again and raising it up.

Kenzie looked down, frowning, then realized
he was looking at her close-cut nails. Having long fingernails was
inefficient in keyboarding. There was no logical reason to have
them, and that most women wore their nails long was another reason
to dismiss their idiocy in the way they dressed and made themselves
up to please men.

Like wearing high heels, and idiotic dresses
like the one she had on.

She had been forced to turn towards him to
talk, but that exposed her dress – and risked exposing her – to the
sudden gusts of wind which blew across the balcony. She had to
clamp her hand down on her skirt again as he grinned.

“Would you like me to help hold it closed?”
he asked in amusement.

“No!” she snapped.

“It's not really the kind of dress that's
meant for breezy weather,” he said. “Maybe you should just remove
it.”

She snorted derisively, then remembered she
was supposed to be trying to get close to him.

“On the other hand, at least I know you're
not armed.”

“That doesn't mean I'm not dangerous,” she
said, eyes narrowing.

He grinned more broadly.

“I like danger.”

“Oh? What danger do you ever run into, Mr.
Bond? Spying on the Russians?”

He smiled at the jibe. “It's more like the
Russians like to spy on me. The Americans too. And the British, for
that matter.”

“And what do you do that's so
interesting?”

“This and that,” he said. “I have a variety
of interests.”

“Doesn't everyone?”

“Mine are more interesting than most.
Speaking of which, you're more interesting than most.”

“I am? Or is it my dress and the wind?”

“You are a very beautiful woman, with a very
sexy voice.”

She shrugged.

“Most women would thank a man for a
compliment.”

“Why? Either you're stating the obvious,
which doesn't really need any thanks, or you're lying in hopes of
getting something, which deserves one even less.”

“That's a pretty hard-nosed way of looking at
things.”

“I am what I am.”

“Said that great philosopher, Popeye,” he
said.

She looked at him in confusion.

“Has anyone ever told you you have a very
attractive neck?”

She stared at him. No one, however rudely
staring, had ever shown interest in her neck.

“My neck?”

His hands raised, large hands, and lightly
caressed her throat, then closed around it even more lightly, his
thumbs pressing softly against the underside of her jaw to raise
her head.

Kenzie blinked uncertainly. Her hands had
automatically gripped his wrists, but they were like steel beneath
soft, tanned skin. Nothing less than violence would dislodge those
hands. But he wasn't squeezing, or even threatening really, except
subtly.

And even though his hands were doing nothing
to constrict her breathing she suddenly felt a tightness in her
chest and a strange breathiness. His grip was firm, and he was a
big, strong man. She could take care of herself. She was a black
belt, and knew any number of ways to knock his hands away and
disable him with a lightning-fast blow.

But she felt no real desire to do so, and her
confidence in her ability to defend herself robbed his actions of
the threat she might otherwise have taken and the fear she might
have felt.

“You have incredibly soft skin, as well,” he
said in a soft voice.

All women have soft skin, she wanted to say,
to dismiss his compliment. But there was something about those dark
eyes boring into hers, and his nearness, and his big hand on her
throat. It was both unsettling and confusing.

She drew back, and he had to either tighten
his hands or release her. He released her.

“I've been known to cripple men who touched
me without permission,” she said.

He raised an eyebrow.

“I'm not most men,” he said.

“No, you're not. You're very...”

“Confident?”

“Arrogant.”

“They can be synonyms.”

She snorted.

“Why don't we go somewhere?”

“Somewhere like your apartment?”

“I had in mind a restaurant.”

She glared at him, then let her face smooth,
remembering she was trying to get close to him, and nodded.

She gestured her to the door. She gestured
him and he smiled and preceded her. She followed him inside, then
combed her hair out of her eyes with her fingers. He strode through
the crowd and she had to fight not to follow lest she expose
herself again.

Stupid dress, she thought, promising to throw
it away once she got home.

They went to the elevator.

“You have a car?” she asked.

“No. There are plenty of cabs.”

“I have my car.”

“Ah, even better.”

He looked at her in the elevator down. “Not
many young women drive in this town. Not many people, for that
matter.”

“I'm not most women.”

He grinned and flicked his finger on an
imaginary scoreboard.

 


 





Chapter Three

 


 


 


 


“Nice car,” he said.

Kenzie realized the problem as soon as she
slid in behind the wheel. The dress seemed even shorter when
seated, and the slit was on the right. He could not help but
notice, nor did he try not to.

She felt angry at herself for her choice of
dress, and started the car with a harsh stab at the button.

“I'm throwing this dress away when I get
home,” she said.

“Why? You look incredibly sexy in it.”

She snorted and shifted into gear, pulling
out of the parking space, and heading for the garage entrance.

“I've been hearing a lot about these cars,”
he said, looking around. “Very fast, aren't they?”

“Very.”

“Hard to believe they could be so fast
without using any gas. I race cars for a hobby.”

“Really?”

“I've never tried an electric vehicle.”

“I like the quick acceleration,” she
admitted, demonstrating it as the car whipped around the corner and
into traffic.

She had to focus on that traffic, for the
most part, leaving him free to focus on her bare hip and thigh, and
the place where the thin fabric of the dress folded down across her
groin.

Men are weak, she reassured herself. And this
one was no different. What she needed now was to bring up weapons,
somehow.

“If you don't have a protected parking spot
cars like this get vandalized,” she said. “There's a lot of jealous
idiots out there.”

“People want what they can't have,” he
said.

“That's why we invented guns,” she
replied.

He laughed, and at least raised his eyes from
her leg to her face.

“You ever fire a gun?”

“I'm not a gun nut,” she said. “But I have a
gun.”

“Really? What kind?”

“A Glock 26. It's small and... cute,” she
said, fumbling for a way to make her possession more girlish.

Apparently she succeeded as he laughed
softly.

“Americans love guns,” he said.

“And what do the British love?”

He pondered that a moment. “Beautiful
blondes.”

“So where are we going?” she asked.

“Well, I was thinking about that. It's Friday
and we don't have any reservations. So we might have to try a few
places. And parking this on the street might not be a good idea, as
you said. However, we can go to my place, which does have an
underground parking lot with temporary parking. And I can order in,
or we can go and try nearby restaurants.”

“I'm not cheap in either sense of the word,
Mister Bond,” she said. “Pizza is not what I have in mind for
dinner.”

He smiled.

“Some of the most expensive restaurants in
Manhattan now work with food delivery services.”

She shrugged. If they went to his place he'd
expect something, but she could play hard to get, and in any event,
men were relatively simple to disarm with a blow job. She found
oral sex hygienically distasteful, but it did give her a sense of
power over the men she performed it on, and she liked that.

Being able to turn them into moaning,
gasping, panting piles of boneless flesh reassured her of how weak
they were in their behavior towards women, as well.

“Turn there,” he said, a few minutes
later.

She spun the Tesla into a sharp turn, cutting
through a narrow space between the cars heading in the other
direction, and ignoring their honks and squealing tires.

“You drive like a madwoman,” he said.

She turned raised an eyebrow.

“I've never had an accident,” she said.

“Probably caused a few.”

“That's someone else's problem. They didn't
need to slam on their brakes. I judged the opening properly,” she
said indignantly.

He shook his head and blew out a puff of air,
then handed her a key fob. She opened the window and swept it over
a reader and the garage door opened.

She accelerated down and through it, turning
sharply once inside. The garage was brightly lit – for a garage.
She turned to look at him for directions and found him looking down
at her thigh again. She rolled her eyes. “Men,” she said.

He raised his head and smiled. “We are all
subject to our instincts,” he said. “Show a man a long, beautiful
female leg, virtually every inch of it uncovered, and it catches
his eyes. They naturally follow it up to the top, to where, most
frustratingly, the mystery remains.”

“Not everyone is a slave to their instincts,”
she said with a scowl.

“Everyone is, including those who believe
they are not.”

He turned to her and his left hand slid
through her hair behind her head.

“Your hair is like spun silk,” he said
softly.

She snorted and rolled her eyes.

“You don't act like most women do, Kenzie,”
he said.

“I told you, I'm not like most women.”

She pulled his hand free and opened the door,
then swung her legs out.

He got out the other side, coming around as
she turned and locked the doors. She turned again and found him
standing before her.

“I always find it's much easier to get to
know one another if we take the tension out of a first meeting
early on,” he said.

“What tension?”

His hand shot out. It was very fast, she
thought fleetingly, as his fingers slid through her hair in back
again. This time, though, his fingers caught, and jerked her back
against the car, tilting her head back as he moved in against
her.

He leaned in and kissed her just as she was
considering where to hit him.

It startled her. She wasn't prepared for it.
Kenzie didn't like being kissed. It was a level of intimacy she
avoided. She would far rather perform oral sex on a man than kiss
him. Oral sex was just physical. Kissing suggested some level of...
affection.

Kenzie had never felt affection for anyone or
anything.

She could punch him in the diaphragm to knock
the wind out of him, or knee him in the balls, but that would
probably end any chance of getting close enough to get information
from him. So she had to suffer the kiss and simply wait until it
was finished.

Kenzie had been kissed a few times, though
not often, and they had generally ended quickly – been ended, by
her. She hadn't had a lot of experience or time to actually
experience a kiss. And none of them had been like the way Ryan was
kissing her.

His lips, unlike the rest of him, were soft,
and yet as forceful as they were, they were also gentle. They
seemed to melt against her mouth slowly and move gently even as his
tongue delicately flicked out against her.

Kenzie found herself studying the kiss,
analyzing it with a sudden sense of surprised curiosity. This might
be something she could use on men, she told herself, if she was
willing to do it. Because it actually seemed kind of... nice.

Nice wasn't the word for it, she realized.
Nice was very much an understatement. The feel of his lips on hers
was doing strange things to her. She could feel her pulse racing
even as her face heated. The heat spread downward, though, and she
felt her chest tighten.

She was still confused about what to do that
wouldn't alienate him, even as she felt a growing sense of startled
wonderment at the strange feelings the kiss was rousing within her.
She had a hand on his wrist, the one in her hair. It had gripped
his wrist instinctively. Now her other hand pushed against his
chest, but that just informed her how hard and firm – and warm –
his chest was, and how solidly built he was.

And then his other hand was suddenly sliding
in through the slit in her skirt and rubbing her right
there!

She gasped, instinct taking over again,
trying to snap her legs shut, but his knee was between them, and
his two middle fingers were rubbing her right there! Right
there! In that spot!

She had touched herself before, curiously,
almost experimentally, but hadn't persisted. Certainly it hadn't
felt anything like the way it felt now, hadn't produced the sort of
sensations now flooding into her lower belly that his touch
did!

His fingers were rubbing with very short,
quick motions, and her body was filling with a sense of pressure
and heat that seemed to make her insides vibrate!

Few men had ever gotten their hands on her
there, and none had managed to keep their hands there for more than
a second or two. Kenzie had never felt such a flood of sensation
pouring up through her body!

It was doing strange things to her mind, and
making her fingers tremble.

And his lips were still on hers!

He drew his lips back and she gasped, gulping
in air and grabbing the car to steady herself.

“There? See? Getting the first kiss out of
the way is always a tension breaker,” he said.

Kenzie struggled to pull herself together,
but his other hand was still between her legs, his fingers rubbing
her. She felt very moist down there, which was making the sensation
of his fingers against her even more intense.

He released her hair and she grasped his
other hand, well, his wrist, with both hands. She wanted to say let
go, but her body fought her on it.

“S-Stop!” she gasped.

He pulled his hand back. Then he brought it
to his lips and slipped his middle fingers into his mouth, sucking
lightly for a few seconds while smirking at her.

Kenzie glowered at him. If it weren't for the
job... the one she'd assigned herself, she reminded herself, she'd
leave him crying on the garage floor!

But the best revenge would be arresting him!
So she pulled herself together as he led her across the garage to
the door.

He'd stopped when she'd told him to, she told
herself, so it probably wasn't that dangerous going upstairs.
Besides, she could always get violent if she really had to.

But what the hell!? Her body still felt the
strange dark heat and pressure his fingers had roused in her! Not
to mention his kiss! She glanced down and saw the dimples of her
erect nipples against the thin fabric of the dress and cursed
silently, crossing her arms over her chest. Or trying to. Her
breasts were rather high without doing it obviously, and that would
just make him smirk again.

Bastard!

She dropped her arms and followed him into
the elevator.

“You don't have a lot of experience with men,
do you?”

She flushed angrily. “You took me by
surprise. I can make your bones turn to rubber if I feel like
it.”

He grinned. “I look forward to the
experience.”

He owned a penthouse. Arms dealing was very
profitable. Especially when you stole the weapons then sold them
for several times their price. Like the place they'd come from it
was large, high ceilinged, and had huge glass windows – walls,
really – looking out on Manhattan. Only in this case it was Central
Park.

The near side wall was of rippling black
stone, thirty feet high. Water sluiced softly down it and into a
foot-wide pool of water which ran all along its base. There were
also long, thin strings of blue light falling down from the ceiling
like bead curtains. They reminded her of optical fiber, lit all
along their length. That was probably what they were, she thought,
though they transmitted no signals.

She reached out and touched a few gently and
ran her thumb along them.

“Some kind of plastic,” he said behind her.
“Pretty, isn't it?”

She had to admit it was eye-catching, and lit
the wall of water in soft blue.

“The water doesn't short anything?”

“Evidently not.”

He pressed a button on a remote and they
changed colors to green, then red.

He was pressed in behind her, his breath hot
against the back of her neck.

She felt her nipples tingling, and felt a
renewed rush of that strange dark pressure inside her. His arms
slid around her and she instinctively put a hand down between her
legs.

He chuckled, and kissed the back and side of
her neck.

“I-I thought we were... going to... eat,” she
said, her voice sounding strangely breathy even to her.

“Of course.”

His big hands were caressing her stomach,
then slid up to cup her breasts through the thin dress. Her breasts
felt warm and tender, and his fingers cupped them gently, not
harshly like most of the men who had – briefly – gotten their hands
on them. They caressed the outline of her breasts, then drew
back.

She gulped in relief, even as his hands
caressed her bare back instead. Backs were all right, weren't they?
Not that men often tried to rub her back and not that it was
usually this – naked but... that was better than her breasts!

“R-Ryan,” she gulped as he began to kiss his
way forward along the nape of her neck.

“Hmmm?”

The dress left her back totally bare, and
also part of her sides. His fingers suddenly slid up along her back
and over along the sides, and then in under the fabric. She felt a
wild jolt of alarm and surprise even as she stared down at the
outline of his fingers under the dress.

They cupped her breasts again, this time her
bare breasts! And she felt the deep thrumming pressure inside her
grow exponentially. Her breasts felt like they were throbbing in
his hands and the nipples felt like hard little pencil points that
ached!

“Ryan!” she gasped.

He pulled his hands back from under her
dress, which sent a wave of relief through her even as she missed
their touch. She turned around and found him right in her face
again, grinning. She stared at him, wide-eyed, feeling herself in
totally unfamiliar territory!

She put her hands against his chest and he
gripped her wrists, raising her hands to his lips and kissing the
backs of them.

Then he moved forward, and she would have
fallen if he hadn't had such a firm grip on her wrists. He actually
lifted her into the air, over the black lip of the pool, and then
to her shock she found herself standing ankle-deep in the warm
water!

He pinned her wrists together with one big
hand. Then he took a handful of the glowing red plastic wires and
suddenly wrapped them several times around her wrists.

“Wh-wh-what are you.. doing!?” she
gasped!

He was pushing her back against the wall, and
the warm water was flowing down around her shoulders and back,
soaking her.

“What comes naturally,” he said in a soft
voice. “What our instincts tell us to.”

