
        
            
                
            
        

    
 


 


The Cocky Submissive

(Jamie McCloud)

 


 


By JJ Argus

 


Copyright 2017

 


Smashwords edition

 


This ebook is licensed for your personal
enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to
other people. If you would like to share this book with another
person, please purchase an additional copy for each reader. If
you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not
purchased for your use only, then please return to your favorite
retailer and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the
hard work of this author and encouraging him to continue.

 


This story is a work of fiction. All
characters are over eighteen.

 


 





Chapter One

 


 


 


 


“You... kill me,” Danny said.

Jamie turned to look behind her. “Well, I
could, I suppose. But you probably wouldn't be good for much
afterward.”

She turned back to sorting through the not
very tidy contents of the lower drawer of the dresser.

Since she was naked, Danny continued to
watch. He was sitting up in bed, propped against the faux leather
headboard, his hands behind his neck. He watched as she
straightened and stepped into a black thong.

“Don't you have somewhere you need to be?”
she asked, pointedly.

He shook his head. “Not till noon.”

“You're why everyone hates feds; lazy
bastard.” she said, pulling the thong up and then wrapping the
matching bra around herself.

“Everyone doesn't hate us,” he said with a
smile.

She snorted as she fastened the clips, then
slid the bra around and pulled it up under her breasts, another
operation he watched closely.

“The lefties hate you because you're all
gestapo scum and violators of the civil rights of innocent people,”
she said, slipping the straps over her shoulders, and adjusting her
breasts in the cups.

“Need any help with those?” he asked.

“Thanks, I think I can manage.”

She turned to check herself in the mirror,
and then, satisfied, went to the closet.

“The righties all hate you because you want
to steal their guns and you're always persecuting that poor Donald
Trump guy.”

“That's the intelligence agencies,” he
said.

“I don't think they really make a
distinction.”

She pulled on a pair of gray sweatpants and
he sighed and swung his legs out of bed.

“What am I supposed to do all morning when
you're leaving so early?”

“Masturbate?”

“I think I've forgotten how. Maybe you could
show me?”

“It's like riding a bicycle. You never
forget. Or so I hear.”

He snorted. “Are you seriously going to do
this?”

“Why not? Seems easy enough.”

“But bicycling to work? Isn't that... a bit
below your... standards?”

“My standards?” she asked, pulling on a tank
top.

“Your princessly standards.”

She gave him a hard look as he stood up and
came over to her.

“Are you calling me a princess?”

“You won't go near Wal-mart. You buy top of
the line everything. You have... high standards.”

“They can't be that high or I'd have a better
boyfriend,” she said.

He put his arm around her, and his big hand
slid up to cup her breast.

“Jesus, don't you ever get enough?” she
asked. “You're supposed to be an old man.”

“Old man? Want me to show you what an old man
can do?”

She pushed him back. “You already did that.
That's why I'm late.”

“Have a shower, put on something nice, and
I'll drive you in.”

“I need exercise.”

“You don't get exercise with me?” he asked
with a grin.

“I would except for your habit of tying me up
all the time,” she said. “It's hard to get exercise when you can't
move.”

“You can move,” he said, letting his hand
caress her buttocks through the thin cotton sweatpants. “You
wriggle very nicely.”

“Yeah, well, out of breath does not equal
exercise. And I'm finding I have less time for actual exercise
lately – for some reason. You want me to get fat?”

“Perish the thought. Have your boss put you
on foot patrol more.”

She snorted. “Mueller is back. He doesn't
like to walk far.”

He smiled slightly. “Get him on a
bicycle.”

“Yeah, that ain't happening.”

She shoved her feet into a pair of tennis
shoes then picked up a hip pack and belted it on. She had her gun,
badge, cell phone, and a few other things inside it.

“That what you're gonna wear on patrol
today?” he asked with a grin.

“You don't think I look cute?” she asked,
turning to pull her hair behind her into a pony tail.

“You look cute, adorable, and hot and sexy. I
don't think the bare midriff will go over well with Mueller or your
lieutenant, though.”

She turned and headed for the door and he
slapped her butt sharply.

“Hey,” she yelped, rubbing herself and
scowling as she continued.

“Not to mention those pants are kind of
tight,” he said, slipping on a pair of shorts before following.

“And low on your hips,” he said as he
followed her up the hall and into the kitchen.

“They're not low on my hips. I just... have
longish legs.”

She checked the coffee machine. She'd set the
timer on it last night, so the coffee was hot and ready.

“Anyway, I have spare outfits at work. I'll
wear one of those.”

“Gonna take a shower at work?”

She nodded as she poured the coffee into a
steel bottle.”

“That'll please your girlfriends,” he
said.

“You and your lesbian fantasies,” she said.
“I would have thought you'd have gotten enough of seeing the real
thing by now.”

“Never. How can two hot, sexy, naked girls
not be better than one? Especially when one of them is you?”

She snorted and poured in coffee and milk,
then stirred.

“They could be busy with each other and
ignoring you.”

“That's all right. I'm patient. I can wait. I
know they'll soon be eager for my body.”

“Because what lesbians all really want is a
man?”

“Exactly.”

He saw her to the door, where they kissed for
a long minute, then she pulled her bike out the door and he closed
it behind her as she carted it upstairs to the street.

Brooklyn, northern Brooklyn anyway, was
Danny's new home. That was a relief from trying to find her way
home or to work from the Bronx. Since he'd moved here she'd been
staying over more often, and now had her own drawer in his dresser.
Which was progress of a sort, but she was hesitant about looking
for more.

At twenty two she was way too young to be
settling down with someone and moving in, she thought. That was a
bit of an issue, though so far only a bit. Because Danny was
thirty, and that was the sort of age where people did feel it was
about time to settle down.

But Danny had weird hours, and she liked
living with her family, liked having them around the house, even if
they were annoying at times. If she moved in here she'd be alone
much of the time given the late night hours Danny often worked.

She ought to be working shift work herself,
mainly the overnights. She'd only been a cop less than a year,
after all. She felt a bit guilty about that, and about taking
advantage of her family connections. Then again, she hadn't asked
to be moved to Midtown North or put on the Anti-crime squad. And
she hadn't asked for the day shift either. Her grandfather had
simply arranged it on his own.

As one of the department's senior and most
powerful Deputy Commissioners, her grandfather pulled a lot of
weight, and things like that, getting plumb assignments for
relatives, had been going on in the NYPD since forever. Everyone
did it.

Fortunately he'd waited until she'd gotten
some great publicity after someone with a camera had uploaded a
video of her kicking in a window and saving some teenagers from a
fire to the internet. Because of that, few really questioned why
she was on Anti-crime with so little experience.

Of course, Anti-crime was mostly made up of
younger cops, identified as having above average abilities for one
reason or another. But she was technically still a rookie with less
than a year on the job, and that was rare for Anti-crime.

They weren't detectives. The job wasn't a
promotion and did not pay better. They were ordinary patrol
officers who worked in plainclothes. They were inserted into the
precinct's higher crime areas to conduct patrols either in cars or
on foot without it being obvious they were cops. The city
especially liked that in tourist areas, where lots of cops might
make the tourists uneasy.

Sometimes they conducted surveillance on the
precinct's known troublemakers. Occasionally they were loaned to
the detective squad as extra bodies for surveillance or backup. But
they didn't answer the normal calls assigned to the blue and white
patrol cars, didn't direct traffic, and rarely wrote traffic
tickets.

They also weren't confined to a particular
patrol district within the precinct but moved around as needed.
That allowed for a wide variety of possible experiences, which was
why Jamie loved it.