He kissed her again, and his hand gripped her
neck behind her. Then she realized he was undoing the tie, the one
which held the dress up! She gasped into his mouth, but was pinned
between his chest and the wall. He eased back, and the dress fell
to her hips, baring her breasts.

“Wow!” he said in awe.

She tried to twist away but he gripped the
dress and yanked it down around her ankles. Then he stepped into
the water himself, gripping her now wet hair to jerk her head up
and back! His lips and teeth moved along the front of her throat as
his hand kneaded her breast.

And Kenzie could do nothing, frozen, her mind
locked into confusion, not knowing what to do, and overwhelmed by
the unfamiliar flood of sensation and heat and something she had
never had to cope with before; lust.

She had, on occasion, brushed the edge of
arousal, but only briefly. She considered emotions of any kind a
weakness, and she disdained weakness, especially emotional
weakness.

The rise of this unfamiliar sense of wanting,
of hunger, of passion, confused her. But the pleasure could not be
denied. She felt anger at him, and a deep sense of embarrassment.
Both provoked her to do something, but the pleasure was...
captivating. She'd never felt it's like before and... liked it.

A lot!

The feel of his mouth on her breast, the
first time anyone had ever succeeded in doing that, was making that
breast throb hotly, and the crackling rush of sensations from her
nipple made her want to squirm and gasp. She did her best to show
nothing – as she always did – but that was becoming more and more
difficult.

His hand had slid down between her legs
again, and that was producing another rush of sensation. The
muscles in her lower belly spasmed as her body reacted to the
pleasure, and she felt her heart pounding in her ears as one of his
fingers now pushed up between the lips of her sex and penetrated
her.

Kenzie felt a shock-wave of alarm, but he was
rubbing and pumping that finger now through the unfamiliar
slickness of her tight tunnel, rubbing against the front wall of
her sex as his thumb rubbed up and in against it, as if to catch
her clitoris between them.

The water poured down around the back of her
head and along her shoulders, some of it sluicing forward to
dribble down the front of her body. She stared up at her wrists
wrapped in color, and gasped as his mouth shifted to her other
breast, his teeth biting at the soft flesh surrounding her nipple.
His mouth sucked rhythmically and his tongue whipped back and forth
over her nipple.

She felt a strange sense of dislocation, as
if she were floating above, watching herself with her normal sense
of calm logic, observing with quiet interest. But the sensations
pouring through her nervous system were having the same impact on
her mind as alcohol.

She had tried it, found it made her mind
foggy and her thinking unclear, and never drank again. But now she
was feeling the same sort of strange, intoxicated fog as her body
thrummed and throbbed with pressure and heat.

She still felt deeply self-conscious about
her nakedness, embarrassed at him looking at and touching her. But
the pleasure and heat had grown to something which produced a
fever-like response in her mind, so that she could no longer think
straight.

Her buttocks ground against the uneven black
wall behind her as water poured over them, and she felt a whimper
escape her, followed by a series of gasps as the pressure mounted.
He forced a second finger into her, making her ache, but the pain
only seemed to add to the tidal wave of sensation, building up into
something frightening.

She felt the explosion like a wild flare of
sensation that almost made her cry out. It blossomed low in her
belly and then raced along her nervous system, making her nerve
endings crackle like live wires. Her back arched as her muscles
spasmed, and she stared up at the ceiling in astonishment,
overwhelmed by the power and intensity.

It grew more intense, softened, then grew
stronger again, as her hips bucked against his fingers and she
gurgled and moaned insensibly, wrapped in a sense of pleasure that
shattered her mind and left her nothing but animal instincts.

Her eyes closed, mouth wide, her spine
creaked as she arched back even more sharply, her entire body
trembling as the pleasure rippled up and down her spine like an
electrical charge. Then it passed, and she sagged, gasping, gulping
in air, flushed and dazed.

Bond eased back, chuckling softly to himself.
He looked at her, and Kenzie was too drained to care as his eyes
raked her body.

“Gorgeous,” he said.

He pulled out his cell phone and snapped
pictures, and that finally seemed to waken her as she blinked and
then tried to twist around, but too late. He moved away, examining
his phone, and she turned back, watching him, then looking up at
her wrists again.

Her mind struggled with what had just
happened, with how it had happened. She felt shell-shocked at the
blast-wave of pleasure which had enveloped her. And despite a
continuing sense of embarrassment and discomfort at being naked as
she was, she knew she wanted more.

She thought back over her scant previous
sexual experience. Nothing had remotely approached this, else she
would have further explored sex. Then again, no one had ever
touched her like Bond had. No one had dared be so... aggressive, in
the face of her cold blue eyes and violent physical responses. She
wasn't a black belt for nothing, after all.

He got himself a drink, then came back. He
stood a few feet back, examining her, and despite her
self-consciousness Kenzie refused to show any sort of reaction,
especially the embarrassment she felt. She looked at him boldly,
proudly, ignoring the fact she was naked.

“I love a responsive blonde girl,” he said,
taking a sip.

Kenzie did not respond at all, but continued
to glower at him.

“What? Not going to thank me?”

She looked up towards her wrists, then down
at him, then flicked her eyes up again.

“Oh I think I like you like this for now,” he
said. “I like games. Do you like games, Kenzie?”

“Children play games,” she said as tonelessly
as she could manage.

She was doing her best to act as if she was
neither naked, nor tied up.

“Adults do too, unless they're boring
adults,” he said.

“You've ruined my dress,” she said, looking
down at her in the pool of water.

“You were going to throw the dress out
anyway.”

“And my shoes.”

“I'll buy you replacements.”

He put down his drink, then shrugged off his
jacket. His fingers ran down the front of his shirt and he
unbuttoned it, then pulled it off. He had no undershirt beneath,
and his chest was muscular and powerful. Despite herself, Kenzie
had to grudgingly admit it was the body of a very strong man. His
arms looked thick and muscular, as well.

Something in the back of her mind hummed
appreciatively at the sight, especially as close as he was. That
sent further confusion through her as she struggled to understand
why.
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“The problem with you blonde princess types,”
Bond said. “Is you haven't been taken by a man the way you need to
be. You haven't been put on all fours, mounted like a bitch in
heat, and ridden till you were screaming.”

She sniffed disdainfully.

His hand moved in and Kenzie flinched as his
fingers found her sex and began to rub her there. She struggled
with the uncertainty of how to respond. His behavior would normally
provoke a violent response from her, but the explosion of pleasure
she'd felt had captivated her mind. She wanted to explore it, to
investigate it, to figure out how to duplicate it.

She pursed her lips angrily at him daring to
touch her so intimately, but the touch was careful, soft, and
skillful in how his fingers were stroking her.

“Do you tie up all your dates?” she demanded
in a cool, dismissive voice.

“Only the best,” he said. “Especially the
ones who seem likely to be disrespectful.”

“Disrespectful?”

“One must instill discipline in pretty
girls,” he said. “Else there's no telling what they might get up
to.”

He drew his fingers back, then suddenly
gripped her hips and twisted her around so she faced the wall. That
put her breasts up against the rough stone, with water sluicing
down around them. She pulled her head back to keep her face clear
of the water, then gasped as his hand slapped stingingly against
her bare bottom.

“Discipline,” he said. “Teach the pretty
things who the boss is.”

Crack!

His hand slapped her bottom again, and she
turned her head to glower at him.

He chuckled and undid his belt, sliding it
free of the loops of his pants, then doubled it in his hands.

“Discipline is how you tame wild beasts and
wild women,” he said.

He swung the belt and it snapped down across
her buttocks with a sharp, stinging blow.

Kenzie flinched at the sting, but a part of
her welcomed it, for it would pull her free from the strange
fascination of sexuality which had been gripping her.

The belt cut across her bottom again, then
again, and again, and each blow drove a sharp, stinging jolt of
pain into her buttocks.

She gasped as he gripped her hair, jerking
her head back, then ran his other hand up and down her spine.

“You have a beautiful back,” he said. “It
definitely needs to be whipped.”

He released her hair and brought the belt
down across her bottom again, then again several times, turning her
flesh hot, making her buttocks throb as she fought to show no
reaction.

He dropped his pants and she turned her head,
eyes widening as she saw what appeared to be a thick fleshy club
sprouting up from his groin. It was certainly the longest and
thickest she'd ever seen, and he stepped up behind her and pressed
himself in between her buttocks.

“What do you say, Princess? Do you want it up
the ass? Will that take you down a peg or two?

The thick length of him was pressed between
her buttocks as he slid himself up and down, up and down, grinding
himself against her.

“Can you stay up on that pedestal with a cock
buried to the balls in your beautiful ass?” he whispered, chewing
on the nape of her neck.

His hands slid around her, cupping and
kneading her breasts, and one slid down her body so he could resume
fingering her sex.

“Going to resist, are you? Going to be the
ice maiden? Well I know how to melt icy maidens,” he said.

He spun her around again, then dropped to his
knees before her. His powerful hands jerked her thighs apart, and
then his mouth darted forward against her as if he were a wild
beast about to devour her! But his touch was anything but. His
tongue traced the line of her sex, then followed it upward as his
thumbs spread the lips apart.

Kenzie had given oral sex a number of times,
but had never felt a man's mouth on her sex. The feel of his tongue
against her was like nothing she'd ever imagined.

She stared down at him, then jerked her head
up and stared resolutely ahead, determined to ignore him. The wall
felt rough behind her sore buttocks, but at least the water was
soothing.

She looked up at the lengths of colored light
twisted around her wrists. They were digging in a little painfully
now with her legs apart. She wondered if she could break them if
she put all her weight on them.

Any resolve to test that theory began to
unravel, though, as the sensations his tongue was causing yanked
her back to the memory of that shattering orgasm she'd just
experienced, and a sudden expectation of perhaps getting to
experience it again.

No matter how utterly absurd it was to have a
man kneeling before her licking her, she could not bring
herself to do anything but greet such a possibility with rapt
anticipation.

She continued to pretend to ignore him but
focused all her senses on what he was doing, on the feel of his
tongue and lips against her, and the way her body was reacting. Her
concentration began to waver, however, and her resolve faded as her
body heated up and she felt the growing sense of hunger, of need,
of wanting.

She closed her eyes and laid her head back
against the wall, struggling to keep from moaning aloud, her chest
rising and falling faster as she gulped in air. Her face and chest
were flushed and she felt that sense of fever once again. Then his
fingers pushed into her and she gasped aloud.

He stood up suddenly. He reached down and
gripped her leg in his big hand, jerking it up, pulling her foot
out of the water and leaving her perched on the other. He grinned
at her as he held her leg up and back, and Kenzie felt a sense of
pressure against her sex. It was much thicker than his finger, and
she felt a sense of aching and stretching as it began to push into
her.

He gripped her hair, jerking her head back
and kissing her passionately, roughly, and what had to be his cock,
she knew, pushed up deeper, then deeper still. She felt a sense of
stretching all the way up through her lower body!

Then he released her hair, let her leg lower,
but reached down and grabbed her other leg. Suddenly he was lifting
her entirely out of the water, his hands on her buttocks, her legs
draped across his arms as he buried his cock deep inside her.

Kenzie cried out, feeling the nose of the
thing driven deep into her belly with an astonished sense of
recognition, and a strange, desperate sense of rightness. It was so
thick inside her! She felt impaled on the thing! It ached! But as
he began to lift her up and down and his cock moved inside her the
sensations locked in every bit of her attention.

The feeling of his thick cock moving inside
her was like nothing she'd ever imagined. It wasn't so much
pleasure as an intense gratification, as if this were the height of
perfection. Some part of her reveled in it, gloried in the feel of
him moving up and down inside her, or was he raising her up and
down?

And did it matter?

Her wrists were still bound together above
her, and never in her life had she felt so utterly helpless and in
another's control – yet not cared. Not even slightly. She felt a
sense of surrender as waves of pleasure and hunger rolled her mind,
and she whimpered and moaned as the heat grew more powerful.

She had a fleeting thought he must be
actually damaging her with that big thing inside her. But there was
no care attached to that thought. The need was too great. She
wallowed in the feeling of it as he lifted her and lowered her, as
he thrust into her in the same time, as his cock speared up deep
into her belly in an unending pattern that made her tremble and
shake.

Then that eruption came again, that blossom
of sensation which grew into a flash flood of liquid heat pouring
through her body and over her mind.

Rapture!

As before, much of her mind shut down,
drowned by the heat, and she gave herself to the passion and
pleasure as he drove himself into her with unrestrained hunger.

*

Kenzie had put up with shocking indignities
this evening, but she rebelled at this final affront to her
treasured dignity. Letting a man carry her like she was a baby was
simply beyond the limit of her endurance!

Her sudden squirming and kicking seemed to
catch him by surprise. He had to drop her, and she pulled away,
scowling at him.

“What?”

“I am not a child!”

“I should hope not!” he said in amusement,
his eyes skimming down her body.

Kenzie composed herself, attempting to show a
sense of dignity – not easy when standing naked and dripping on the
floor.

“Care for a drink?” he asked.

There was a musical sound and he turned his
head.

“On second thought, there's the door.”

He went towards the front door and Kenzie
looked down at herself, scowling, then strode across the floor
herself, turning and heading up a hall, hoping to find some sort of
bathroom.

She found the largest and most luxurious
bathroom she'd ever imagined, though a defiantly masculine one. It
was all deep shades of brown, from the long granite counters, to
the marble floor. There was a tub which could have easily fit
several people and a huge shower enclosure which could have held a
dozen.

Fortunately, there was also a hairdryer,
comb, and towels.

Kenzie's sense of dignity had always been
important to her. She made no outward sign of emotions, in part, to
preserve it. She had memories of being horribly teased and taunted
as a child, and resolutely ignoring it.

She dried her hair as she carefully combed it
out, then tsked, putting down the dryer and taking off the soaking
wet shoes. She tossed them into the tub, then resumed doing her
hair. She found a towel and wrapped it around herself, toweling
off, then shrugged on a fluffy over-sized robe, pulling the belt
tight.

She had lost all dignity at his hands. She
thought of all the violent things she ought to do to him for
revenge, but they failed at the memory of the stunning level of
pleasure and heat. The memories of that passion made her tremble
each time they popped into her mind, as if the echos of it were
still resonating through her body.

How had THAT happened!?

And how did she make it happen again?!

There really was nothing else to do but
return to him. At least she could hope to preserve some dignity
wrapped in the robe. She padded down the hall towards the front
room again. She smelled food, and her stomach suddenly growled
hungrily.

He was in the kitchen, wearing a sweatsuit,
opening containers which had apparently just been delivered. He
looked up as she appeared.

“Ah, there you are, Princess.”

“Don't call me that,” she said brusquely.

“I'm not a man who takes orders well,” he
replied, his eyes on hers.

They stared at each other, and he smiled
slightly.

“And impertinent girls get their bottoms
spanked.”

Her eyes got even colder, but she was forced
to consider the possibility he might well try to do just that, as
absurd as it seemed. And given his strength and the speed with
which he moved, she had to also consider the possibility he might
actually be able to do it.

But with that thought came an image of
herself naked again, naked in his arms, and she felt her chest
tightening, her nipples hardening.

Her mind spun. The need to protect her
dignity struggling against a sudden breathless eagerness to feel
that strange dark thrill of pleasure and passion again.

He gripped the front of the robe and jerked
her forward, then kissed her roughly. She instinctively aimed a
blow for his diaphragm, but he partially blocked it with a 'oof' of
pain before his hands yanked the robe back and over her shoulders,
pinning her arms to her sides.

“You are a violent little spitfire of a girl,
aren't you?”

“I'm not a girl,” she growled.