Unlike detectives, though, they didn't wear
business outfits, just ordinary street wear, or whatever would
blend in with whatever area they were monitoring.

That didn't usually include sweatpants and
tank tops, though it had in the past for Jamie. She wouldn't mind
if it did again. They were, after all, quite comfortable, and she
looked hot in them. That used to bother her, but not any more. Now,
Danny had taught her to feel almost vain about her looks and shape,
and the way men – and some women – looked at her.

As she pedaled along she considered that
bicycling had a number of advantages over jogging. She got more
fresh air in her face, which was nice on a warm day – though this
wasn't particularly. She moved a hell of a lot faster. And she
could carry stuff like a coffee.

Compared to driving a car – which she didn't
normally do since she didn't have one, it actually moved faster in
rush hour traffic, especially in dedicated bike lanes and paths.
The only time she really had to stop was for red lights – unlike
the slowly moving, start and stop traffic next to her.

And if there were no lanes, well, she could
just drive past the stopped cars and continue on.

She reached the Ed Koch bridge, which nobody
called anything but the Queensboro bridge, and pedaled up and
across on the separate bike path. Here she slowed down a bit,
because the bike traffic was heavy. She got off and turned onto
2nd Avenue, surprised and pleased at how quickly and
easily she moved through stalled traffic.

She was stopped at a light on
56th, and, as she had a number of times, reached down to
the bottle strapped to the bike, lifted it up and took a few sips
of coffee. A van pulled up alongside her, the kind of nondescript
old workhorse used by ten thousand companies in New York. There was
a guy with greasy hair half hanging out of the passenger side
staring at her.

He leered and looked her up and down with
patently rude appreciation, nodding his head, then waggling his
tongue at her.

That sort of thing had once infuriated her,
back in the day, when she was so determined to be taken seriously
and treated with respect. Now, it wasn't that she didn't demand
respect, but that people noting she had a nice body, however
obviously, just didn't bug her any more.

“Hey, baby. Nice tits,” he said with a broad
grin.

“Hey, get your hair washed,” she replied.

He glared at her. “Bitch, I'll wash your hair
in my come!”

She snorted in amusement. “Hey, I'm like, a
Nine, and you're, at best, a Two, and that's only if you have a
bath,” she replied, putting the coffee bottle back.

“Fuck you, bitch!”

“Someone will tonight, but you ain't gonna be
him!” she called back, pushing away from the curb.

The light turned and she headed across the
street, going faster than the van could since she had nothing in
front of her. She turned on 55th since it had a bike
lane and she had to head west anyway, and lost track of the
van.

It wasn't an unusual encounter anyway. Rude
men were something she had a lot of experience with. God knew
enough cops could be rude and crude. And the people they
encountered usually were a lot worse. A lot of people, in her
experience, were as rude with strangers as they thought they could
get away with.

But then, this was New York city. It had a
reputation to live down to.

Traffic slowed and stopped, but she was able
to weave around it and through it until she got to the blockage.
Some idiot had parked his car in the one usable lane.
55th had three lanes, but the rightmost was for parking.
As it approached Lexington the leftmost was a mandatory left
turning, while the center lane kept going.

A blue Honda compact CUV had parked in the
leftmost lane in front of a building, its hatch open, apparently so
someone could load boxes. That was forcing anyone who wanted to
turn left into the main lane. One of the little parking enforcement
scooters had parked on Lexington and a female parking enforcement
officer was standing in front of the Honda writing a ticket while a
skinny man in an orange t-shirt argued angrily with her.

It was an interesting, and slightly amusing
sight as she stopped at the light. The man was a foot taller but
the black enforcement officer was probably three times wider. He
was gesticulating angrily and yelling and she was looking bored and
ignoring him as she finished tapping out the ticket on her
machine.

Then she turned and raised her voice – very
loudly. “It's no stopping! Learn to read and don't blame me cuz
you're a fool!” she shouted, thrusting the ticket at him.

He slapped the ticket out of her hand and
then punched her. The punch didn't seem to have a lot of affect
other than to startle and then infuriate the woman. Unfortunately
for her when she swung violently back she lost her balance and
wound up falling down. The skinny guy then started wildly kicking
at her.

“Shit,” Jamie said.

She jumped off her bike and ran over, took a
flying kick and put the flat of her foot into the middle of the
skinny guy's back. That sent him flying forward, stumbling ass over
end across the Black woman and landing sprawled on his back on the
pavement.

The Black woman, seeing him falling in front
of her, stopped covering her head with her arms and started
pounding on his face.

“All right, all right,” Jamie said loudly,
grabbing the back of her collar. “Police. Break it up.”

“Motherfucker!” the woman shouted at him as
she pulled back.

She grabbed Jamie's arm for leverage to help
pull her to her feet, and Jamie almost lost her balance at the
weight before the woman got her legs under her. The skinny guy got
up and Jamie grabbed his collar, then, pulling him a lot more
easily and swinging him around against the wall.

“You're under arrest,” she said.

“This bitch attacked me!” he yelled.

“Yeah, nobody cares,” she replied, spinning
him towards the wall.

“How the fuck do I know you're a cop anyway?”
he demanded, craning his head around and glaring at her.

“Because I fuckin' said so.”

She unzipped her hip pack and pulled out her
cell phone, then called 911 and asked for a car for transport,
giving her badge number. Then she pulled her badge out and dropped
the lanyard over her neck so it dangled down her front.

“You're lucky she's here, motherfucker! I'd
have kicked yo ass!” the woman yelled.

“Fuck you, bitch! This is all your
fault!”

“Face the wall,” Jamie ordered impatiently,
giving him a quick frisk.

“Hey, you can frisk me any time, baby,” a
male voice called.

She turned and eyed the collection of gawkers
which always seemed to assemble whenever an arrest was made and saw
an Arab guy with a leer on his face, then decided he was likely
more trouble than he was worth and turned back to cuffing her
prisoner.

Since she was off-duty she didn't have
handcuffs. But she kept a pair of zip ties she'd taken from the
Strategic Response – which was effectively the NYPDs public order
unit – in her hip pack. She'd spent more than a few afternoons
drifting through crowds of anti-Trump protesters looking for
troublemakers, and liberated the ties during the last demo.

Her prisoner didn't offer up any complaints.
He was too busy yelling obscenities at the Black woman, who yelled
them right back. The crowd, entertained, watched it all with
interest.

The first blue and white arrived quickly,
from the Lexington side, given 55th was now not only
blocked by the Honda but by slowly moving gawkers in the single
remaining lane. The two cops who got out were young and white and
seemed to perk up when they saw Jamie.

She felt only moderately regretful at that.
She still tried to keep up a mostly professional appearance at
work, after all, even if she didn't mind as much being seen as
'attractive'. But then again these guys were from the
17th precinct not her own Midtown North.

“Officer.... McCloud, right?” the first one
said with a broad, friendly look.

“Right, from Midtown North,” she replied.
“Jenkins? Have we run into each other before?”

“Naw, I'd remember that, but we don't got
that many six foot redheads on the job.”

“Especially hot ones,” the second guy said
with a grin. “Jacob Saunders.”

“Uh, hi,” she replied.

She pulled her prisoner around to face them.
“This guy is a bust for second degree assault on her,” she said,
pointing at the traffic enforcement officer.

Both of them took out their notebooks and
wrote it up, getting the Traffic officer's name and badge number,
as well. A second car arrived shortly after. This one had a Black
guy and a Hispanic, and they introduced themselves to Jamie, as
well. Two more cars arrived almost at the same time, and Jamie
wondered what kind of call had been put out by the radio.