He turned her towards the kitchen island,
pressing her belly into it, then pulled her arms back to pin them
roughly behind her. A moment later he yanked the belt out of the
robe, then let the robe fall.

Kenzie struggled but not desperately.
Something eager was crawling out of her subconscious again, as it
had when he'd had her against the wall. Her pulse was racing as he
wrapped the belt around her wrists, binding them together behind
her back.

Then he pushed her forward onto her belly on
the island, and she gasped as her bare flesh slid across the cool
granite. But he snatched up her ankles and then lifted them up and
back, and before she understood his intent, he'd wrapped the other
end of the belt around her ankles, then pulled tighter and tighter
until her back bowed.

She was hog-tied! Naked and hogtied!

“Now,” he said, turning her around towards
the other side of the island, “Perhaps we can eat.”

He moved around to the other side and sat
down at one of the bar stool type seats, then lifted up a container
and used a fork to pluck out what looked like a piece of rounded
meat dripping in gravy.

He fed it into his mouth and chewed as he
caught her flashing eyes.

“What? Nothing to say? Just as well as I'd
have to spank you for further impertinence.”

Kenzie's face was flushed, embarrassed,
angry, and trying to strain against the belt without appearing to
do so.

She was more angry at herself than him,
however. She had lost both her clothes and her dignity again – and
the fight, if that had been what it had been.

She would allow none of that to show on her
face, however, other than the flushed skin.

“Hungry?”

She sniffed carelessly.

He shrugged and stabbed another round piece
of meat.

“Chinese meatballs,” he said.
“Delicious.”

She reminded herself she was trying to get
close to him to find out information, and grudgingly accepted that
she'd succeeded, at least in the getting close part. Now she needed
to get information. That,unfortunately, meant forcing herself to be
nice, or at least civil.

Aside from that, though, her body felt that
same sexual tension and pressure as earlier. That was strangely
bewildering, for he'd done nothing to give her pleasure. He'd
stripped her and tied her up! And now her breasts were pillowed out
against the cold, hard counter underneath.

They still throbbed hotly.

He held out a fork with a meatball on it and
raised his eyebrows. He waved it back and forth in front of her,
then pressed it against her closed lips. Grudgingly, she opened
them and let him push it inside.

She chewed as he put one into his own mouth,
and they eyed each other as they chewed.

“Your problem, Princess, is that you haven't
had a firm hand to guide you,” he said, pointing his empty fork at
her.

He stabbed another meatball as she glowered
at him, then held it against her lips. She opened them and he
pushed it in.

“Spare the rod, spoil the girl, I say.”

“You know what you can do with your rod.”

“What? Make you lick it till it explodes?” he
asked with a grin.

That reminded her she was trying to persuade
him.

“I bet I could make you come in two minutes
flat,” she said.

“Why on earth would I want to do that, you
silly girl? I enjoy a long, artful blow job. Though frankly, I
doubt a princess has a lot of skill in that area.”

“Untie me and maybe you'll see.”

“Hmm, maybe later. Right now you need to be
eating something other than my balls.”

He pushed another meatball against her lips
and she opened her mouth and took it in.

“So tell me about yourself,” he said after
finishing another himself.

She snorted and glowered, then smoothed her
features, remembering again she wanted to get close to him.

“I'm just a bored princess, remember?”

“How did you get bored? How did you get to be
a princess?”

“My parents died when I was young and left me
a lot of money,” she said.

Half of that was right, at least.

“Raised by a maiden aunt?”

“Raised by Social Services and a dozen
different foster homes.”

“That doesn't sound like much fun.”

“It wasn't.”

He fed her another meatball, then pulled over
another container and examined the contents.

In fact, it had been nightmarish, especially
as she'd gotten older, but she pushed back the memories into the
dark place she kept them.

“So now wandering around looking for fun,” he
said.

“That's about it. And you?”

“I have lots of fun,” he said, stuffing a
forkful of fried rice into his mouth.

“By tying up girls and having your way with
them?”

“Oh that's easy, even boring. When you look
like me, Princess, girls throw themselves at you, even pretty
blondes. That gets boring after a while.”

He fed her some rice.

“No, the intriguing part about dealing with
women is not overpowering them physically, which would be child's
play – .”

“And illegal,” she said.

“Well, yes, nor is it difficult to persuade
them to sleep with me. There are plenty of bored beauties out there
eager to feel my big cock inside them.”

He ate more rice, then fed her more.

“To alleviate the boredom there has to be a
challenge involved. The challenge is to take a prideful princess
and turn her into an obedient little sex toy eager to do my bidding
in the hopes of getting more pleasure. ”

She stared at him in surprise, then
confusion, then dismissal.

“Ah, don't think I can do it, huh? Think
you're too in-control, do you?”

“Maybe if you had a job that would give you
some sense of satisfaction you wouldn't have to be a pervert,” she
said.

“But I like being a pervert,” he replied.
“Besides, my job gives me plenty of satisfaction.”

“I thought you said you didn't have one.”

“Well, not a job, per se. I... provide
special, discrete services for a very high price.”

“You're a male prostitute?” she asked.

“You're really begging for a spanking, aren't
you?”

She snorted.

“I make arrangements between people who offer
goods, and people who wish to buy those goods so that the
authorities remain blissfully unaware of the transaction.”

“So I should be calling the police? The IRS?
The FBI? The DEA?”

“You can call the whole alphabet if you want
– assuming you can get a hand free,” he said with a smirk.

“You don't scare me.”

“Really? Maybe you just don't know me well
enough. I'm very dangerous.”

“I know that,” she said. “I knew that when I
saw you. But what fun can you have without risk?”

That was not, of course, a saying she
believed in. Kenzie took only precise, calculated chances where she
was fairly certain the downsides were low. In the case of a man
like Bond, all he wanted women for was sex. Therefore, her
calculated downside had been that she might be forced to have sex.
That wasn't a huge downside, really. And as it turned out, hadn't
been a downside at all.

She didn't expect him to take her as a
threat. To do that he would have to take her seriously. Few men
did. They saw the face, the hair and the body and only wanted one
thing from her.

“And are you having fun yet?”

She shrugged and swallowed another mouthful
of rice when he put it in front of her.

“You're not sure? I'll have to do something
about that.”

He walked away, leaving her on the big
island, hog-tied.

Kenzie looked after him, then wriggled,
trying to pull her wrists free of the cloth belt. He apparently
knew how to tie knots well – which didn't surprise her if this was
his hobby – and she wasn't successful.

He returned, but on the other side of the
island, gripping her legs and pushing them apart.

“What are you doing?” she exclaimed, trying
to twist her head around to see.

“Girls just want to have fun, remember?”

“What – What is that!?”

She felt something rubbing up and down
against her sex. She felt it pushing against her, the pressure
mounting, felt it twisting from side to side as it entered her. It
slid deeper and deeper through the soft folds of her sex, until
only a flat base remained, pressed against her.

Bond wouldn't talk, but hummed to himself,
then drew a pair of straps around her hips and back behind her,
fastening them there to hold the base firmly against her body.

He came around in front of her and had a
small plastic box in his hand. He grinned at her and pressed a
button, and Kenzie flinched and gasped as she felt a sudden
powerful vibration against her.

“What is that!?” she gasped.

He raised an eyebrow and smirked. “You don't
recognize a vibrator?”

Kenzie had so little interest in sex she had
never, of course, bought a vibrator, though she was aware of their
existence, at least. Still, it was an astonishing thing to have
someone put something inside her like that, despite what had
already happened.

Bond sat down and picked up the rice, forking
some into his mouth.

“And what is this supposed to do?” she
demanded.

“Dunno. Vibrators affect different women
different ways. I guess we'll see.”

He fiddled with the box, and the vibrator
shifted into a pattern of pulses, throbbing along its length, while
the base continued to simply vibrate. Then the base shifted its
vibrations from lower to greater to intense, and repeated that.

“You're a pervert,” she said accusingly.

“Of course. Then again, most men are by the
standards of most women. Are you becoming ravenously aroused
yet?”

“No!”

“Well, we have time.”
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Kenzie's sense of personal morality was
slight, and it had little room for things like honesty where
honesty wasn't in her interests. The vibrator was, in fact, doing
strange things to her body. The nerve endings around her sex were
becoming hyper-sensitive, and felt as if they were vibrating in
tune with the sex toy he'd pushed inside her.

The throbbing pulsations of the shaft inside
her had a strange psychological effect, making it feel as if the
thing was pushing into her again and again. She could feel her
breasts warming and throbbing beneath her, her nipples tingling as
heat spread up her body.

She resolved to buy a vibrator at her
earliest opportunity.

Kenzie trusted no one, and wanted to rely on
no one. If she could give herself that intense pleasure through the
use of an electronic device that would be ideal!

“Are you going to untie me?” she
demanded.

“Well, eventually, of course.”

He gave her water to drink, and after eyeing
it suspiciously, she drank it. She'd watched him pour it from a
bottle, after all, so it was probably safe. She also watched to
make sure he drank some.

Then he picked her up by grasping the cloth
belt tied between her ankles and wrists and carried her like a
piece of luggage out into the great room, where he placed her on an
ottoman.

“Shall we watch a movie?”

She glowered at him.

He sighed dramatically. “Tell you what, if
you promise to be good, I'll untie your ankles.”

Kenzie had no issue with making promises she
didn't intend to keep either.

“I promise.”

He untied her ankles, letting them fall
backward, but then he lifted her up again and placed her,
belly-down, across his lap.

“What are you doing?” she exclaimed as his
fingers caressed her buttocks.

“Playing with my newest toy.”

“I'm not a toy!”

“Of course you are. You're a lovely sex
toy.”

His hand slid down between her legs, grinding
the base of the vibrator against her.

Kenzie gasped, but forced herself to repress
her reactions. The way he was pressing against the base was rubbing
the vibrating thing against her and redoubling the effects!

His other hand caressed her buttocks, then
slid up and under to grope her breast.

“A-Are you some kind of white slaver?” she
gasped.

“No. Too much time and effort for too little
return. I prefer to trade in goods that aren't like to either run
away or testify against me.”

“I don't approve of drugs,” she gulped.

“You've no need to. Anyway, I don't trade in
drugs.”

“What do you trade in?”

“Nosy, aren't you? Or perhaps trying to
distract yourself?”

He ground the vibrator more, then undid the
strap and began to gently pump it in and out, grinding it against
her each time he thrust it deep.

Kenzie did her best to ignore it but heat was
roiling her mind, and her breathing was becoming more ragged. Her
heart was beating faster and faster, and she moaned softly when he
fingered her nipple and then squeezed her breast.

“Maybe I just want one myself!” she
gulped.

“A tank? You like tanks?”

“What?”

“You want a tank? Because it's very hard to
park one in this city.”

“You sell tanks!?” she exclaimed.

“Yes. Quite a few.”

“Who buys tanks!?”

“Governments.”

“Wh-Why would that be illegal!?”

“Well, that part is mostly okay. But I sell
similar items to people who aren't yet governments, but wish to be.
The government frowns on that.”

It was becoming difficult for Kenzie to
concentrate as the sexual pressure grew more intense. It made her
lose interest in almost anything not directly related to
pleasure.

He slid the vibrator out of her entirely, and
his finger pushed into her instead.

“Nice and wet,” he said, pleased.

Kenzie wasn't so far gone her pride couldn't
be affected.

“Pervert!”

“Okay.”

“A real man wouldn't need a machine to excite
a woman!” she gulped.

“I don't need one. Witness earlier against
the wall. But it can help at times.”

She twisted to one side, trying to roll off
him but he easily controlled her, then slapped her bottom
sharply.

The sting made her gasp, but it also seemed
to echo through her abdomen!

“Keep still, slave girl,” he said.

“I thought you didn't do slavery!” she
gulped.

“I said I don't trade in slaves. That doesn't
mean I wouldn't like to have one. A beautiful little blonde girl,
for instance.”

“Forget it!”

“Hmm? Why?” he asked, his big finger pumping
slowly inside her sex, rubbing downward against more fingers
rubbing against her clitoris. “You said you were bored. You don't
need a job. You're looking for excitement. Seems to me that being
my sex slave could be a good thing for you.”

“Maybe you're not handsome enough!”

Crack! His hand slapped down
again.

“Nonsense. I'm amazingly good looking.”

“And you're arrogant!”

Crack!

“I have a lot to be arrogant about. You're
arrogant too, likely for the same reasons.”

It was becoming almost impossible not to show
any response, as her hips ground back against the fingers pumping
and rubbing her, and her entire body pulsed with energy.

“And you have a tiny dick!”

Crack!

Kenzie recognized she was trying to anger
him. She wasn't entirely sure why, but every time his hand slapped
down on her bottom she felt a strange dark thrill of heat despite
the sharp sting of the blow.

“My dick was plenty to make you come like a
whore.”

“I was pretending to spare your massive
ego!”

Crack!

“You were helpless and out of control because
of my mighty cock inside you.”

“I hardly even knew it was inside me!”

Crack!

“You're being very rude for a girl who's
helpless and tied up.”

“I'm not scared of you!” she gasped.

Crack!

“You should be.”

Crack! Crack!

“Asshole!”

Crack! Crack!

“Learn to treat your master with respect,
slave girl.”

Crack!

“I'm not a slave girl, you weirdo!” she
exclaimed.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ow!”

“You will be.”

Her bottom was getting hotter and hotter, but
the heat was blending with the heat of the rest of her, and the
throbbing of her buttocks only added to the wild, tumbling rush of
sensation pouring through her nervous system.

Suddenly she was lifted and swung around to
drop on the sofa beside him. He slid off the sofa onto his knees,
gripped her legs, and jerked them up and back over his shoulders,
then jerked his sweat pants down and rubbed his cock up and down
against the swollen lips of her sex.

She scowled up at him, trying to maintain as
much of a sense of composure and disdain as possible even as the
thickness of him stretched her out in an aching but delicious way.
He pushed deeper and deeper into her, leaning over her and forcing
her legs back over her head until she moaned aloud.

“I'm going to fuck your blonde brains out,”
he said.

“At least I have brains!” she gasped.

He grinned and then jerked her hips closer to
the edge, so she was basically laying on her back with her head
propped up against the backrest.

He began to thrust into her hard and fast,
her bare feet high in the air, then pressed back against the
seatback overhead as he leaned forward.

Kenzie could see the thick, glistening length
of him pumping in and out of her from up close, and stared,
transfixed, gasping for breath as he thrust into her harder and
faster. Her entire body began to quiver and shake and shudder to
the force of his thrusting. Her insides pulsed and throbbed and
sent hot, skittering rushes of intense pleasure rolling through her
body.

It felt simply... incredible, to have that
big cock thrusting into her the way it was!

The felt the rolling waves of pleasure
drowning her mind in sensations, producing that now-familiar sense
of feverish heat and hunger. She gasped and moaned and grunted with
increasingly less care in pride or dignity or how he saw her,
wallowing in the sexual passion and pleasure gripping her.

He halted suddenly, the head of his cock
nestled within the straining lips of her sex.

“Want to ask me more questions?” he
asked.

Kenzie stared up at him, her eyes glassy.

“Hmm?”

She moaned and closed her eyes and he
chuckled.

“Would you like me to shove my cock into you,
little girl?”

Kenzie moaned softly again, until his hand
gripped her hair and jerked it back.

“Oh!”

“Would you like me to shove my cock into
you?”

“Y-Yes!” she gasped.

“Beg.”

She stared at him in confusion.

“Beg me to fuck you.”

The demand was ridiculous and outrageous, but
at that moment Kenzie didn't really care.

“Please fuck me!” she gasped.