“What kind of call went out anyway?” she
asked as they approached.

Jenkins looked over his shoulder.

“First call was assault on an officer from a
civilian,” he said. “We was almost here when the radio changed it
to assault on a traffic officer and perp in custody.”

“People probably thought she was a cop cause
of the uniform,” Saunders said.

Traffic Enforcement officers wore uniforms
similar to the NYPD. Their hats had white brims, though, and their
shirts were light blue, rather than than the very dark blue police
wore. And since they were under the NYPD their little scooters had
NYPD written on them.

“Pretty fuckin' fat cop,” Jenkins said sotto
voice.

“I've seen some almost that bad,” Saunders
said.

The other four cops came up. Just because the
action was over didn't mean they weren't going to get a first hand
chance to chat. They all introduced themselves to her, too, and
were all quite friendly. None were out of line but Jamie was still
starting to feel a little like a pork chop surrounded by a pack of
hungry dogs.

Of course, she was a pork chop the dogs
couldn't touch without her permission...

The first sergeant arrived and ordered one of
the cops to “move the fuckin' car” onto Lexington, and another to
start waving forward the lookie-loos to get traffic moving. She
pretended not to notice one of the cops snapping her picture with
his cell phone, and asked the sergeant if she was free to go. He
waved her on and she got back on her bike and continued on.

She used to think openly appreciative men
were the sometimes annoying or embarrassing downside to being
reasonably attractive, and had usually dressed to discourage
it.

Except where she wanted to encourage it, of
course.

She'd been indignant and angry whenever
someone got out of line in noticing her looks and showing it too
openly. Now she sometimes basked in the attention, and at other
times simply enjoyed it, or accepted it without a lot of bother.
None of it was embarrassing compared to some of the stuff Danny had
put her through.

Her only real problem with it was that she
didn't really have a problem with it. She worried she was becoming
a narcissist. Certainly she dressed a lot more carefully than she
used to, and not to seem asexual either. She wanted to be seen as
sexy – but not trying.

So having a half dozen cops ogling her
appreciatively was more flattering than embarrassing. She was,
after all, cycling to work. So nobody could blame her for
dressing... in a relaxed fashion. The same went for her arrival at
the Midtown North precinct on 54th near 8th
Avenue.

She rolled around to the rear and went
through and exchanged hellos with a half dozen cops standing around
there. She didn't have to turn around as she walked away to be sure
they were all staring at her ass.

That was okay. She had a great ass. Everyone
said so. That wasn't narcissism, that was just accepting
reality.

She got more looks as she headed for the
locker room to shower and change. She was running a bit late
because of what had happened, instead of being early like she'd
planned. That meant the midnight guys had mostly arrived at the
station and were getting ready to leave – which let them hang
around chatting for a bit with the day shift starting to go out on
the street.

“Officer... McCloud, isn't it?” an older
voice called from up the hall.

She turned and felt a tinge of anxiety and
unhappiness as she saw the gray haired white shirt with three stars
on his shoulders.

“Some people call me that,” she sighed as she
turned away from the stairs and went over to see him.

He nodded judiciously. “Come with me,
Officer.”

She sighed again and accompanied him up a
flight of stairs, then another, and down the corridor to where the
senior supervisors had offices. He went into the commanding
officer's office and she followed.

“Close it.”

She did so and gave him an unhappy look.

“Plain clothes has changed since my day,” he
said.

“I just got in. I was trying biking in from
Brooklyn,” she complained. “I was headed downstairs to change.”

“You're late.”

“Yeah, yeah, well, I ran into a problem on
the way and arrested a guy for assaulting a traffic enforcement
officer.”

He shook his head and sat on the edge of his
desk.

“You get into more situations off duty than
most cops do on duty.”

“I guess I'm just special,” she said,
crossing her arms below her breasts.

He snorted.

“Your being here is a problem.”

“No, YOUR being here is a problem,” she
replied. “I was here first.”

“Age before beauty, baby,” he said with a
faint grin.

She glared at him.

“What? You think I was going to turn down the
assignment?”

“That would have been nice.”

“But not freaking likely. It's a plumb
assignment. Come here and give me a hug, brat.”

She sighed and moved forward and he wrapped
his arms around her and pulled her in tight.

“We don't see you enough,” he said, pushing
her back.

“I'm working. And anyway, you don't come over
much.”

“So? You didn't show up at the last
dinner.”

“I was... on a date.”

“With that fed boyfriend I heard about.”

“He's nice, for a fed.”

“Uh huh. Well, maybe you'd like to work
closer to his place.”

“Uncle Jacob,” she groaned.

“What? Brooklyn's a good posting. Lots of
action there.”

“I like Manhattan!”

“Okay, okay. Well, I've been talking to my
brother about that.”

His brother was her grandfather the Deputy
Commissioner. Jacob McCloud was, on the other hand, her father's
uncle, and her great uncle, and had worked out of the borough's
office in Brooklyn before this. She had heard that he was being
strongly considered for reassignment here but had hoped it wouldn't
happen.

Not that she didn't love him, but while the
NYPD indulged in a considerable amount of family patronage it liked
to not do it quite so openly as having a McCloud in charge of the
precinct where another McCloud worked. That sort of thing got
noticed and talked about. Granted, the name was hardly unique, but
people would remark on it and find out eventually.

“I assume you want to stay in
Anti-crime?”

“Yeah!”

“Yeah, it's a good assignment and every young
officer loves it,” he said. “And every single one of them with pull
tries to get into one, and is slow to leave it. If you want a day
assignment in Manhattan, we can move you to the 20th, or
Central Park.”

Jamie made a face. “Nothing ever happens in
the 20th,” she said.

The 20th was the upper west side,
home of the richest of the rich.

“And Central Park? No thank you.”

He snorted. “You know most young officers
just get told where to go and go there.”

“Yeah, but I'm a princess,” she said,
widening her eyes at him.

“Uh huh. That might be so, Green eyes, and
you got enough rep from those shootings that it won't be too
obviously nepotism when we move you somewhere, unless we foist you
on someone who doesn't have any openings, of course. Midtown South
will have an opening in about a month or so.”

“So I can stay here until then,” she
said.

“No, you can move to Midtown South to the
evening shift till then.”

She scowled.

“Billy Myers is the CO there and he thinks it
would attract less notice that way. And you're pretty noticeable
now.”

“But...”

“Unless you'd like to go into a patrol unit
until then?”

“Ick. Writing tickets, directing traffic and
breaking up domestic disputes.”

“It's part of policing.”

“I know. I did that in Staten Island. I'd
rather wander around in the evening in Midtown South for a
while.”

“Okay. Done. Sorry to lose you. I say this as
the new precinct commander. You done good here. Good enough that if
you weren't still a rookie we could have arranged for a transfer to
a detective squad without any problem at all.”

“I'm not sure I want to be a detective,” she
said.

“You will. Running around after pick-pockets,
muggers and perverts will get old eventually. But have your fun for
now.”

 


 





Chapter Two

 


 


 


 


The Midtown South precinct house was on West
35th near 9th Avenue. As with all the precincts, parking
was an issue, especially temporary parking for officers coming and
going. It had creatively dealt with it, at least partially, by
taking the parking spaces along the curb on both sides of the
street out front which were wide enough to park a car and painting
diagonal lines so cars would instead park with their bumpers facing
the curb at an angle.

Of course, the problem with this was that the
ass end of the cars would protrude well out into the street and
completely block traffic. Since parking was on both sides of the
street, which allowed only one lane to go through, the orange lines
had been painted right up across the sidewalks on both sides.