He thrust into her and she cried out weakly,
then again and again as he continued to thrust. The sexual heat was
frying her mind and she gasped in delight as she felt the sudden
powerful surge, the blossoming of pleasure as it grew more and more
powerful.

The orgasm took her, sweeping her into
another place. Her body trembled and shook and her mind soared as
the torrent of sensation became raw pleasure almost too intense to
stand!

And through it all his hips hammered against
her buttocks and his big cock speared deep into her belly.

*

It was... frustrating! Kenzie was used to
being in complete control of herself in every possible way. She
wanted it that way, needed it that way. But here she was sitting
astride Bond, still naked, and her wrists still tied behind her, as
he toyed with her body.

Her body was in full rebellion, refusing to
take orders from her. He'd inserted the vibrator again, and was
stroking, fondling, caressing and stroking her, his hands kneading
her breasts and his mouth working on her nipples to the point she
continued to writhe and twist and moan.

But he kept stopping, smirking, taunting her,
leaving her gasping and frustrated, near to still another orgasm
but unable to reach it without his help. And he wouldn't help! Not
without a price she didn't want to pay.

“Beg.”

She had already begged him to fuck her. She
had no intention of degrading herself again! Besides, he wanted
more this time. He wanted her to beg him to make her come, and to
call him 'master'!

She had been resisting for some time as he
fondled and teased and stroked her.

She gasped as he jerked back on her hair –
again, his lips moving along the nape of her neck, then over the
front of her throat, to hum softly there. The vibrator was buzzing
again between her legs and inside her, and his other hand was
kneading her breast.

“You know you want to be my sex slave, little
blonde girl.”

“Not likely!” she gasped, her body flushed
with heat.

“You can't resist my cock.”

“I was faking it!”

“Resistance is futile,” he said. “You will be
absorbed.”

“You're a nerd too!? Yuck!”

She squeaked as she felt something warm and
slick rubbing against her wrinkled back opening.

“What are you doing!?”

“Whatever I want. You're my sex slave, after
all.”

She felt something pushing into her, and
wriggled and twisted futilely.

It felt like his finger. He pulled the
vibrator out of her and slid fingers into her, several of them.
Then they pumped in and out even as the one in her bottom did the
same. He also took the vibrator and brought his arm over her hip,
thrusting the vibrator in between her legs to grind against her
clitoris.

Kenzie shuddered and began to grind more and
more violently against it.

He stopped and she cursed breathlessly.

“Beg to come.”

“Pleeeease make me come!” she gasped.

Crack! Crack!

“Say master.”

Kenzie moaned.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Say it, slave.”

Kenzie stopped caring about pride and
dignity.

“Please make me come, Master!” she
moaned.

He ground the vibrator against her and
another massive orgasm tore through her body.

She cried out in dazed pleasure, her hips
bucking and jerking as he thrust his fingers into her and ground
the vibrator against her clitoris. She could hear his chuckling
even as she reveled in the pleasure, feeling a sense of complete
surrender to it. Nothing else was as good as this, and she would
have given anything for it to last just one additional second!

It faded slowly, leaving her gasping for
breath. She didn't understand such pleasure, where it was coming
from or why, but she was rapidly becoming addicted to it.

He rolled her over again and sat her up,
across his lap, idly kneading her breast.

She pulled at the robe's belt and glowered at
him.

“You're very good at tying people up,” she
said.

“Thank you.”

“It wasn't meant to be a compliment.”

He shrugged and plucked at her nipples.

“What did you say you did for a living?”

“I didn't.”

“Selling weapons.”

“Possibly.”

“Do you make a lot of enemies in that line of
work?”

He shrugged and slid his hand down her body,
fingering her sex.

“Maybe tie them up, and then take them out
into the ocean and chain a cinder-block to their ankles and drop
them in?”

“You've been watching too many bad gangster
movies.”

“What if bad people use your weapons to hurt
people?”

“What if I work in a kitchenware store and
sell knives, and someone uses them to kill people?”

“Not the same.”

“Very similar.”

“Knives are sold to be used in cooking. Guns
are sold to be used to kill people.”

“Or to defend yourself.”

“Is that what your clients use them for?”

“Probably. Among other things.”

He twisted her hair around his fingers and
jerked it back, and she felt his mouth on her breast again as she
stared up at the ceiling.

Her breast throbbed.

“Are there any women in your line of
work?”

He let her head come forward and looked at
her in amusement.

“Looking for a job?”

“Like I said, I'm bored.”

“I'm afraid my clientele are generally not
the feminist type.”

“What does that mean?”

“It means they see a girl who looks like you
and all they want to do is fuck you.”

“So they're like every other man then,
including you?”

“Point. But they hide it rather less well,
and tend to have poor manners. Quite a few are Muslims too. Their
areas of the world tend to be rather... unsettled... so there's
always a market for weapons.”

“So?”

“So, Muslim men, as a general rule, don't
respect women.”

“You mean they might want to tie me up and
spank me?”

He smiled in amusement.

“Well, yes, but then they'd behead you for
being a slut.”

Her eyes narrowed “You calling me a
slut?”

“Any Muslim who saw you in that dress would
call you a slut.”

“They'd say the same if I just showed my
ankle.”

“Well, yes. Which is why you'd have
difficulty in a business requiring a sense of respect.”

“They respect you?”

“They respect what would happen to them if
they tried to cheat me.”

“What would that be?”

“Bad things.”

“So you'd give them a spanking?”

“You're acting rather snippy for a girl who
begged me to make her come.”

She flushed.

“And called me master. I liked that. Say it
again.”

“No.”

“Want a spanking?”

She frowned. “Master.”

“Thank me for making you come.”

She snorted, and he quickly flipped her over
onto her belly.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

He flipped her back over and she gasped and
struggled briefly before he gripped her hair and jerked it
tight.

“That...hurt!” she gasped.

“There are very clear and simple rules for a
slave girl,” he said. “You simply do whatever your master says. No
thinking. No hesitation. You simply do as you're told.”

He pulled her head forward again and looked
into her blue eyes.

“Now thank me for the orgasm.”

The strange thing was that he had finally
said something which struck her as deeply intriguing. Clear and
simple rules had an enormous appeal to Kenzie. Without knowing the
rules she couldn't know whether they ought to be obeyed, or were
stupid and could be ignored. Also, trying to figure out what to say
and how to act around people was an ongoing sense of irritation and
annoyance.

People tended not to write down THOSE
rules.

He jerked on her hair.

“Well?”

“Thank you for giving me an orgasm...
Master,” she said.

“Better.”

She let herself consider having plain and
simple rules every day. Just do this. Just say this. No worry about
acting or saying something wrong. No having to think about what she
was expected to do and how to avoid people staring at her in
confusion.

Plain and simple rules. Do this. Say
this.

Kenzie felt a sense of awe at the idea.
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The street was about thirty feet wide. Add
ten feet for the sidewalks. The maximum range of the pellet gun was
about 400 yards, but accuracy would suck at that range. At forty to
fifty feet, though, Kenzie was confident of a hit.

She was across the street from her building
in an apartment one floor up. It was the perfect angle since it
would allow her to shoot down at the pigeon. If she missed, the
pellet would hopefully hit the windowsill, but really, it was
unlikely to break the thick glass even if it didn't. Still, better
not to take unnecessary chances.

She'd hacked into the building's computer to
find out who lived in a narrow line of apartments across from hers.
Since they recorded when people entered and left she'd been able to
figure out whose apartment would be empty in the early morning.

That hadn't given her many options.
Fortunately, this one turned out to be perfect since the owner had
apparently left a week ago and not returned. A note on his file
said he was in Japan and would be back in three more days.

The building used electronic keys, which was
even better. Those were relatively easy to hack. As for the alarm
system, it was integrated with the building.

What she hadn't been prepared for was that
there would be a quite powerful spyscope in the window aimed right
at her window. Nor was she going to give the occupant the benefit
of a doubt that he'd been studying pigeons.

She used a glass cutter to cut a four-inch
square hole in the glass, then tugged it back out with a small
suction cup. She extended the barrel of the pellet gun and turned
on the laser pointer She pulled the trigger and the pigeon squawked
and flew off.

She doubted she'd seriously damaged it. The
muzzle velocity of a pellet gun wasn't high enough to do that. But
the little fucker had certainly felt it. If she came back tomorrow
and did it again its little pea brain would probably come to
associate her windowsill with pain.

She pulled the gun back in, broke it down,
and put it into the case it came in, then turned and examined the
scope. It was quite thick, if not long, a very expensive piece of
equipment. There was a camera attached to it, and she frowned,
turning it on and examining it.

It was empty.

She left the bedroom and wandered up the hall
until she found a computer. It was fairly easy to hack, and after
sifting through its contents she found a number of pictures and
videos of her naked or partially naked, all getting dressed or
undressed.

She glared at the images, her eyes icy as she
considered a variety of possible means of revenge. She could
download some child porn and report him, or send threatening
letters to the president from his computer. But she hadn't taken
any real care to hide that she was breaking in since she needed to
cut a hole in the glass anyway, so that would cause suspicions for
investigators.

Besides, thinking rationally, a man wanting
to see her naked wasn't abnormal. She hadn't really put a lot of
thought into it before so hadn't been wary of open windows. Of
course, he had put a lot of extra effort into it with the expensive
camera and scope. They were worth several thousand dollars
according to Google.

Perhaps he only needed a gentle lesson. For
starters, she could find a use for this scope and camera herself.
So she'd take them with her when she left.

Also, since he had been kind enough to let
the auto-fill work with the password on his banking site, she found
a cat rescue page, donated the entire amount remaining in his
checking account, then did a funds transfer to them. Then overpaid
his utility and cable bills by several thousand percent..

He clearly had too much time on his hands. No
doubt he would enjoy the long and detailed conversations with
customer service trying to get that reversed while dealing with
bank overdraft fees.

She explored his freezer and found some fish,
so took two small ones out and duct-taped them to the back of
drawers in the kitchen and bedroom. Finally, she made some very
black coffee, then spilled it here and there on the carpet and rugs
around the apartment. Didn't everyone enjoy having the carpet
cleaners in?

Satisfied, she let herself out and went back
to her own condo. She changed and then went to work, thinking about
sex, and how she had largely ignored it until now. There had been
something darkly exciting about what Bond had done to her. But it
had also been strangely attractive in an emotional sense.

She was deeply attracted to certainty, to
clean lines and order. Bond was a pervert – although really, most
men were. But his perversion in insisting on fully controlling
someone during sex meant she didn't have to feel her way through
what she was supposed to do, didn't have to worry about getting
things wrong, or even saying the wrong thing.

She still didn't like men, nor him in
particular. But she had discovered something very arousing in being
penetrated, in the feel of a hard cock driving up into her body.
The bondage was also emotionally attractive. One of the few things
she could remember from her childhood was that good girls didn't do
anything about sex. Nothing. Not even kissing.

She wasn't quite sure why, or even where it
had come from, but that was the rule which had been driven into her
to the point she somehow thought it unbreakable (unlike most other
rules). So gave oral sex only to get things and persuade people.
She rationalized that as turning it into a tool to use, rather than
actual 'sex', and did it in a clinical, unemotional way – when she
had to.

She'd certainly never enjoyed it or gotten
any pleasure out of it. Which meant she wasn't a 'slut', which was
a bad thing to be. Again, a rule she had somehow learned in the
mists of her childhood. She remembered the rule if not anything
else about her life back then.

Yesterday, on the other hand, she'd felt an
incredible rush of heat and arousal and then pleasure at his hands,
and had multiple orgasms. That was bad, except – she had been tied
up. So in a way she had no say over it, hadn't sought it, hadn't
done anything to get it, and had been made helpless to stop it
through the bondage.

Which meant she need feel no shame over
it.

She wore a black silk t-shirt under a gray
blazer and low riding white leather pants. As usual, she was aware
of but ignored the eyes on her as she made her way to the subway.
She was still pondering the strange events of the previous
evening.

She had certainly made Bond's acquaintance,
and gotten him to admit what he did for a living, but that hadn't
gotten her anything useful about the case. There was no casual way
of inquiring about the group the JTTF was looking into. She would
need to get evidence she could use against him in order to persuade
him to talk.

If she could be alone with his laptop for a
brief period of time that would probably do it, but so far she'd
spent all her time at his apartment tied up.

Which brought her mind back to sex again, and
the strange little tight-chested flutter whenever she thought of
some of the things he'd done to her, and remembered some of the
sensations they'd caused.

She definitely wanted to explore that sort of
thing further.

In the meantime she made her way to her
cubicle, where she sealed herself off from the world, examined her
task list, and started bringing up programs to develop information
which had been requested.

She caught a brief view out of her peripheral
vision and flicked her eyes down to the small corner of her screen
which showed the view of the office, then pressed a button to blank
it as she turned towards the entry.

Tyler Black shuffled in and then leaned
against the cubicle wall. A moment later Byron Melrose came in and
squeezed in beside him, beaming at her.

“Hey,” Black said.

She nodded.

He was easy to deal with in that unlike all
the other men he made no attempt at flattery, seduction or idle
chatter. On the other hand, the interest men had in her was how she
got things from them, and the only way she really knew how to deal
with them – other than violence. Their sexual interest in her made
them predictable, and Black – wasn't. Which made her wary around
him.

Melrose, on the other hand, was entirely
predictable, if occasionally tiresome. Still, his attraction to her
meant she could basically get him to do whatever she wanted, which
had occasionally been useful.

“You do any looking into how Kresge and his
bunch are disposing of their electronics?”

She considered the question for a moment.

“There are several brokers that would deal
with high quantity, high-value goods like that, and then distribute
them around the city to individually owned, bargain outlets and
stores,” Melrose said.

She looked at him briefly, then at Black, who
let his eyes roll slightly. That he rarely said anything which
didn't need to be said was one of the things she appreciated about
Black.

She turned and her fingers danced across the
keyboard of her computer. The image in the leftmost monitor shifted
and then a map showed up.

“Not for attribution,” she said – which meant
something that couldn't be legally used or written down. “Jesus
Martin has spent time on this block in Queens,” she said, pointing
at the highlighted area. “Usually around the time of a theft we
have tentatively identified the Kresge gang as having performed.
“Vasily Popov has a small warehouse there, through a half dozen
shell companies. Martin is never alone. One of the other members of
Kresge's gang is always with him.”

She didn't say she knew this because she'd
hacked into phone company computers and then into their records. By
now almost all police knew that cell phones were constantly pinging
the nearest cell towers, especially as they moved around, and that
the phone companies recorded this.

There was really no way for criminals to deal
with this as the pinging was a way of mutual handshaking between
the phone and the nearest tower. You could turn the phone off and
take out the battery, but that got to be a pain in the ass pretty
fast.

“So you're looking into Popov's
distribution?”

“It varies, of course. And it looks like he's
moving to set up a network of intermediaries to further distance
him from the retailers.”

“So maybe we put surveillance on the
warehouse?” Melrose suggested. “If we know it's dirty...”

“We know lots of places are dirty,” Black
said. “But we don't have the manpower to watch them all all the
time.”

“Bug their phones?”

“They're not using phones for business,”
Black said. Then he looked at Kenzie. “Are they?”

She shook her head. “I think they're using
anonymous emails.”

“Huh?” Melrose asked.

“Things like Gmail or Yahoo, that anyone can
sign up for under any name without providing any address or ID.
They can access it from any computer and nothing ties it to the
owner. The only way to figure out what they're using is to get into
their phones or computers and check the logs.”

“Is that doable?”

“Not legally. Not without a warrant. It's not
like they have an open connection like a business with a web site
and you can just hack through a firewall. They're using laptops
they can plug in anywhere, probably with air cards. You need to go
through their ISP or get hold of the computer directly.”