The rear tires, and not a lot else, was on
the road, and the rest was up on the sidewalks, forcing pedestrians
into a narrow aisle between the cars and the walls and doorways
along that section of 35th Street.

Jamie wasn't privy to what kind of
questionable interpretation of the rules allowed the precinct to
get away with it, but then, when you got to enforce the rules, you
got to interpret them, at least until it got to a courtroom.

The building itself was a moderately ugly
brown brick three story which was spared from standing out on the
block only because the buildings across from it were larger,
blander and uglier.

An 18 story, hundred year old brown brick
office building filled most of the space across from them.

Next to it was the back end of a white brick
building which had only loading docks on 35th. A hotel
sat next to the precinct on the east, and a couple of century old
red brick low rise apartment buildings were to the west.

It was typical of Manhattan's scattered
layout, where any sort of business or office building could be
located next to any other sort of business, retail or residential
building with no pattern whatsoever.

She went in through the main glass doors and
found the interior was as bland as the exterior, with a low ceiling
covered in those acoustical ceiling panels she saw everywhere,
along with rows of fluorescent lighting.

The sergeant behind the desk was almost as
large as the Traffic Enforcement Officer she'd dealt with the other
day, with no observable neck, a round head topped by a flat top
haircut and a scowl on his face as he dealt with a line of
civilians on the other side of the counter.

Jamie had decided to let Danny drop her off
today since she'd have to carry stuff. If she was a detective she'd
have had to carry wardrobe bags or something to keep her suits and
skirts pressed. Since she wasn't she had spare clothes and shoes in
a duffel bag slung over her shoulder.

She was wearing jeans and a tight black
microfiber sweater, gray slacks and the black jacket her father had
gotten her that looked like it could have been picked up in Target.
It cost two thousand dollars, however, came from Italy, and was as
bullet resistant as you could get – better than the police issue
vests, in fact – without getting into heavier gear.

She looked around for someone to ask
directions of, then spotted a detective at the far end of the
counter and headed for him.

“Hey you!”

She turned her head as she kept walking to
see the sergeant scowling at her.

“Get back in line!”

“I'm not in line, Sergeant,” she said,
reaching for her badge.

“You want something, you get in line!” he
growled, raising his voice enough that the guy in the suit with the
badge on his pocket looked up.

Jamie ignored the sergeant except to pull her
badge out and wave it towards him, then went to the guy in the
suit.

“You tell me where Anti-crime is?” she
asked.

“Sure,” he said with a grin, drawing out the
word. “Second floor, up that flight of stairs. Don't tell me you're
gonna be working here now.”

“Fraid so,” she said, holding out her hand.
“McCloud.”

His eyes widened as he took her hand.

“DeAngelo, from the squad. The famous
McCloud!” he said. “Dead eye herself.”

“Dead eye?”

“Like to see you on the range sometime,
McCloud.”

“Did you hear what I said?”

The sergeant had come over, his face red now
as he glared at her.

“I got it, sarge,”

“You got nothing on my desk, DeAngelo!” the
sergeant snapped.

“Hey, Sergeant, I was just looking for
directions to Anti-crime,” she said in a reasonable voice.

“Information is at the desk!” he snapped,
thrusting his finger back.

Asshole, she thought.

“She's reporting in, Sarge, “DeAngelo
said.

“You keep your nose out of my shit,
DeAngelo!”

DeAngelo held his hands up helplessly.

Jamie shook her head and headed for the
stairs.

“Hey, you!”

She turned her head exasperated, wondering
just how stupid this sergeant could be.

“Next time I give you an order, you obey it!”
he snapped, thrusting his finger at her.

“Uh huh,” she said, turning and continuing to
the stairs.

“Asshole,” she said under her breath.

She trotted up the stairs, taking them two at
a time, then asked a uniform where Anti-crime was and found her way
into a small, narrow office with desks along the windows.

“Looking for Sergeant Cruz,” she said into
the room.

A slim, and attractive Hispanic woman took
off a pair of thin round glasses, looked up from a desk, saw her,
and waved her in.

“I'm McCloud,” Jamie said as the woman
stood.

She was a short woman, almost a foot shorter
than Jamie's six feet, and maybe five years older. They shook hands
and Cruz waved her to a chair.

“I heard you're going to be filling in for
Jennings for the next month,” Cruz said.

She was a soft spoken woman, and her words
were precise and unaccented.

“Filling in for someone,” she replied.

“And then?”

She shrugged. “I can't stay in Midtown North
any more,” she said.

“I think that's bullshit but I don't make the
rules,” Cruz replied. “I can see if your uncle was there and then
used his influence to get you in but you being there first the
department should leave it alone.”

“I agree but nobody asked my opinion,” Jamie
said.

“No, the job isn't very good at that. ”

The interesting thing about talking with Cruz
was that the woman made no effort to adopt the blue collar slang
and attitude which was prevalent of the rank and file on the NYPD.
She was clearly educated – as all newer recruits were, and didn't
seem to see the need to pretend otherwise.

The head of Anti-crime's day shift at Midtown
North was an old fashioned, old time cop who was blue collar to the
core. But even most of the younger cops who she knew had to have
gotten degrees spoke like construction workers and truck drivers
with a lot of ghetto slang thrown in for good measure because that
seemed to be the culture.

“Well, we'll try to see you like it here,”
Cruz said with a smile. “You worked with Sergeant Mueller at
Midtown North?”

Jamie nodded. “He didn't have a partner when
I arrived.”

Nor had he wanted one, she didn't say.

“Well, since you're new to this precinct you
can work with me for the month. My partner is Ramone Vasquez but I
can move him to work with Foreman while Foreman's partner is
away.”

“Whatever you think is best, Sergeant,” Jamie
said.

“I don't think you'll find the adjustment
very difficult. We have a lot of the same issues and problems
you're familiar with. You know all about the Times Square district
and the tourism issues...”

Jamie nodded. Midtown North and South split
the Times Square district between them at 45th
Street.

“But we've also got Madison Square Garden,
which, along with the bars around it, is an ongoing source of
problems in the evening, as well as Penn Station and Grand Central
Terminal. And once again, evening is the busy time for us with
both. We also have Korea town. Have you worked much with
Koreans?”

Jamie shook her head.

“It can be a challenge as far as cultural
issues and trust are concerned,” Cruz said.

A half shaven guy with curly blonde hair
wearing a red t-shirt with a shoulder holster across it stopped by
and dropped a file on Cruz's desk.

“Thank you, Tony,” she said. “Tony, this is
Jamie McCloud from Midtown North Anti-crime. She'll be replacing
Jennings for the next month.”

Tony nodded at her. His face was placid and
bored. “Hey,” he said.

“Hey,” she said in exactly the same tone.

If he noticed he didn't show it, but went
back to a desk. Cruz raised an eyebrow at her and almost
smiled.

“Tony is very … laid back,” she said in a
soft voice.

“I could tell. He looks sleepy,” she said,
softening her voice as well.

“He always looks sleepy. He's not. It's sort
of an act which has grown into the persona he wears.”

She stood up and Jamie did too.

“I'll show you around the house and where you
can put your stuff.”

She pointed to a desk by the wall. “You can
use Jenning's desk while he's away but I wouldn't go into the
drawers if I were you.”

“Not without latex gloves and protective
breathing apparatus,” another cop said.

He stood up and smiled at Jamie the way most
men did.

“I'm Peterson,” he said. “Josh.”

“Jamie McCloud,” Jamie replied as they shook
hands.

“We'll have to go to a concert together,” he
said.

He was lithely athletic and about her height,
with short dark hair and brown eyes.