Kenzie was perfectly capable of going through
their ISP, of course, with or without warrants, but wasn't going to
do something that obvious for small stuff like truck burglary, even
if it was high a dollar crime.

“K, thanks,” Black said, turning to go.

Melrose beamed at her. “You catch that
Yankees game last night?” he asked.

Black grabbed his arm and yanked him out
after him and Kenzie turned back to her monitor.

She hadn't gotten much from her visit with
Black – aside from the eye-opening sex, but she had at least gotten
his phone number and address.

The information she had looked up on him,
mostly federal, had not had that address listed before, much less
the phone number. The place was owned by a shell company – much
like her own – which was owned by another shell company – like hers
was – which was headquartered in Bermuda. She was working on where
that led.

The phone, though, could be of value now that
she'd put a trace on it. It would give her the phone number of
anyone who called him or who he called. She hadn't been able to get
a look at his bills or anything like that, which would have told
her who his ISP was, but now that she had the phone she could check
the accounts of the local ISPs and see who had a record of it.

How far Kenzie was willing to depart from
rules depended on the value of her objective, and how likely she
was to get caught. At work, it also meant what could be
rationalized in a court as having come from legal sources.

But she didn't intend to charge Bond with
anything. He was merely a means to an end. And the work for JTTF
was far more important than truck burglaries. So she could do
whatever she felt she needed to.

She quickly found the account with Verizon,
found the associated email address as well as a cell phone number.
She went to an outside site and set up a series of personalized
phishing texts and emails to his email and cell phone. She knew his
bank account because he used it to pay his phone and ISP, so she
tailored emails and texts from the bank, as well as Verizon and
AT&T, which provided his landline.

She also checked the location pings on his
cell to get a record of his usual movements. Right now he was in
Central Park. She wondered what he was doing there.

She considered whether it would be useful to
break into his condo while he was away, but rejected the idea. She
was a good burglar, but he probably had a much more intricate setup
than the idiot across the street. Plus if he detected it he might
move somewhere else.

That would be... inconvenient.

She considered why she didn't want to punish
him for what he'd done. One of her few unbreakable rules was
payback. She also paid people – or pigeons – back when they did
something which caused her grief or disrespected her. Bond had
smacked her bottom a number of times – hard. That had stung. He'd
also treated her like some kind of sex toy. It had been extremely
degrading.

What she couldn't figure out was why it had
turned her on so much. It had, though, which had made the
experience, while degrading and embarrassing, filled with a
breathless, almost scalding heat and dark, thrilling pleasure.

That had not left her with a feeling that she
needed payback.

She kept her eye on his movements through the
day. She even considered ridiculous ideas like a 'coincidental'
meeting, but impatiently rejected them. Nor would she call him to
ask for another meeting. She did have her pride, after all. And
that wasn't the way the 'rules' worked. He was supposed to call her
and arrange something.

Presuming he had enjoyed the experience. And
why wouldn't he? All the other men she'd met – except perhaps Tyler
Black – would give almost anything for such an experience.

She went home at the end of the day,
undressed, and put on a tight, sleek, black Lycra jumpsuit and then
went into the gym to work out.

Kenzie worked out hard, and the jumpsuit was
tight enough across the chest to not need a sports bra. It was
skin-tight but that hardly mattered in the privacy of her own home
gym. She had the best machines available, of course, and went
through a different pattern of exercises each day to ensure she
worked every muscle group.

By the time she was done, an hour and a half
later, she was sweating and exhausted. She showered, then put on
her usual lounging outfit, which consisted of drawstring
sleep-pants and tank top. She made a quick dinner and sat down in
front of the big screen to watch the news as she ate.

It wasn't until then that she noticed the
little blinking light on her home phone. She didn't pay it much
mind. No one knew her number; she had no friends or family, so it
would be another telemarketer.

She would still have to clear the message or
the phone, and more importantly the one in her bedroom, would blink
it's little light forever. Now that she was aware of it she would
start to become annoyed. She would be even more annoyed at its
blinking in her dark bedroom.

She waited until she had finished eating and
had to get up, then detoured to the table on the way back, picked
it up and hit the auto-dial button to access the message. She
expected it to be a robotic offer of a free trip to the Caribbean,
or blank. Instead Bond's voice appeared.

“Princess Mackenzie,” he said by way of
greeting. “You need further training. I expect you for dinner at
Six sharp. Don't be late or I may have to spank you.”

Kenzie deleted the message and hung up. It
was almost Seven. And she'd already had dinner. It was sheer
arrogance on his part to expect her to respond to such a message
even if she'd gotten it on time. It was true that his silliness
about being her 'master' and she his 'slave' were kind of exciting
– mostly because of hot utterly outrageous they were. But that was
in the midst of sex.

He was a very strange man. Maybe he thought
she would simply giggle like a girl and feel playful at such an
'order'. But Kenzie had never giggled, so far as she knew, and
playfulness was foreign to her.

Someone had once suggested one of her parents
must have been a Vulcan. The suggestion had confused her until she
looked it up and then she'd only wished it were so. Cool, calm,
unemotional logic was something she strove for.

Though she had no desire for pointy ears or
overly dramatic eyebrows.

Still, she did need more information on him.
And she did want to further explore the dark sexual pleasure and
heat he had roused within her the other day. It did make her
uncomfortable, but there was a raw, carnal sense of arousal to it
which she found herself hungering to feel again.

She picked up the phone, found the number he
had called from – his home phone – and called it.

“Someone's being a bad girl,” he said as he
answered.

Kenzie raised her eyebrow and frowned.

I just got your message,” she said.

“That's pretty inefficient of you.”

“I'm free tomorrow evening.”

“But I want your body now.”

“We can't always have what we want.”

“Just thinking about you is making me
horny.”

“Might I suggest masturbation?”

“I think I want you to masturbate. While I
watch.”

“Why?”

“Because I think the visuals would be...
pleasing.”

“I'm not an exhibitionist.”

Far from it.

“All the better. Come over here.”

“No.”

“Come over here or I'll take a strap to your
beautiful ass.”

“Maybe I'll take one to yours.”

“Come and try.”

 


 





Chapter Seven

 


 


 


 


The problem was she really had no interest in
taking a strap to Bond's ass. Also, he was a large and well-built
man. Kenzie could handle herself against most men, but to defeat a
guy his size would require things like dislocating his kneecap with
a sharp kick, or breaking his collar bone, or something
similar.

That would probably render him incapable of
further sexual experiments, at least in the medium term, and make
it unlikely she would learn anything further from him.

Aside from that, she was a tall and fit woman
but the average man had three times the upper body strength of the
average woman, and twice the lower body strength. Not to mention
heavier bones. Kenzie was not a person to lie to herself about such
things.

Which meant that unless she really got mad or
desperate she would be at his mercy.

Still, she remained helplessly curious about
the dark sexual games he played, and both confused and fascinated
at the way they affected her.

So since she had very little else to do that
night which matched the possibilities of both pleasure and learning
more about him, she got dressed, went downstairs, and drove uptown
to his building. His was the only apartment on the floor, and when
she stepped off the elevator there was a note on one of the
doors.

Enter.

She shrugged and opened the right-hand of the
double doors and stepped into the entry hall. It was coffer
ceilinged, with soft, recessed lighting. There was a small, high
table in front of the door, with another note on it

Strip and put these on.

The table had five round, studded leather
bands on its surface. Kenzie frowned at them uncertainly for a few
seconds, then realized they were bondage gear, a collar and
restraints. Deductive reasoning said the four smaller bands were
for her wrists and ankles.

He wanted her to wear these – and nothing
else. The image of herself doing so filled her mind with a strange
sense of breathless heat. It was ridiculous! It was absurd! Naked
was bad enough, but naked with this... fetish stuff on?!

It would be, though, like putting on a
costume – and being another person...

That idea left her spellbound. As another
person she could explore things like this without worrying about
pride or dignity. If she could separate herself from things, as if
this were a character in a play, then it wasn't really her doing
anything... slutty... or degrading. It was... the character.

The slave girl.

She wasn't very good at playing other
characters, though. She was not an actress, and tended to be
incredibly straightforward about things. But then, slave girls
would only do exactly what they were told to, and only say exactly
what they were told to...

Still, if she could separate herself from
'slave girl' then what was happening to the slave girl was not
happening to Kenzie at all.

She picked up the collar and examined it,
then turned to the gold-framed mirror on the wall and placed it
around her throat. She drew it firmly closed, then buckled it
before dropping her arms and examining herself in the mirror.

She liked the look. But then she'd always
liked high necked sweaters and chokers. She turned back to the
table, picking up the restraints which went around her wrists. They
buckled together easily enough. She kicked off her shoes and socks,
then put the others around her ankles.

Stripping, though, took a considerable
argument before she could convince herself. She succeeded, in no
small part because she wanted to see what she looked like before he
did.

She stripped off her top and pants, then her
underwear. She looked at herself nervously, uncertainly, but felt
her chest tighten as she looked at her image.

No, not her image at all. That was the
image of a slave girl: a character in a play.

She took a deep breath, blew it out, then
started for the other room, uncharacteristically nervous. It made
no sense for him to have anyone else here, but what if he did!?

She edged her way into the corridor, glancing
up and down, then looked at the larger room across from her, the
one with the wall of water and light strings. The lights had all
been turned very low, and darkness and deep shadows were
everywhere.

“Bond?” she called.

The only light in the great room came from
the long strings of lights which hung down against the black water
wall. They had been turned to red. The gas fireplace was on, as
well, giving its own flickering red and orange glow. The rest of
the room was dark.

He loomed out of the darkness, wearing a very
black, nicely tailored three-piece suit.

“This is all very... dramatic,” she said.

“I'm setting the stage.”

That appealed to her.

“Are we in a play?”

He took her right wrist, then turned her
around, reaching for her left.

Kenzie felt a jolt of emotion, but didn't
fight as he pulled her wrists together behind her back, then locked
the restraints together. Then he gathered in her hair as she was
tugging experimentally against her wrists.

Suddenly he jerked back, and she gasped at
the pain to her scalp as her head was forced sharply back. Opening
her mouth was instinctive, and he pressed something black and round
against it.

“Open your mouth, Slave Girl,” he
growled.

She did so, mostly instinctively, as the
plastic or rubber ball was pushed into her mouth. It had a strap
attached to it and he drew the strap across her cheeks and around
behind her to fasten at the back of her head. Then he used his
fingers to draw her hair out from under it.

“I'll let you know when you can use your
mouth again,” he said. “I don't have a need for it just yet.”

She scowled at him, but her heart was beating
faster and her nipples were tingling.

He guided her over to a large, buttoned
leather sofa facing the fireplace and lights, then sat down and
pulled her down across his lap.

“What a lovely slave girl,” he said as he ran
his hands over her body.

“Of course, the problem with it is that mind
of yours, which continues to act in impudent and disrespectful ways
towards your master.”

He casually kneaded her breast, then paused.
A moment later Kenzie felt his fingers, which had quickly been
lubed with something, rubbing up and down between the lips of her
sex, then pushing into her body.

She forced herself to try to analyze what she
was feeling, and why her body was filling with a sense of heat and
pressure. Certainly his fingers felt very...nice as they stroked
gently up and down against her, and dipped deeper and deeper into
her pussy.

The physical sensations were quickly getting
more exciting, in fact.

But it was the emotional excitement which
confused her.

His fingers were very skilled. The ones
inside her twisted and turned, sliding all the way down to the
knuckles, then turning to rub against the front wall of her sex.
His thumb was stroking against her clitoris, and the resulting
sensations were growing more and more powerful.

Then his fingers slid out and something else
pushed against her, something thicker and harder. She gasped as it
penetrated her, then began to push deeper into her body. This was
certainly not a finger, nor even a thumb! It was far too thick,
stretching her out, and far too long as she felt it driven deeper
and deeper into her belly!

She was pretty sure it was the vibrator, and
when it started to vibrate all doubt disappeared. She groaned as
the head was jammed achingly deep, then felt the thin straps going
across her hips and around in back to snap together.

A moment later she felt his oiled finger at
her small, wrinkled back opening. She squirmed both mentally and
physically at that, but felt another dark thrum of heat roll
through her as his finger twisted and turned.

It pulled back, and something else pushed
against her, something thicker and cooler. It was rounded, and it
slowly pushed itself through her tight sphincter. It slid slowly
in, and felt like a little ball, like a ping-pong ball. But right
behind it was another, and another, and another, all of them
sitting in a line as if they had been impaled by a long pencil.

The first ball slid deep enough to make her
ache, then another ball slid into her, and then there was something
flat against her body to hold them all in place.

She felt his hand casually squeezing her
breast, then he shifted her on his lap, hand caressing her
buttocks.

“You should be aware that sex slaves are
required to obey their master's every whim,” he said. “Or suffer
the consequences.”

Kenzie was confused about how to respond to
that with the proper amount of derision. But then realized she had
no ability to respond. That was oddly relaxing.

Crack!

She gasped at the blow to her bottom. It
hadn't come from his hand. She twisted her head around and saw him
holding what looked like a very short strap. It was less than a
foot long, and rounded, with the top two thirds much wider than the
lower part he held in his hand.

“Slave girls need to be taught to obey,” he
said.

Crack! He brought the thing down
across her bottom again and she flinched at the sharp sting the
lightweight little strap brought.

The vibrator stuffed inside her continued to
thrum powerfully, both inside her body and against the mouth of her
sex as her thighs squeezed against it.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Bad slave girl,” he chided her.

Her lower belly was resonating with the
vibrations from the machine, and rousing a heat which was spilling
up through her body.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

The blows from the strap were lightweight but
stung, and she could feel her skin becoming warmer and more
tender.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“I'll give you an opportunity to apologize
and then beg me to let you suck my cock,” he said.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“After I've made your bottom properly
red.”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

Her bottom was starting to burn. And,
weirdly, it felt as if that burning was seeping into her lower
belly and making it even hotter than the fires the vibrator had
already set alight.

She moaned as his other hand pushed under to
roughly squeeze a breast. Her breasts both felt swollen and hot,
the nipples hard and tender.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

His hand pushed in between her thighs,
gripping the base of the vibrator and grinding it against her even
as the long, thick shaft twisted inside her body. She felt a sudden
explosive increase in the sensations within her, and cried out into
the gag, grateful for it muffling her voice.

The sensations grew to something
overwhelming, her hips bucking and grinding against the vibrator as
the orgasm took hold of her and enveloped her mind. Then Kenzie
felt the golf ball thing he'd pushed into her pulling out, one ball
at a time.

That did strange things to the churning flood
of liquid heat pouring through her, and she felt her eyes rolling
back in her head as her body spasmed and shook, the orgasm drowning
her mind in pleasure and heat.

*

Kenzie knelt, face down on the edge of his
four-poster bed. Her knees were held wide by straps which circled
them just above the knee. There was another strap bound to the ring
of the collar, which went back beneath her and locked firmly to the
side of the bed somewhere behind.

Her bottom was raised high in the air and her
body was folded in upon itself as much as possible, with her back
sharply bowed. There wasn't room for much movement, which she
thought was likely the point of it.

He'd left the vibrator in her and left it
turned on. He'd also shoved the golf ball thing into her ass again
and left it there.

This was punishment, it seemed, for her
refusal to beg his forgiveness or to beg to suck his cock once he'd
removed the gag. He'd told her she would just wait there in the
proper position until he decided to make use of her body. Or
perhaps he'd invite his friends to come and do it.

She had suggested he had none, which was when
the gag went back in.

It wasn't mere obstinance on her part. She
accepted that if she was a 'slave girl' then begging was an
expected thing to do. It still irked her, or at least, irked
Kenzie. But even though Kenzie was trying to separate herself from
the persona of being a 'slave girl' it didn't come easily.

Besides, she wanted to see how far he would
go, and how far she would go. The strapping had certainly stung,
but it had been strangely exciting, in an outrageously perverted
way. She was curious about what further punishment he would mete
out and how that would affect her.

This position was obscene and humiliating, or
would have been for Kenzie. For 'slave girl', she could see how it
was not out of character. Still, it caused her some dismay and
self-consciousness. She was laid out like a bitch in heat ready to
be mounted.

The vibrator was adding to her discomfort,
though. It filled her up, stretched her out and throbbed inside
her. But the part pressed against the base of her sex was no longer
vibrating. Which meant the thrumming vibrations were not directly
touching her clitoris. They did reverberate through her body,
though.

Which meant her entire lower belly was
pulsing and churning with sensation, the nerve endings crackling
like live wires. Her body was filled with sexual energy and heat,
and it wanted, desperately wanted... something! Ideally someone to
fuck her hard and fast!

She'd never had sex from behind. This was an
entirely different perspective. She couldn't even see behind her
unless she really twisted her head around sharply.

She had not had much experience in being
aroused, especially as deeply aroused as she was now. She resolved
again to buy a vibrator as soon as she had time. But she wasn't at
all sure it alone was responsible.

This position was degrading. She was highly
indignant that he had put her into it. On the other hand, that very
indignation lent a strange kind of sharp-edged heat to being
trapped in it. Kenzie was not used to positioning herself, even
fully clothed, in sexual ways. And there could be nothing more
sexual than this!

Her mind was wavering between the outrage
Kenzie felt to a deep attraction to the idea of being a slave girl,
which of course, would make this sort of thing quite natural. She
did her best to think of herself as a slave girl, a helpless slave
girl being punished by her master.

Helpless. Nothing to think about. Nothing to
do. Nothing she could do.

He came back into the room and went around to
the foot of the bed so she could see him.

“And is our slave girl enjoying herself?”

She scowled at him and then at the dildo he
held up in front of him. It was very thick, and very long, easily
ten or more inches.

“I brought you a present,” he said,
beaming.

She glared at him and he waved the phallus at
her, then moved behind her.

It was so... strange! She couldn't even
complain! She couldn't move! She couldn't be sarcastic or
anything!

She felt the balls inside her sliding slowly
out. Every time one of them popped out of her she felt a strange
little ripple of sensation through her body that almost made her
gasp aloud. Then it was all out of her. She felt... open, then felt
the pressure of the dildo against her.

She felt it twisting from side to side as it
pushed, prodded and then slowly slid into her.

She gasped as he gripped her hair and tugged
sharply. Her concentration was instantly distracted, and he slid
the dildo deeper.

“Slave girls are made to take big cocks into
their body, in any orifice their master chooses to use,” he
said.

He jerked again on her hair and again she
gasped at the sharp sting to her scalp. He thrust the dildo even
deeper, twisting and turning it. It ached, but not that much. The
rising heat she felt from it pushing deeper more than offset
it.

He twisted and turned it, then yanked on her
hair again as he pushed it still deeper.

Why did the sensation of it going deeper
inside leave her so breathless!?

“Hmm. I'm not sure I like your posture,
slave,” he said. “I think we need something to improve it.”

He twisted and turned the dildo, pumping it
slowly, working it so deep she felt a strange cramping sensation
deep in her belly. The base of the thing abruptly narrowed, then
she felt nothing but a flat round hard ring against the outside of
her body.

He moved over to a closet, returning with a
thin leather cord. She felt his fingers against the thing inside
her, then threw it forward across her body before going around to
the other side.

The bed was a square framed, old fashioned
thing, very large, with high corner posts which in turn were joined
together at their top by wooden rails. He fed the cord up to the
rail high on the other side of the bed, then began to pull.

Kenzie felt the pressure of the long dildo
inside her as the base was pulled up and forward. She grunted and
gasped at the unexpected pressure, her hips rising, her buttocks
pushing up higher.

Bond tied the cord to the upper rail then got
down again and moved behind her.

“Much better,” he said.

Then he left her alone again!

Kenzie moaned into the gag, feeling the
pulsing heat grow more intense within her. Being utterly stuffed –
and knowing it was basically a big cock – did strange things to her
mind. She had one in her pussy and one in her ass, now, and her
obscene position was even more obscene, and more helpless.

And degrading!

If he had asked her now she would have gladly
begged him to fuck her. She hovered near the peak, sweltering in
the heat, wanting it, needing it, but unable to do anything to
reach climax.

He came back some minutes later, went around
to the other side of the bed, then lay down on his side, his head
propped on his arm, examining her.

“You look quite flushed, slave girl. You
don't think you're running a fever, do you?”

He reached out and put his hand against her
forehead. Then his finger rubbed along her lips, separated by the
ball gag and pressed tautly against it.

“You're drooling a little, you know,” he
said. “Bet you'd like to wrap those lips around my cock now,
huh.”

She tried to nod.

“Well, let's see what we can do.”

He got off the bed and moved behind her, then
she felt him combing her hair in together and winding it into a
tight tail. She had no idea what he was doing until he pulled
slowly back on the tail. She gasped, her chin forced off the
mattress as the pressure continued. She felt more pressure, then,
around the base of the big dildo stuffed into her ass.

He came around to the other side of the bed
and Kenzie realized he'd somehow tied her hair to the base of the
dildo he'd shoved inside her!

He undid the strap behind her head, then
worked the ball gag out of her mouth.

Even without the ball gag Kenzie found her
jaw forced open by the pull against her hair.

“So, would you like my cock in your mouth,
Slave?'

It was very tempting to say something nasty,
but the truth was that she did want it in her mouth.

“Yes!” she gasped.

“Beg me to fuck your mouth.”

That was an odd phrase, she thought
fleetingly. She didn't really care, though.

“Please fuck my mouth!” she gasped.

He removed his pants and his cock sprang up
hard and thick and ready. He shuffled forward on his knees,
spreading them wider, lowering himself further until his groin was
barely above the mattress, then pushed his cock into her open
mouth.

Kenzie sucked and licked at it excitedly as
he pumped slowly in and out. He pushed deeper, and she gurgled
weakly, moaning around it, licking the shaft further back. Then he
pushed deeper and she fought to keep from gagging as his cock
pushed into her throat.

She had sort of expected it, and at least it
was a good position for that. He was unusually thick and his cock
pushed deep into her throat, all the way in until her lips were
wrapped around the base of his shaft.

He didn't even have to hold her in place
since she couldn't move at all. She stared at his abdomen as he
ground himself against her open mouth, her heart pounding.

He slid backward, pulling himself free, and
letting her gulp in air.

“Beg me to fuck your mouth.”

“P-Please fuck my mouth,” she gasped.

He pushed himself back in and his spit-wet
cock slid deep into her throat almost at once, then began to pump
in and out. He moved slowly, but smoothly, and Kenzie gurgled
dazedly as she stared at the shaft emerging, then disappearing
before her.

She could feel the thick shaft moving inside
her throat as he pumped in and out, and could feel just how deep it
was going!

He pulled out and she coughed and gulped in
air, but he pushed back in before she could fully catch her breath.
This time he moved faster, his cock pumping in and out of her mouth
and throat, stroking across her tongue and through her lips as his
hips pumped.

He pulled out again to let her gulp in ragged
breaths of air, but then thrust into her throat again, pumping
rapidly until pulling free.

Kenzie was feeling light-headed by then,
dazed and moaning as he rubbed himself along her lips.

“Are you sorry for being a bad slave girl?”
he demanded, slapping her face with it.

“Y-Y-Yes... master!” she gasped.

“Beg me to fuck you.”

“P-please... fuck me... master!” she
gasped.

“Would you like me to fuck you gently, or
hard?”

He rubbed the head of his cock along her
lips.

“H-Hard!” she moaned.

“Beg.”

“Please... fuck me hard... master!” she
moaned.

He chuckled and moved around behind her. She
felt the strap undone, then the vibrator slid out of her, leaving
her feeling empty.

She felt a shudder of heat at the touch of
his cock against the moist, swollen lips of her sex, and barely
repressed a groan of pleasure as he pressed more firmly, rubbing up
and down against her. Then he forced himself through the taut lips
of her sex, and slid deep into her body.

Kenzie almost came just from that. When he
started to thrust, she did come, gurgling helplessly as she tried
to silence cries of pleasure. She couldn't keep her body from
reacting, though, and despite how tightly she was bound her hips
jerked convulsively back against him as he thrust into her hard and
fast and deep.

From there she had a moment of clarity, a
strange thought that this was the perfect culmination of life, and
she felt herself floating on a sea of sensation and heat even as he
continued. He jerked harder on her hair, making her gasp and moan,
and drove himself into her with relentless, pounding strokes. His
cock speared through the soft, elastic folds of her body again and
again as she wallowed in the all-possessing heat which gripped
her.

Another orgasm took her, sending her mind
tumbling, then a third, and still he rode her, his hips pounding
against her buttocks as his cock drove achingly deep into her
pussy. In brief moments of lucidness she thought about how to
measure what she was subjecting herself to, how to compare it to
her usual quiet evenings.

All she could come up with was that this was
producing an intensity and excitement she had rarely known in life,
and that that more of it she experienced the more she wanted and
needed.
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It annoyed her that she had made no progress
in her quest for information from Bond. Certainly the visit had
been... worthwhile... but given she'd been tied up from the start
she hadn't had any opportunity to do anything which would improve
her chances of getting what she needed on the terrorists.

His arrogance was breathtaking at times. He
had, for example, sent her home with a butt-plug inside her, and a
demand she wear it always so she would be ready for him when he
wanted to use her anally – which he suggested could be the next
day.

Which was today.

Anal sex had never been something she'd given
much thought to. She had dismissed it as something more likely to
please men than women, and far too dirty and degrading to interest
her.

Lately, though, the idea of 'degrading' was
taking on a more interesting outlook in her mind.

Then again, sex itself had taken on a much
more interesting and attractive sense of importance in her life
than it ever had before. She found herself thinking about it more,
wanting it more, and becoming addicted to the heady sense of sexual
heat and arousal which had gripped her for much of the previous
evening.

All of which irritated her. She disapproved
of anything which involved emotion – and lust and desire, while not
emotions, definitely fed into emotions – like excitement. Emotions
– including excitement – made for illogical actions and
responses.

Not to mention that sex was messy and
degrading, and that sex with Bond was never a matter of equals, but
instead was a matter of submission to whatever he chose to do.
Submission was not something Kenzie had much experience with.

She was wearing the butt-plug now simply
because she wanted to be prepared in case he insisted and she let
him have anal sex that evening. She wasn't sure whether she would
or not. Her inclination was to refuse. But the way she behaved
around him made it uncertain as to whether she'd have the strength
of will to stick to that.

Excitement made her weak-willed, she thought
with a scowl.

She saw the pigeon squawk and fly off, losing
a feather or two, as the pellet struck, and snorted, pulling the
barrel back in and then removing it from the main body of the
rifle, which also folded at the stock. She slid the three pieces
back into its case, then headed for the door.

That was when she heard the key in the front
door.

She ducked into a side room, apparently an
office as she heard a male voice speaking.

“Put these in the master bedroom,” it
said.

She glanced around the corner and saw the
back of a large man directing one of the building's porters to
wheel a dolly carrying suitcases up the hall.

Apparently the owner was back early.

“Yes, it's me. I'm back early.”

She blinked, startled, but apparently he had
neither read her mind nor was talking to her.

“I've got some documents and contracts you
need to proof and then type up. I'm going to have a quick shower
then go into the office.”

There was a pause. “I don't give a shit what
you've planned. Get your ass into the office. I want you there when
I arrive.”

The porter returned and she ducked back. The
man didn't thank him that she heard. The door closed and he passed
the doorway as she slid further to the side.

“Andrew. I'm back early. I want to meet with
you over the Dorman account today.”

There was another pause.

“I don't give a fuck about them. Tell them
you'll see them another day. I want to meet you at noon.”

She glanced around the corner and saw him in
the kitchen. He put a cell phone down and opened the fridge, taking
out a Perrier water, and she ducked back as he turned and headed
down the hall again.

He was a tall man, with broad shoulders, but
a solid gut on him, too. This, then, was the guy who had been
spying on her.

Kenzie eased out from the office, darted into
the kitchen, grabbed his phone, then darted back to the door. She
unlocked it, opened it, and then locked it again before going out
into the hall and letting it shut quietly behind her.

She made her way back downstairs and then
across the street to her apartment. She dressed for work, then
headed out the door, taking his phone with her. She played with it
on the train. There were no passwords on anything. She did a
factory reset, then handed it to a beggar outside the
turnstiles.

She sat down in her cubicle and considered
what she considered as her 'private' case, the one the idiots from
the JTTF had asked her about. It involved a pair of Somalian
refugees who might or might not have had ties to Al-Shabaab, a
Somali 'militant' group that tended to blow themselves and other
people up a lot.

Kenzie had never thought much of religion.
They all seemed, to her, to rely too much on faith without
evidence. Kenzie was a big fan of evidence. And much of what all
the religions said seemed entirely unlikely, even if one believed
in an all-knowing omnipotent creator.

Why would the creator care one way or another
what animal you ate, or how you dressed. She found Muslims
strangest of all because they seemed to believe some particularly
irritating things involving women, like the need to cover their
heads all the time, or even their faces, and wear shapeless
robes.

And do what men told them.

She didn't think much of Sikhs who had to
wear turbans because God apparently didn't want them to cut their
hair. She thought Mormons needing to wear special underwear were
equally strange. Nor was she a fan of the sort of things the
Orthodox Jews wore

Kenzie would dress however she pleased, and
if God didn't like it then God could tell her to stop.

The best she could say for Christianity was
most of the Christians didn't seem to take it very seriously. Those
who did could be annoying, but in New York, she rarely encountered
them.

The idea, popular among extremist Muslims,
that dying while killing non-Muslims in some sort of holy war
(self-declared) would let them go straight to heaven, sit next to
God and have a platoon of virgins at their disposal seemed the
oddest of all.

But at least it was logically consistent, if
you believed that, then wanting to die killing infidels, especially
if your life was shit anyway, made a lot of sense. Maybe that was
why most of the world's terrorists seemed to be Muslims.

Al-Shabaab fought guerrilla wars in and
around Somalia, as opposed to simply blowing people up, so it would
make sense they'd need to get weapons from someone like Bond. Which
might give these two a connection they could use to get some
weapons here.

Then again, it wasn't exactly hard to get
weapons in America. From what she'd read, though, people like this
were unlikely to travel far to satisfy their desires. They were too
unfamiliar with the country and its laws, and too worried about
raising suspicions.

Certainly getting a firearm in New York or
New Jersey would be more difficult than most places, and there was
no legal way to get an automatic weapon. Even getting a handgun in
New York City was time-consuming and required background checks and
licensing. And terrorists were rarely satisfied with shotguns and
deer rifles.

New York's street gangs had no difficulty
getting weapons, but foreign terrorists rarely had a lot of
contacts there. Much easier to deal with a man you'd dealt with
before.

She had illegal taps on their cell phones and
on the companies which supplied them. She had a rough idea where
the two of them were at any given point in time, but most of what
they sent by text or email was in Somali. She was sending that
stuff to a civilian contractor who thought she was the FBI for
translation, but that took time.

The two of them lived in Harlem. She had a
program which pinged her whenever they moved south of there.
Several times they had come down to the Rockefeller Center area and
wandered around there. That roused her suspicions. There would not
seem to be anything for impoverished refugees to buy in that
neighborhood, and how often did you want to look at the flowers on
the plaza anyway?