“He means one of the concerts at Madison
Square Gardens we patrol,” Cruz said before she could reply.

“Well, that too,” Peterson said with a
grin.

Cruz took her down to the locker room where
Jamie got to unload her things and snap a lock on an empty locker,
then showed her the lunch room and other precinct departments
before taking her up and introducing her to the evening CO, captain
Bryant.

Bryant was a forty-something Black guy who
Jamie was dead certain had played football in college. And not just
because of the football trophies on the wall. He was six feet three
or thereabouts, and had the build, with broad shoulders and a deep
chest.

“McCloud,” he said, shaking her hand.
“Welcome aboard, for however long that is. We hope you'll find it
less... exciting, than you found Midtown North.”

“I could do with a little less excitement,
Captain,” she replied.

“We see it as our job here to keep the
excitement at bay,” Bryant said. “A lot less paperwork that way,
too.”

“Yes, sir.”

“It's the red hair,” Jamie said as they
walked away.

Cruz looked up at her.

“I mean, if I was a guy with brown hair,
everyone I meet wouldn't know all about me.”

Cruz smiled. “And you're so tall. You are
physically... notable,” she said. “And getting involved in multiple
shootings in so short a space of time is also remarkably
unlucky.”

Jamie nodded glumly.

“Some guy called me Dead-eye when I came
in.”

Cruz smiled again. “Better than what I got
called.”

Jamie raised her eyebrow.

“Squirt.”

The top of the woman's head did barely come
up to her shoulder. “Uhm...”

“Yes, well, now they have to call me
Sergeant.”

Like Mueller she drove a black SUV. She was a
lot more industrious than Mueller, though, and took her
'supervisor' job more seriously. Where Mueller would assign people
to jobs and then ignore them Cruz would visit at infrequent
intervals to see what was happening, if anything.

So they stopped by Korea-town to check in
with Jackson and Maitland. Jackson was a very black man with a
shaved head while Maitland was scrawny looking and almost as short
as Cruz. They were parked in a street lot overlooking a Korean
market when Cruz pulled in beside them.

“Enjoying the view?” she asked.

“I've seen better,” Maitland said. “Though
some of those Korean girls...”

“Not a nigger in sight,” Jackson said.

Cruz sighed. “I told you to stop using that
word, Tyler.”

Jackson smiled lazily, then looked at Jamie.
“You know what I mean about niggers, McCloud?” he asked.

Jamie wasn't even going to try to answer
that. She looked back blandly.

“See, when I was in Afghanistan, it was easy
to think since those people who attacked us looked the same as all
the others, and talked like all the others, and dressed like all
the others, I should blame all the others. Like everyone. But they
weren't. It was just a small number of them fucking everything up.
The rest were just trying to get by in life like everyone
else.”

Jamie shrugged.

“You white girls and boys come from nice
neighborhoods and you keep seeing all these black folks involved in
crimes, keep seeing black guys shooting people and robbing people,
and you think, man, them Black folks are all fucking criminals. But
we ain't. It's just the niggers. And niggers is just a small
subgroup of Black.”

“And how do you tell them apart?” she
asked.

“Ahh, that's the problem. It's really hard,
unless they're wearing gang colors, you almost gotta see em in
action, just like back in `Stan. I got a nose for em, though, but
you, a little white girl? You ain't gonna be able to tell em apart
for a long time.”

“If you're done with your racial philosophies
on policing and have nothing else to add, I think we'll see you
later,” Cruz said, putting the car in reverse.

“And what happens when you figure out they're
niggers?” Maitland asked with a grin.

“Why then you shoot em in the fucking face,
of course,” Jackson replied.

Cruz shook her head and pretended not to hear
as they drove off and she pointed out areas they sometimes had
trouble with.

“Jackson is an interesting man,” Cruz
said.

“Uh huh.”

“He's already gotten in trouble for his
language and his confrontational style. He's a little bitter.”

“You think?”

Cruz smiled. “There's one thing he forgot to
add that he usually does. Niggers come in all races.”

“I get the idea.”

The borders of Midtown South were along
29th to the south, and Ninth Avenue to the west. On the
east side they went up Lexington to 34th, then turned
west for a couple of blocks before following Madison Avenue north
again, then turned east again at 40th back to
Lexington.

“Why?” Jamie asked.

“Just to confuse people,” Cruz said.
“Probably had a reason back sometime in the past related to the
number of people living in each precinct, maybe, or the crime rate
at the time.”

They went down Eighth Avenue and she pointed
out the impressive looking Post office building on the West side
and Madison Square Gardens and Pennsylvania Station on the East,
both behind rows of shiny metal bollards to prevent anyone from
driving up on the sidewalk.

“Obviously this requires ongoing efforts to
police effectively,” Cruz said as she parked the car and got
out.

“In the evening its the concerts and hockey
and basketball games in Madison Square Gardens which can hold
twenty one thousand people, many of them drunk, and in the day, we
get hundreds of thousands of commuters through Penn Station
underneath.”

She opened the door to Madison Square Garden
and led Jamie inside.”

“This is all ours,” she said, waving her arm.
“Unlike Penn Station, which is a blinding mess of conflicting
authority. Amtrak police, MTA police, New Jersey Transit police and
the freaking National Guard are all down there fighting for who
does what with the NYPD.”

She gave Jamie an unhappy look. “And none of
them, except our guys, will recognize us as cops,” she said. “So
don't pull out a gun unless you pull out a badge first. Or one of
them is liable to shoot first and ask questions never.”

She showed Jamie the security room where the
crowds and corridors in Madison Square Garden were monitored, and
where to take prisoners, as well as the first aid room and other
parts of the building she'd never seen before. Then they went
downstairs to Penn Station.

She nodded at the two National Guardsmen who
walked past. They were clad in camouflage uniforms and caps and
wore body armor and black holsters.

“Least they only got sidearms now, mostly,
and aren't carrying rifles. Assuming you noticed them despite the
camouflage uniforms,” she said dryly.

Jamie smiled. “They aren't very effective in
the city are they.”

She turned her head back and Cruz turned her
face away but not before Jamie felt a little familiar tingle of the
type she got so often from men, and occasionally from women, a
sense that Cruz hadn't been looking at her casually. It reinforced
an impression she'd gotten several other times with how Cruz was
reacting to her and talking to her, but she wasn't sure it wasn't
just her way.

She wondered if she should let her know she
had a boyfriend. But if Cruz already knew something of her
reputation from the precinct next door she probably would have
heard of that. And anyway, there was nothing to say she actually
was interested, or if she was that she'd do anything about it.

Jamie saw a lot of attractive men every day,
and while she appreciated the visual appeal she had no intention of
doing anything about it – usually. Best to just ignore it, she
thought. It's not like the woman was going to throw her up against
a wall and kiss her.

Though the thought had some appeal. Cruz was
an attractive woman with light cocoa skin and an intelligent and
forthright manner. But she was slim and short and Jamie would have
to treat her, in effect, as the woman in the relationship, the way
she had with Samara.

That had a certain appeal, too, but would get
awkward given Cruz was her boss. For the next month, anyway.

She paid these thoughts little real attention
as Cruz showed her around. She was used to men thinking she was
hot. She largely ignored it as long as it was polite, and she had
no problem doing the same with women.

Cruz showed her where the Amtrak Police had a
station, then MTA, who were New York state's transit police.

“It's cuz there's just so much going on
here,” Cruz said. “It's the hub that joins together cross-country
railroads like Amtrak, commuter rail lines like the Long Island
Railroad, and the New Jersey Transit lines, and the subways.
Coordination... could be better.”