She thought they were planning something. The
JTTF thought they were playing tourist.

Granted, they didn't ONLY come to Rockefeller
Center. They wandered around Times Square too. But Times Square was
heavily policed and Rockefeller Center wasn't. The lifespan of
anyone opening fire in Times Square could be measured in seconds.
You might last a couple of minutes at Rockefeller Center.

The program pinged her and she brought up a
map. The two were moving south fairly quickly, apparently on the
Lexington Avenue subway line. They bypassed Rockefeller Center,
though, and got off south of Times Square. Her suspicions said they
were up to something, but she didn't have any evidence she could
take to the JTTF to persuade them to get off their asses.

And in the meantime, her own ass was feeling
awkward with the base of the butt-plug resting against it. That was
keeping her constantly aware of the thing inside her, and why it
was there. That, in turn, was making her keep thinking about what
he might do tonight and how she would control him and get herself
some space so she could at least look around his apartment.

She shifted position constantly, cursing him
and cursing herself.

She pulled up the blueprints of Bond's
building, checked city construction permits, then hacked into the
firm which had last renovated the penthouse. Her little burglary
this morning reminded her that people tended to keep documents
laying around their office, especially at home, and she was sure he
had one.

An idea was beginning to form in her head. It
would probably tick him off, but that had both positive and
negative impacts. She wanted to explore the dark hunger she was
starting to feel at being 'punished', and that required her
prodding him to punish her more than strapping her bottom.

How far would he go anyway? And how far could
she let him and still like it? And why did she like it? Why
was it affecting her the way it was?

It was all very frustrating.

And this butt-plug was frustrating her even
more.

*

This time Bond sent her a text. She wasn't
sure how he'd gotten her cell number as she never gave it to
anyone. He must have gone through the pocket of her jacket when
she'd been tied up the other day. That annoyed her but also gave
her an opportunity. If he was going to be nosy she could be
too.

I'll expect you at Six for dinner. Don't
bother to dress.

She snorted.

Since she was driving, she could take him
nearly literally about not dressing. She wore a skirt so short that
she couldn't safely sit down in it without showing her panties, and
a tube top. The skirt was low on her hips, and combined with the
top, showed an awesome amount of midriff.

She took the elevator up to the penthouse,
and this time found him waiting for her at the door. That was
disappointing, but she was going to brazen her way through
anyway.

“Nice outfit,” he said, looking her up and
down.

“Well, you suggested it would be an informal
dinner.”

“That's one way of putting it.”

She walked past him as he closed the door and
headed up the corridor towards the office.

He looked after her. “Is there something we
can help you with?” he asked ironically.

“No, no. A polite host would at least show
his repeat guest around his fabulous penthouse, but I suppose I'll
have to do the tour on my own,” she said, looking into some sort of
games room.

He followed behind and soon caught up.

“Our interests were primarily focused on
things other than architecture and interior design,” he said.

“But I need to know a little bit about you,
and being tied up all the time, not to mention gagged, doesn't give
me much opportunity to do that.”

“Why do you need to know about me? The sex
isn't good enough?”

“That's a very male sort of question,” she
said dryly.

“I'm a very male sort of person.”

She wandered into a theater.

“No big wall of DVDs?” she asked.

“I'm a modern man. It's all online or in
digital form on the computer.”

He showed her the touchpad screen on the
wall, and brought up a list of categories.

“What? No porn?”

He grinned. “I make my own.”

She sniffed and walked back into the
corridor, then found the office and wandered in.

“So is this where you conduct your highly
illegal business?” she asked.

He followed her to the door.

“If by that you mean paying bills, then
yes.”

“You don't have like, closets full of guns to
sell?”

“Here? Get real.”

“You call me a slave girl and you're telling
me to get real?”

“But you will be my slave girl,” he said with
a grin.

“Get real,” she said.

She pushed past him and wandered further up
the hall. There were a pair of glass double doors at the end,
giving onto a deck. She pressed a button and they slid aside, and
she walked out onto the deck.

“Windy up here,” he said.

There was a hot tub to one side. Past that
were several chairs and a table. To the left was a long railing
largely made of glass save for stainless steel posts and a rail
along the top. She walked along it to the corner, which gave a view
of Central Park on one side, and the skyscrapers of midtown
Manhattan on the other.

“Nice view,” she said.

The corner of the deck had a higher post,
about eight feet high, with a flag on it. Bond abruptly took her
right wrist and lifted it up high, quickly wrapping a black rope
around it several times.

“What are – !?”

She had instinctively tried to pull back, and
also grabbed for his hands holding her wrists. But his heavy body
kept her from moving and he took the opportunity to grab her other
wrist, as well, then wrapped the rope around it, too, tying them
both around the post up above her head.

His hands dropped to her skirt, quickly
undoing it so it fell around her ankles. Then he unzipped the tube
top and pulled it free.

Kenzie was left naked perched in the corner
of the deck, with nothing between her and the hundreds if not
thousands of surrounding windows but a glass railing that was only
waist-high.

“Well now, I think we've been here before,
haven't we?” he asked with a grin.

“Untie me,” she growled, trying to keep her
voice toneless.

“Shy?”

Kenzie did her best to ignore the surrounding
windows. Only two buildings were close enough for anyone to really
see her with the naked eye and identify what he was looking at. And
even then she'd be the size of a thumbnail to them.

Of course, any one of the other windows could
hold someone with binoculars or a spotter scope like that pervert
who lived across the street from her. And it was still
discomforting to be naked outside while the sun shone on her, the
traffic passed by below, and she could see people moving around in
the nearby windows.

She looked up at the rope wrapped around her
wrists to confirm it really was rope. It was soft, though, and
black. Who would make black rope?

“I had to check and see if you'd obeyed me,”
he said.

He gripped her hip and turned her around,
then ran his hand over her buttocks.

“It seems to me that you've been a very
naughty little slave girl,” he said.

“I'm not a slave girl, you pervert.”

“I admit to being a pervert. Soon you'll
admit to being a slave girl.”

“I don't think so.”

“We'll see about that.”

He turned around and went back inside,
leaving Kenzie nervously scanning the nearest windows. Probably
nobody would notice. You'd have to look twice to really even see
she was a girl, let alone a topless one. Most of her was behind the
railing, and even if it was largely glass it still hid her
shape.

If anyone was bored, however, and scanning
the surrounding buildings, especially with binoculars, he or she
was going to get an eyeful!

Bond returned, walking casually across the
deck, carrying an array of items in his hands.

“Untie me or I'll kick your ass!” she
growled.

“Rude slave girls get punished.”

He gripped her hair and tugged it back
sharply, pulling her head back alongside the post. Instinctively,
that caused her mouth to open and he shoved the ball gag into it,
and pulled the little strap behind her head and buckled it.

Then he abruptly lifted her up and swung her
over the top of the railing.

Kenzie gasped and squirmed as she stared down
at the street seventy stories below.

Bond shifted his grip, lowering her so that
her heels were carefully perched on the very edge of the deck just
outside and below the railing.

He crouched down and gripped her right ankle
below the railing, then jerked it to the side, quickly wrapping
another of the ropes around it and tying it to one of the posts. He
moved quickly to the other side of her, pulled that ankle sharply
open, and tied that to another of the posts.

This left her with her heels perched on the
very edge of the deck, legs spread, and her body pulled back
against the outside corner of the rail. Her right leg was along the
west rail and her left along the north. Her wrists were tied to the
post which ran up her spine and went above her head, but she
gripped the pole anyway, back arched as she stared around her, then
down.

“Now maybe you'd like to reconsider just how
polite you should be,” he said.

The warm wind was blowing softly up against
the bottom of feet, which hung out over the edge of the deck.

Bond pressed himself into the corner behind
her and his arms came around her, his hands casually cupping and
squeezing her breasts.

“You have incredible tits. Has anyone ever
told you that?”

His thumbs and forefingers pinched and rolled
her nipples as he leaned in and began to kiss his way along the
nape of her neck.

“I think you'll come to realize,” he said, as
he dropped a hand down to her sex “that there really is no
alternative to being my sex slave.”

His fingers rubbed her clitoris delicately.
They drew back, then appeared again, rubbing her again. Now they
were slick and slippery, though, as if he'd dipped them in
lubricant. They slid up and down along the line of her sex, and
dipped into her repeatedly as he rubbed her clitoris.

“What could be better for a bored princess
than seeing what it's like to have no power?”

He stepped back, then came forward again,
this time with one of the big dildos in hand. He rubbed it along
the line of her sex, then pressed it up, twisting and turning it
until it stretched her slippery opening and began to push up inside
her.

It pushed up deep inside her, then began to
vibrate. He pulled a thin strap up across her abdomen and behind
her back to fasten together there. Then his hands began to massage
her body, large warm hands stroking and caressing her breasts,
belly and thighs.

Kenzie barely reacted to any of this. She was
still more than slightly stunned to find herself perched on the
outside of the deck's rail, with nothing between her and a
seven-hundred-foot fall but her heels on the edge of the deck and
her wrists bound behind the post. Well, and now her ankles bound to
other posts.

It was unlikely that she could fall now, she
told herself, not unless all the posts fell over. The railing was
probably meant to take a great deal of weight, especially given how
fat some men were, she told herself.

Logically, then, she was in no real
danger.

Logic, however, was clashing with
emotion.

She was on the outside of the railing,
seventy stories up!

She discovered that danger completely
overrode modesty. Fear of falling to her death was far more
important on the scale of things than fear of someone seeing her
naked. And that held true even when she told herself that logically
she was tied firmly enough that was not going to happen.

Bond leaned over the rail on her right and
held something out to her. It was, she saw, a whip. A small one,
with dozens of thin foot-long leather laces protruding from a
leather-wrapped handle.

“This is how masters punish their mouthy
slave girls,” he said, letting the loose laces brush across her
breast.

Kenzie turned her head away, glowering. She
wasn't afraid of that thing, not with a seven-hundred-foot fall
below her to worry about!

You're not going to fall. You're tied in
three places, the logical side of her said.

Even Kenzie was having difficulty being
logical, however, standing on the outside of a railing seventy
stories high.

Bond swung the whip and the thin laces swept
lightly across her ribs, the tips sweeping around to sting the
sides of her breasts.

Kenzie flinched, but showed no other
reaction.

Bond grinned at her, still leaning over the
rail. He swung the whip in again, this time letting all the laces
slap against her out-thrust breasts.

“Bad slave girl,” he said.

He swung again, harder, and again, and again,
as Kenzie flinched and winced at the multiple little flurries of
stinging blows.

“All you have to do is admit that you're my
slave girl,” he said.

He casually swept the flog across her breasts
from right, then eased back and did the same from the left side,
the thin laces snapping all across the soft skin of her breasts and
making her nipples burn. He swept them around her sides, then,
harder, letting them snap at her lower chest and belly, then at her
abdomen.

The immediacy of the stings was jarring,
making it hard to focus on anything else. The stings were also
yanking her mind away from fear of falling to the more immediate
sensations roiling her body – including the vibrator stuffed inside
her.

She was not going to fall. She was firmly
tied. She told herself that, and then looked across at the windows
facing her with a strange sense of detachment, wondering if anyone
was really watching, really seeing this.

Her breasts were turning pink as the skin
became more tender, and her nipples were hard and throbbing.

Bond halted briefly. He reached down and
gripped the base of the dildo/vibrator and then pushed.

Kenzie gasped as the dildo slid deeper inside
her.

Bond gripped the little strap behind her
back, then tightened it to hold the thing in place before resuming
his flogging.

“Are you ready to be a good little slave
girl?” he asked, sweeping it down across her breasts
repeatedly.

“Hmm? What was that?”

He reached up and undid the strap, then
pulled the ball gag out.

“I said fuck yourself!” she gasped.

“That's very disrespectful.”

He swung the flog around her chest again,
harder, and she gasped and then gasped again as he swept the thing
in again and again. Her breasts began to burn and throb as the
leather laces continued to snap against them, and Kenzie moaned
against the rising ache.

“Are you my slave-girl?” he asked.

She gasped and winced and hissed as the
leather laces snapped down at her belly.

The flogging had served to almost completely
distract her from fear of falling, as well as fear of being
observed. More than that, however, the blows to her now swollen,
overheated breasts, along with the deep penetration of the thick
vibrator had brought that dark, hidden side of her subconsciousness
awake.

She began to feel a desperate sense of awed
excitement at what was being done to her, something vaguely
masochistic, and driven by a strange fixation on Bond's reference
to her as a slave girl.

Such a soothing idea, being a slave girl. No
need to worry about anything. All decisions made for her. Wholly
unrealistic, given her nature, but captivating as an idea, or at
least, a fantasy. And every blow from the flog made it seem more
real, especially with the thick vibrator jammed achingly deep
inside her and buzzing away.

A very faint side of her also realized this
wasn't getting her what she was supposed to be here for, and she
needed to move beyond it.

“Are you my slave-girl?”

“Yes!” she gasped.

“Ah, now we're making progress.”

He halted the flogging, and reached around
her, cupping the base of the vibrator.

Kenzie gasped as he was able to somehow shove
it in even deeper, and then tighten the strap behind her.

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

“Yes,” she panted.

“Call me master.”

“Yes, Master!” she groaned.

Even thinking to herself that she was saying
it as a tactic she felt a strange flush of outraged heat as the
words left her mouth.
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Bond untied her ankles, then lifted her over
the railing. She sank down onto her knees before him, her bound
wrists sliding down the flagpole until they reached the top of the
railing, then halting there, holding her arms above her as he moved
in front of her and unzipped.

“Show your master what a valuable sex slave
you are,” he said, rubbing himself against her lips.

She opened her mouth and he thrust his cock
through, reaching down to grip her hair and head as she sucked. He
pumped indifferently in and out a few times, then drove himself in
firmly even as he pulled on her head.

Kenzie was half expecting it, and gurgled as
his cock pushed into her throat and slid deep. He buried every inch
inside her, grinding himself against her lips before starting to
pump.

Kenzie let herself relax, slumping against
the grip on her wrists, her mouth open as he pumped in and out,
faster and faster. Her chest began to burn and her head pounded
from lack of oxygen as he thrust into her mouth and throat as if he
were fucking them.

Which he was.

He pulled out, letting her gulp in deep,
ragged breaths of air, then leaned over, gripping her throat firmly
enough to make her eyes bulge.

“Am I your master, Slave? Am I?”

“Yes!” she gasped.

“Say it!”

“Master!” she gasped dazedly.

He dropped to his knees, releasing her throat
and gripping her body to flip her around, facing the corner. He
yanked back on her hips and then tugged the butt-plug out of her
ass before jamming the head of his spit-wet cock against her.

Kenzie didn't really care what he did so long
as she was able to continue breathing. She was still gasping for
breath as he worked his cock deeper into her ass, his big hands on
her thighs, pulling them back and apart as he pushed higher into
her throbbing belly.

It was throbbing, in no small part, because
of the vibrator jammed high inside it. He could actually feel those
vibrations resonating through her body to his throbbing cock.

Kenzie found herself on her knees, bent
forward, with her wrists bound to the top of the rail and her
breasts wobbling below her. She felt his cock jabbing into her,
thrusting into her, pulling back only to ram forward again. It...
ached, but she had so many other distractions it was hard to focus
on that.

He kept slapping her bottom, or even her
breasts, not to mention yanking on her hair every time her
sphincter clamped down. That tended to startle it into releasing,
and he was soon pumping smoothly inside her, far more smoothly than
Kenzie would have believed possible.

She was amazed at how little it hurt. His
thick cock moved smoothly in and out, only causing her cramps and
aches when the head was buried high inside her. The impact of his
hips against her buttocks echoed through her lower body. And the
wild, animal nature of how he was using her incited a seething
firestorm within her mind.