Jamie snorted.

By the time they came back up to the street
it was getting dark outside. Jamie hadn't worked Manhattan by night
except for a couple of overtime cases.

“After dark the population drops in half as
all the commuters go home,” Cruz said. “And the ones that are left
aren't a big problem since, for the most part, they're very
educated and higher income earners and tourists. The problem is all
the bars and restaurants, and places like this, concert halls,
theaters, sports events. And drunks. Lots and lots of drunks.”

“I don't run into a lot of those in the
daytime, I admit,” Jamie said.

“No, not surprising. You will at night. The
best thing to do with a drunk is sweet talk him into a cab home. It
takes a lot less time and effort than taking him back to the
station.

“But along with all the drunks and concert
goers you've got a certain element which comes to prey on them.
Those are a problem, whatever their race might be.”

Jamie nodded.

They drove back to the station where Cruz
filled out some paperwork with her to officially transfer her –
temporarily – to Midtown South.

“Your pay check will probably not be
interrupted, but no promises,” she warned.

Jamie nodded. She slipped off her jacket to
fill out the forms, and saw from under her bangs, Cruz's eyes widen
as she looked at her. She looked away, then flicked her eyes back
while Jamie pretended to be looking down at the paper.

She cleared her throat, then. “Uh, nice top,”
she said, but in a bit of a questioning tone.

Jamie flushed very slightly as she looked
up.

“I planned to change once I got my locker
room and all,” she said. “But you were giving me the tour of the
station and then outside, and I had my jacket on anyway.”

The microfiber shirt was black but it hugged
her very tightly, especially after a couple of hours of moving
around in it.

“Nothing against the regs that I can see,”
Cruz said with a faint smile. “And I'm jealous.”

Jamie flushed a bit again.

“But it might draw commentary from some of
our colleagues.”

“I'm going to get the commentary anyway,”
Jamie said. “There was a time I used to dress very modestly in
hopes of not having anyone notice I wasn't a guy.”

Cruz snorted.

“But that has kind of become impossible since
some pictures of me have gotten out and made the rounds.”

Cruz's eyes widened a bit. “Pictures?”

“You haven't heard?”

“I heard you were involved in some shootings,
and that fire incident.”

Jamie made a face and told her about her
undercover assignment as a fashion model, and how bikini pictures
had somehow found their way onto the phones of a number of cops at
Midtown North.

Cruz was outraged.

“You should have reported that to the
Inspector and Internal Affairs!” she exclaimed.

Jamie looked at her.

“Oh I know, I know,” Cruz said angrily.

She shook her head. “That kind of thing is so
unprofessional and sexist! How are we supposed to be treated like
equals and colleagues if they're thinking of us as sex
objects!?”

“Well, I found that if you shoot a few
people, that tends to work.”

Cruz looked at her and then snorted in
amusement. “Yes, I imagine it would.

“There was another picture too,” she said
reluctantly.

Cruz would probably hear about it soon
anyway. She was sure some of the men here had.

“My boyfriend sent me a uhm, candid picture
of me in his kitchen reaching for something in the cupboard. And
the phone got stolen, and then recovered by our detectives. That
picture, however, got out.”

Cruz winced. “What were you wearing?” she
asked.

“A thong.”

Cruz winced again.

“It wasn't that bad. I mean, you
couldn't see much of anything but my butt, and some side boob.
Still, I'm pretty much resigned to having guys knowing I'm a
girl.”

Cruz shook her head and then smiled. “Well,
it's kind of hard to see you as a boy.”

Her eyes flicked down. “Especially in that
shirt.”

Jamie smiled faintly. “Yeah, I've kind of
given up on that.”

“Wise decision.”
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Jamie had never been one to play much with
toys, not since she was small. Men, she knew from long experience,
never grew out of their boyish fascination with toys. The toys just
got bigger and more expensive as they grew older and got more
money.

Danny's toys were usually fast and expensive
cars provided by his employer, the Department of Alcohol, Tobacco
and Firearms, who seized them from a variety of people for a
variety of reasons, and let him use them in his undercover
work.

The only toys Danny himself bought were sex
toys, and he owned a good number of them, for use on his primary
toy, which, it seemed, was her. At least for the last some months
since they'd been going out together.

Jamie tolerated the toys, just as she
tolerated his fascination with bondage and domination, because
despite how she regarded them on the surface, he managed to
constantly turn her on with his kinky, outrageous and perverted
sexual games.

Prior to him she regarded sex as an enjoyable
sport, but mainly for psychological reasons. The physical pleasure
was present but not in any vast quantities, and depended on the
abilities, intentions, attention span and endurance of her
partners.

A chance thing, in other words.

Danny had taught her that screaming in
pleasure was not just the stuff of porn videos, that not only was
having an orgasm during sex possible but having multiple orgasms
was too.

He did all that not only with physical skill
and raw ability – he being a powerfully built man with an abundance
of muscles and staying power – but by creating outrageous
situations which got her panting with heat before he even put much
effort into the physical side.

Some of those situations had been incredibly
embarrassing, at least to begin with. But they always ended with
her mind being shattered by the intensity of the orgasms they
delivered. So it was difficult not to forgive him.

She even understood that him telling her what
was going to happen ahead of time would ruin the shock value, and
thus the intensity of the emotions which rolled through her mind.
But that didn't make her any less anxious when he started showing
signs of getting inventive. He had, on occasion, invited others to
join them without warning her. And that was a hell of a shock when
she was naked at the time!

Of course, that had tended to lower her
inhibitions and her shyness value about her body. But that just led
him to ever more outrageous plans.

He'd once chained her naked with her wrists
over her head in an empty, darkened warehouse, with a narrow light
trained on her, and pretended to auction her to a non-existent
crowd. He'd reinforced the idea there were people out there in the
dark with speakers playing crowd noises and applause as he'd
demonstrated her value as a 'sex slave'.

She'd been sure... mostly... that it was all
a play, but that hadn't stopped it being a wild and intense
rush!

Being blindfolded, of course, just gave him
more scope to fuck with her mind. But she went along with it as he
led her by the arm down the hall and, she thought, into that room
of his where he kept all his perverted toys.

“Sit,” he ordered, turning her body until she
felt something hard against her buttocks.

She wasn't tied for some reason, so she
reached down and felt the edge of some sort of table, then pulled
herself onto it, sitting on the edge. She felt his hand in her
hair, pulling her backwards, and her hands slid back behind her
until she was laying down on the table.

It was small. She could feel the edges with
her fingers as she lay back, and then her head tilted right back
over the far side as her buttocks were on the near side.

She was naked, of course, and once again,
though he'd done nothing physically to her other then put the black
silk blindfold over her eyes she was feeling sexual energy pulsing
within her, and crackling across the surface of her skin like
electricity.

She felt his hands gripping her beneath the
shoulders and tugging her up a bit more so her shoulders were over
the edge. Then he drew her arms downward. She had her feet on the
edge of the table but he gripped her right ankle and pulled her leg
down and back until the back of her knee was locked against the
side of the table, then she felt him tying them together.

He drew her left arm in under the table and
towards her left leg as she dropped it off the table. Pulling her
leg wide enough apart that the back of her knee was curled across
the opposite edge of the table strained the muscles in her thighs a
little, but the sensation turned her on since it reinforced how
obscenely open and vulnerable she was.

She grunted as she felt him pulling on her
ankle, pulling it in towards her wrist. Then the rope went around
them and tightened, pulling down on her shoulder.

“Open,” she heard, as something pressed
against her lips.