It was that growing sense of wonder at how
outrageous she was being treated, a wonder tied to that dark
subconscious sense of masochism. She probably deserved this for any
number of reasons. She was clearly a slut on the inside anyway. The
rougher he treated her the better.

He was using her like an animal, and that
thought thrilled her even as she gasped and moaned and hissed from
the sharp stings and aches of pulled hair and roughly squeezed
breasts.

The feel of his big cock pistoning inside her
was accompanied by the harsh, bruising impact of his hips against
her buttocks, making her body shake and shudder. The raw, wild
intensity of the storm of sensation was dissolving her brain in a
bubbling, steaming flood of liquid heat.

She felt her eyes closing as she focused all
her concentration inward, on the storm of sensation taking place
within her body and the dark tide of heat gripping her mind.

The orgasm hit like a sledgehammer and she
cried out in helpless pleasure, her voice a wild, animal howl,
undulating as she cried out all the breath in her lungs, sucked it
back in and cried it out again. Her body jerked and bucked and her
mind twisted and rolled under the waves of pleasure.

The orgasm left her dazed, half-conscious,
and literally drooling onto the deck as her body continued to shake
and shudder to his rough, animal use. She groaned and her eyes
rolled as he yanked back on her hair. She was aware of him leaning
in to chew his way along the side of her throat like some wild
beast, but barely.

The heat, after all, had not so much gone
away as subsided. And the continuing thrum of the vibrator and the
hard thrusting of his big cock started to stoke the fires again in
remarkably short order.

Kenzie arched and moaned, wallowing in the
all-encompassing heat and pleasure, relaxing her inhibitions,
submitting completely to the hunger and heat. It was just too
intense to care about anything else, and she reveled in it as a
second orgasm hit her, then a third and fourth, all while he
continued to hammer her and use her body roughly and wildly.

*

Her opportunity came because he was enjoying
her submission too much, and was probably overly proud of her
reactions. Bond decided to take things to another level. He
unlocked her wrists so she could crawl – crawl across the deck,
like she was some sort of animal on a leash.

But she did so, still more than slightly
shell shocked by the intensity of the orgasms which had shattered
her mind. She crawled across the deck and in through the door as he
held a rope tied around her neck.

There was a buzzing at the door.

He halted, frowning, then led her into the
theater.

“Kneel,” he ordered, as if she were a
dog.

Kenzie knelt.

“Stay.”

He closed the door and left.

Kenzie knelt for some seconds while her
scattered wits reassembled themselves, then she stood up and went
over to the computer which had all his movies and TV shows, as well
as an outside feed to obtain more. There was no password lock on it
for her to hack, and she had no problem at all accessing the
administrative functions and settings.

She added a new feed, from a new source, a
web site she owned, and an instruction to search it for a Trojan
file she had there. Then she sat back on her heels and went back to
pondering the wild thrill-ride she was currently on, and what Bond
had done to her.

She looked down at her breasts and then
cupped them lightly, wincing a bit. Her skin felt tender, as though
she had a sunburn. She slid her hand down to cup her sex and felt
the ache from the stretching she'd had, and the hyper-sensitive
nerve endings from the vibrator jammed against her for so long.

She was sore on the inside, too, from the
hard rutting she'd undergone. Though at least it took her mind off
her sore throat.

She shook her head at the insanity and
illogic of it all. But she couldn't deny the incredible pleasure
she'd experienced, and couldn't repress a desire for more. It was
all so completely different from her life so far, so wildly at odds
with how she behaved and insisted on being treated. She couldn't
quite understand her fascination for it.

Bond came back, carrying her shoes, her skirt
and her top.

“Sorry, but something has come up. I hate to
kiss and run, but an urgent matter involving a client has just
appeared at my door and I have to take care of it. I'll make it up
to you tomorrow – slave girl.”

He grinned as she took the clothes.

“Yes... master,” she said doubtfully.

It was necessary to keep him happy, she told
herself.

It felt embarrassing saying the words,
though.

Also kind of freaky hot.

She got dressed and drove home, then quickly
made a connection to his computer and began to explore it. There
wasn't much of a firewall between the entertainment system's
computer and the one in his office because whoever had set the
system up wanted all the house computers and TVs to be able to
access and play movies and other entertainment.

She started going through his records, but
quickly became confused. He wasn't paying any of the bills, and the
bank account she found him occasionally accessing (complete with
form-fill for its password) showed a modest sum, as well as
automatic deductions for utilities which couldn't possibly be for
the penthouse.

More importantly, it had regular biweekly
payroll deposits.

She put that aside and began searching for
documents related to finances, then just documents. And finally she
found what she was looking for. She stared at it, her eyes skimming
over line after line, then she sat back in her chair, the wheels
and cogs moving rapidly inside her skull.

*

The people at the Joint Terrorism Task Force
were notoriously uptight about how she got information. There was
no way she could give them what she'd found out directly or they'd
want to know how she found it.

However, since she'd already made her
thoughts very clear on the two Somalians, she'd still be able to
say 'I told you so' if they were arrested. An anonymous email to
the head of JTTF with direct information would require that it be
checked out, and so she sent it.

The next day she went to Queens and found a
perch on a convenient rooftop. She brought the high powered scope
she'd taken from her peeping tom neighbor along with the attached
camera and watched as Bond and another guy showed up in a panel
truck and met with the two. Whatever was in the back of the panel
truck were looked at, and a thick envelope exchanged.

Then the JTTF moved in and arrested everyone
as she took pictures.

She examined them later that evening on her
screen, picked out the best – that being Bond on his face on the
ground with someone kneeling on his neck and a shotgun in his face,
and sent it – anonymously – to Bond.

She had no doubt he'd be home to read it. It
wouldn't take all that long for the NYPD to sort out that he was an
undercover federal agent and that they'd interrupted the feds
before the Somalians could be arrested – basically stealing the
arrest themselves.

That would annoy the feds, of course, but
they should have notified the NYPD what they were up to. Too bad,
so sad, as far as she was concerned. No doubt everyone would wonder
about where the anonymous tip came from. And no doubt some people
at work would suspect it came from her. But no one would be able to
prove a thing.

*

Kenzie was intrigued by this new experience
in Bond's nasty, perverse game. She had no objection to stripping
down and having thick, padded leather restraints fastened tightly
around her wrists, nor the more normal ones around her ankles.

She watched as he chained the latter to rings
set in the floor, her legs well apart. Her wrists were then chained
to a bar overhead. She looked up at it as Bond pressed a button on
the wall, and a chain pulled the bar higher. She gasped as it
lifted her feet off the floor, pulling her to the length of the
chains holding her ankles down so she was spread-eagled in
mid-air.

Because he was so tall Bond was still able to
look her eye to eye as he ran his hands over her body. He gave her
a long, smoothly deepening kiss which started out mild and then had
him crushing her lips with his.

After that he put a ball-gag into her mouth,
then worked a large dildo up her ass and a large vibrator up into
her pussy, turning it on and working it in and out. He knelt before
her, his tongue working in tandem with the vibrator until the heat
rose around her to envelop her body in a hazy cloud of passion and
need.

Then he picked up the whip.

This whip wasn't like the thin, multiple
laced flog he'd used on her before. This had one, long length of
carefully wrapped leather with a thin tip.

“Your mistake,” he said as he let it slide
along the floor, “was thinking no one would look closer at the hot
blonde to see what she might be hiding. Even if she was naked.”

He swung the long whip and it swept through
the air and curled lazily around her middle, then snapped in with a
sharp, stinging bite that made her cry out in startled pain.

“I mean, it's not like it wasn't hard to
check your identity with NCIC,” he said.

The whip snapped down across her back and
Kenzie cried out, her back arching.

“It does have records of everyone in the
country who has ever been fingerprinted.”

The whip curled around her body again, this
time higher, leaving a sharp, stinging line of fire across her
breasts.

“Including cops.”

The whip cut across her bottom and she yelped
as her hips bucked.

“And it isn't like it was hard to get your
fingerprints. Once I thought to do so.”

The whip cut across her bottom a second time
and she bit into the ball at the sharp pain.

“That was very embarrassing having my meeting
interrupted by the NYPD.”

The whip sliced around her ribs and bit into
her breasts again.

“My boss was very upset, especially when they
grabbed the bust for themselves.”

The whip curled across her hip and down so
bite into the soft flesh of her sex, just where the lips were
stretched wide by the base of the buzzing vibrator.

Kenzie's hips jerked back sharply and she
cried out at the pain.

“I mean, we had been working on it for
months.”

The whip curled across her other hip and bit
into her pussy a second time. Then a third, then a fourth.

“But it's not like I could tell him who was
responsible, not without him finding out the kind of stuff we've
been up to here.”

The whip cut across her back again, and then
again, before slicing into her soft breasts once more.

Kenzie hung in place, legs and arms stretched
wide, moaning into the gag – though not in pain, nor in fear. She
had little fear of Bond. In fact, if it weren't for the gag in her
mouth she'd have been laughing at him, or at least snickering.

She was simply too aroused to worry about
that sort of thing. Being hung from her wrists as she was had
turned her on enormously. The dildo and vibrator stuffed up inside
her, throbbing and buzzing away, had melted her inhibitions and
left her mind bubbling away in a cauldron of steamy stew.

The whip... hurt. But that wasn't what
mattered. What mattered was that Bond was actually punishing her
for something she'd done that would certainly have angered him.
Perhaps even infuriated him. And that made the whipping feel
deliciously real in a dark, thrilling way that his earlier
punishments hadn't quite met.

And that was frying her mind!

She was his prisoner, helpless and naked as
he whipped her. And every sharp burst of stinging pain was followed
by a throbbing heat which melded with the heat already gripping her
body.

She was trembling just short of orgasm, and
every sharp slash of the whip sent her up to the edge again and
again. Then the whip curled across her hip again, slicing into the
aching flesh of her pussy, and she screamed, her hips jerked wildly
as the orgasm howled through her.

She wallowed in the storm of pleasure even as
the whip snapped at her breasts with several hard blows, then bit
into her pussy again. Every muscle in her body felt as if it were
spasming uncontrollably as her body strained and shook with
convulsions.

Cursing, Bond tore the dildo out of her ass
and shoved his big cock up inside her to the balls. He bit into the
nape of her neck as one of his hands roughly squeezed her breast.
The other dove down to grip the vibrator and ground it ruthlessly
against her as his hips began to hammer her buttocks.

The orgasm screamed upward again, and Kenzie
lost herself to it, trembling and shaking, her eyes glassy as she
gurgled into the gag, aware of his cock spearing up into her with
hard, brutal thrusts, and the vibrator grinding against her, lost
in a world of sensation.

*

“I think you should stay the weekend,” he
said as she knelt naked and bound on the floor in front of his
chair.

“Yes, Master,” she said with a smirk. “I have
so much more to learn from you, after all.”

He glared at her. “I'll be teaching you,
slave girl, and also making sure you don't learn more than I want
you to know.”

She smiled contentedly and he frowned
suspiciously.

She liked competitions, after all. This one
would be quite interesting
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sexual - at first. But slowly, Nicky learns to submit and obey, and
service the Smiths in all their needs.

 


Out of Uniform

Rookie cop Jaime McCloud is eager to shed her
uniform and get into plainclothes work, but when she arrests the
wrong man she's drafted into undercover work, helping hunky but
controlling federal agent Dan Lucas at a modeling agency. Tomboy
Jaime hates modeling bikinis and slinky dresses, but finds herself
overpoweringly attracted to the overbearing Lucas and is soon
embarrassingly out of uniform and falling increasingly into the
role of an enthralled submissive!

 


Taylor's New Chauffeur (the Black
Chauffeur series)

Taylor is a spoiled rotten Beverly Hills
blonde with a habit of throwing things at clerks and servants who
displease her. When her father hires a muscular black chauffeur she
instantly gets in trouble by taunting him, and gets yanked across
his lap for a 'reprimand'', then is schooled in submission!

 


The Nerd Girls

Paige is a tall, athletic pre-law student
rooming with a short nerdy arts student, an odd couple about to get
far beyond odd. Somehow, she lets herself get talked into being the
subject of Nicky's nude photo assignment, not realizing it's an
erotic nude and Nicky intends to tie her up! As Nicky's nerdy
friend April joins them, Paige finds herself helplessly aroused and
completely at their mercy!

 


Owned by My Best Friend's Family!

Annie's father the cop was so... commanding,
in his uniform! I was fascinated with his handcuffs, and he was
fascinated by me! Letting him boss me around seemed natural – and
hot, and the the wild, rough, kinky nature of what we did was
scalding! But then he 'gave' me to her older brother as his, and
moved me into his house, so his whole family could own me!

 


Zoe's New Boss

Zoe's new boss was a man who got what he
wanted, and he wanted Zoe. He was obnoxious and arrogant, yet
despite that, Zoe found herself unable to resist her own body each
time he forced himself upon her. His skillful fingers and tongue
made her cry out in pleasure, but he wanted more submission than
that. He forced her to submit utterly, to crawl before him and his
clients, and be their sex toy.

 


In The Vampire's Lair

On a foggy London night, Samantha feels a
strange, dark inner heat which blossoms to a shocking lust which
all-but consumes her in the middle of a crowded subway car. Yet
none of the other riders see as she strips naked and begs to be
used by a smirking young man. So begins her introduction to the
world of vampires, to a world of enslavement, of uncontrolled lust
and shocking pleasure.

 


Nigger's Girl

A blonde girl has no business getting
involved with a Black man in rural Georgia. A blonde girl who's a
deputy sheriff especially has no business getting involved with a
Black ex-con with a violent temper and a hate on for white people.
But from the moment Dara sees Emery she's gripped by a feverish
need. However violently he treats her, however he shames and abuses
her, whoever he gives her to.

 


The Temporary Harem Girl

It's difficult to describe what being in a
modern harem is like, or what it's like to have no control over
your body. I thought It'd be kinky fun, and told myself it was only
temporary, for a story I was doing, but I just wasn't prepared for
how I began to lose myself to the lust and excitement and total
submission, to the dark eroticism of being a sex slave, being
shackled, punished, and used.

 


Mr. Stirling's Chauffeur

Danielle becomes a chauffeur to a startlingly
wealthy, handsome, and arrogant man who seems do do nothing but
work and drink and growl at people. But when he becomes taken with
his insolent chauffeur she finds out his domineering ways extend to
the bedroom - and the car! And as she melts his cold exterior he
makes her burn with the dark, thrilling heat of his dominance and
submission games.

 


Owned by Mister Trask

When Melody Blue was offered a condo on the
ocean to house sit, she thought it was a chance to relax and write
her novel. It worked great, until the owner's son came for his
monthly visit. Evan Trask was breathtaking in his looks and
arrogance. In one shocking afternoon he stripped away both her
clothes and inhibitions, introduced her to a collar, and taught her
the wicked thrills of submission.

 


Bound Beauty

Sierra is lured into nude photography by her
aunt, whose erotic photographs hang in art galleries. But as her
aunt discovers her weakness for bondage and submission, Sierra is
lured into more and more graphic and lurid pictures. With the aid
of her handsome black assistant, her aunt turns the incredibly
responsive young woman into an unknowing star of bondage videos
watched around the world.

 


The Penthouse

Courtney is a poor girl, but a party girl
with ambitions. Finding herself in a fabulous penthouse with a
wealthy man is her dream come true. But he's not her date, but his
father! And he's very much the alpha male used to getting his way!
Courtney begins a scalding journey of submission and pleasure,
learning to submit, obey and abandon her inhibitions before him,
his son, and the servants!
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