She obeyed, breathing already ragged, and
felt something... it felt like one of his silicone dildos, sliding
through her lips and along her tongue. It didn't push deep, but
just deep enough to fill her mouth and almost enter her
throat, resting there right at the back of her mouth. Then a flat
soft, leather pad closed against her mouth and chin and the flesh
around her lips, pulling back across her cheeks until he bound it
behind her head.

Helpless. That was part of the wild, dark
thrill. She was completely helpless, and he could do literally
anything he wanted to her without her even having the ability to
complain. And his unpredictability made that a definite stress
producer!

Her head was throbbing, upside down, the
blood rushing to it, and her legs were spread obscenely wide, with
her thighs pulled over opposite sides of the little table and bent
downward.

She gasped as she felt the 'table' moving! It
was obviously on wheels, and he wheeled it out of the room and up
the hall to... to... the living room, she thought!

“Well, here she is. Do whatever you want to
her,” he said.

That brought a jolt of emotion and anxiety to
her, but him talking to someone didn't mean anyone was actually
listening but her. He'd pretended to be talking to people before
when she was blindfolded. Sometimes there was someone there,
usually there wasn't.

The possibility that there could be,
of course, made her pulse race.

There was a delay, as she wondered what he
would do next. She listened intently for any sound which would
indicate someone else was there. Though again, he was not beyond
taping sounds or voices and playing them back to convince her.

And then she felt something pushed into her
ear, into both ears. Music started to play through the earbuds,
soft music. She had no idea what it was, but it basically deafened
her to whatever was going on in the room, and increased her
stress.

Was he dosing her with music because there
really was someone there, or just to mindfuck her
again!?

He spent a lot of effort to not be
predictable, so there was no way of knowing.

Hands casually kneaded her breasts, then slid
up and down her body, rough, eager, not like him at all. Then they
were withdrawn.

“Bad girl,” she heard whispered next to her
ear.

It was not his voice.

She tensed, but reminded herself he'd used
recorded voices before.

Fingers ran along the line of her sex, then
she felt herself opened. She was already wet – a product of
Pavlov's syndrome, she thought. Her body might not know what was
going to happen but it knew it was going to be exciting.

Something else pushed into her, something
thick and curved. One of his sex toys, one of the silicone dildos.
She grunted as it stretched her out, as it slid deep. She had
always found the sense of being penetrated to be exciting and
erotic – especially by something big. Given Danny was a big man
down there that excitement had grown deeper.

“Bad girl,” the voice said again.

She felt a vibrator pressing against her
clitoris and rubbing sideways, back and forth, as the single hand
roughly groped her breasts again, the thumb roughly rubbing and
pinching her nipples until they felt hot and sore.

She had become more than a little addicted to
vibrators since he'd introduced her to them, and given that her
body was already thrumming with heat and sexual pressure the
sensations sent a flood tide of pleasure through her body, the
muscles in her abdomen were grinding her hips up against it.

The vibrator pulled back, and then something
hit her, something light, spread out, multiple somethings, like
leather boot laces, more than a dozen of them snapping down across
her taut, straining chest. They stung, though each sting was tiny.
Still, there were a lot of them!

She gasped and jerked, but with her wrists
and ankles tied together below the table there was little she could
do. Her back was arched, her nipples hard, her breasts taut, as the
scatter of thin stinging blows came again!

She recognized the flog, for he'd used it
before, on occasion. If it was the same one it would leave no real
marks, other than pink skin which would fade quickly. Danny might
like games but he wasn't a sadist. But it did sting, and it stung a
part of her body which was not used to being stung.

It struck again, and again, and again, moving
slowly down her chest, and onto her belly. She winced and gasped
and flinched, then yelped as they struck between her spread thighs,
struck again, then returned to striking her breasts.

They were not heavy blows, and the thin
thongs of the flog were not particularly heavy. But the repeated
little flurry of stings was certainly having an effect. Her flesh
was starting to feel warm and tender, and she knew the skin was
turning pink as he – or someone – flogged her.

The thin leather strips landed across the
surface of her tender breasts, until they felt hot and swollen, the
nipples particularly sore, stinging even more each time one of the
thin laces snapped down against them!

The blows moved downward and focused on her
belly before falling between her thighs, making her yelp, her hips
jerking and bucking helplessly. She could do nothing about it!
Nothing to defend herself or escape the continuing blows! She
couldn't even protest!

“Bad girl,” she heard in her ear again.

She felt a hand on her abdomen just above her
groin, warm, large enough to be his, and very... slick. It was
spreading some kind of warm oil over her body as it moved slowly,
fluidly, up and down in long, slow movements, spreading the oil
over her stomach and chest, skimming past her breast at the left
side to spread oil along her ribs and up under her arm.

Only one hand again. Why?!

It slid back down, along her thigh, outer,
then inner, then skimmed past her sex, spreading oil over her other
thigh and up along her hip, then up her right side to her ribs and
over onto her shoulder. It slid along her upper chest, and then
finally, slid across her breast, stroking slowly and firmly back
and forth over it, over them, spreading a slippery layer of warm
oil across them.

They were already pulsing with sensation, the
nipples hot and rock hard.

The hand slid downward, slowly, circling her
stomach and abdomen, sweeping from one side to the other, then
lower, and finally against the top of her sex, the heel, rather
than the fingers, pressing in against her as she felt its pressure
on the base of the dildo, pushing it down – which pushed the head,
up inside her, up against the inside of her belly.

She felt even warmer liquid trickling onto
her chest, and the hand skipped upward, spreading it over her
breasts, and down her ribs, then back between her legs.

The dildo slid slowly out of her, and the
hand moved freely over her sex, again, the heel pressing against
her rather than the fingers, pressing firmly as it slid over the
oil.

She thought she could hear the murmur of
voices above the sound of the music, but it was probably just him,
she thought anxiously, faking her out again.

More oil was poured onto her abdomen, hotter
still, and she gasped as the hand spread it out over her belly and
abdomen, then down along her sex. Now she felt the fingers pressing
in more firmly, sliding up and down the line of her sex.

She gasped as they penetrated her, pumping in
and out of the mouth of her sex. They drew out, then penetrated her
again, more than one. Two? He had big hands. They slid in two
inches deep, no more, then withdrew, then penetrated her again, two
inches, and out, then again, teasing her, taunting her.

Three inches, then four, in, turning,
twisting, slowly, then out, rubbing along the line of her sex, then
penetrating her again. Four, then five inches, in, out, twisting,
turning. Three fingers now, she thought, as they stretched her out,
slid into her, turning from side to side, then pulled out.

Two hands, at last! Both of them slid along
her torso, over her breasts, kneading them slowly and gently. She
moaned as they gripped her nipple rings and pulled slowly up, up,
away from her body. She could feel her nipples starting to ache
from the pressure.

Then he let them alone and his hands slid up
and down her inner thighs. Fingers stroked along her sex, up and
down, then spread them apart. Three of them this time, twisting and
turning, all the way in this time, before pulling out.

The sound of the vibrator was too low for her
to hear over the music, but she felt it as it pressed against her
clitoris. She moaned as her muscles spasmed briefly. Her legs tried
to jerk closed, but could not as the vibrator played over her
already swollen clitoris.

The fingers twisted and turned, pulled out,
penetrated her again, pulled out, penetrated her again, then pulled
out.

Her mind and body were thrumming with heat
and sexual tension, the muscles of her thighs and arms and hips
spasming repeatedly as her body tried to react to the touch of his
hands, to the instinct to roll her hips upward against his fingers
and the vibrator.

Probably his...

She heard his voice saying something
inaudible, then another male voice replying! Or was it a
recording?! She couldn't tell!

His fingers pushed into her, thicker than
before, making her ache, stretching her out so that she moaned and
her head turned and shook from side to side. He had accustomed her
– addicted her – to thick, full penetration.

She groaned as he stretched her out, but
dark, liquid heat bubbled through her veins as he forced his hand
into her, four fingers, at any rate, enough so that his thumb then
caught at the top of her sex and the pad of his thumb could stroke
across her clitoris.

He let his hand move in and out slowly, using
only very short, shallow movements, keeping his fingers deep, his
thumb rubbing at her clitoris with considerable skill. Her hips
started to jerk as the muscles spasmed. Jamie gulped in air,
moaning again through the gag as her body heated further.

He lifted the thumb back and used the
vibrator for a few seconds, then the thumb, then the vibrator. More
voices, his, and a woman! But she would know if the hand was a
woman's! Then again, it could just be a woman watching! That
was embarrassing on a whole other level!

But he was probably alone. Probably...

Bastard!

She moaned and pulled against the restraints
as the sexual energy crackling along her skin grew more intense, as
the pulsing rushes of heat and excitement made her muscles spasm
and filled her with a dark, seething sense of passion, hunger and
anticipation.

His hand pulled away, the vibrator too. Now
his hands slowly skimmed up along her slick, slippery flesh, very
lightly, following the contours of her body, caressing her breasts
in a circular motion as she panted and moaned, then moving slowly
down along her ribs, before crossing onto her chest again and up,
more strongly, over her breasts.

He was in no hurry!

Bastard!

His hands slid down again, caressing her
inner thighs, then a single finger ran along the line of her sex,
up and down, lightly, rubbing teasingly against her clitoris. It
rubbed back and forth, long, slow movements, tauntingly light, so
that her hips rolled up against it.

It moved faster and then pressed down harder,
and her hips began to roll up harder and more frantically as the
heat gripped her mind and the wild thrill of sensation flooded her
body.

Then the finger withdrew. The hands massaging
her breasts again, then up along her upper chest and down around
her throat. Both hands encircled her throat, gripping it tightly,
squeezing just enough to make her eyes bulge a little, and remind
her of how completely helpless and vulnerable she was.

Then they slid back over her breasts and she
felt her nipples caught between thumbs and forefingers, which
rubbed in opposite directions, squeezing and rolling them before
sliding down her body once more.

That single finger slid across her clitoris,
then penetrated her, sliding its full length inside, then pulling
out. It penetrated her again, thicker now, two of them, she
thought, then three.

She could hear little or nothing. She could
say nothing. She couldn't move. She had nothing to focus her mind
on but the feel of his hands on her body – whoever's hands they
were!

But of course they were his!

Probably.

Her hips began to roll upwards again as the
sensations built to an overpowering intensity, and she moaned as
the waves of pleasure rippled up her body. The vibrator rolled
lightly across her clitoris as his fingers pumped and twisted, then
his thumb rubbed up across it in short, sharp strokes that almost
brought her screaming.

And then he drew back and she just lay there,
moaning and writhing, her wrists and arms pulling against each
other as the sexual electricity continued to crackle through her
body.

After a thirty or forty second wait she felt
something pushing against her entrance, something much thicker than
a finger. It was ridged and curved, and stretched her wide as it
slid into her body in short, slow strokes which got deeper and
deeper.

It was another dildo, thicker this time, and
she groaned as it pushed deep, giving her that deliciously erotic
stretched and full sensation she'd come to revel in.

Then she felt his fingers under her head,
felt the buckle of the gag undone. He slid the gag out of her mouth
and she drew in a shaky breath, but before she could think to speak
his cock pushed in through her wide lips.

She gasped as the hands in her hair jerked
down sharply, forcing her head back, and stinging her scalp. At the
same time he thrust deeper, pumping, his thick cock, thick enough
she was fairly confident it was Danny, for it was about his size,
as far as she could tell. Then again, he had invited others who
were similarly big to join him on occasion...

She gurgled as it pushed into her throat. It
had a fairly straight plunge given the position of her mouth,
straight through her lips and down her throat until his balls were
pressed against her cheeks and he was buried inside her.

He held it there then started to pump with
long, slow strokes. There wasn't a lot for her to do. It wasn't
like she could apply some artful tongue work when he was
essentially fucking her face. She could only lay there trying not
to gag as his cock moved up and down in the tight confines of her
throat.

He drew out and she coughed and gasped and
gulped in air, then he slid in again – but no, this wasn't him. It
was marginally thinner. More importantly, she almost immediately
identified it as non-human. It was another dildo.

And it slid down her throat and then kept
going!

Danny had a big cock, as had several others,
so she was used to cocks pushing deep into her throat. But not this
deep! It slid past her neck and deep into her chest! It seemed to
have no end until it finally stopped, when it seemed the head must
be almost in her stomach!

It held there, then pulled back slightly,
held still, then pulled slowly up, inch by inch by inch until she
could finally gulp in air. Her head had already been throbbing,
being upside down. But now, out of breath, she was feeling
light-headed.

His cock slid into her again, pumping
steadily in and out. Then she felt his hands on her breasts,
kneading and squeezing and caressing them. His cock pulled back,
and she felt the vibrator turned on, rubbing, no, grinding against
her clitoris as the other dildo pushed into her mouth and down her
throat.

The vibrator felt even more intense now, with
her sex filled, with her body thrumming with sexual heat, with her
head pounding. Dazedly, Jamie marveled at the long length of dildo
sliding into her chest, then drawing back, even as her hips began
to grind up against the vibrator again. It had to be a
double-headed dildo, she thought. Those things were twenty inches
long!

She was nearing orgasm, and that was really
all she cared about, even overriding her desperation to breath. The
mental image of having a twenty inch long cock shoved down her
throat was incredibly erotic to her and she shuddered and gurgled
around it as her mind was flooded with heat.

He pulled the dildo out and let her breath,
then she felt the dildo pulling out of her sex. It was replaced
immediately, and not, she knew, by a dildo. Nor was he gentle as
his hips began to slap against her tautly stretched thighs. She
gasped and moaned and cried out as he drove himself into her,
twisting and writhing and bucking up against him as her orgasm
neared.

She felt the other dildo pushing through her
mouth again, and sliding deep into her chest. That shut off her air
and made her head pound even more – just as he turned on the
vibrator once more and ground it against her.

Jamie screamed as the orgasm hit. It was
massive, an explosive release of energy that shattered her mind
with overpowering pleasure! She arched and jerked and strained
against the ropes again and again as the storm of sensation
battered at her mind, crying out as his hips pummeled her, as his
cock spiked deep into her belly.

She screamed almost soundlessly, though, with
her throat blocked by the dildo. And her light-headedness seemed to
deepen the orgasm even as his hands closed around her throat, not
squeezing, but pressing in against the sides as he rode her.

As someone rode her!

Her muscles strained as she jerked
spastically, her nerve endings snapping and crackling like live
electrical wires as an intoxicating rush of heat drowned her mind
in pleasure and left her, as it finally subsided, barely conscious,
and twitching dazedly as he pulled the thing out of her throat.

“Bad girl,” she heard whispered in her
ear.

Before her mind could clear enough to
actually think of something to say his cock was back in her mouth
and throat, moving slowly, casually. The dildo was pushed back into
her sex, and hands moved slowly and sensually over her body.

The cock in her throat pumped as the hands
kneaded her tender, overheated breasts and rolled her swollen
nipples, then slid down her body, fingers stroking her clitoris and
prodding at the base of the dildo he'd shoved inside her.

Or someone had.

At this point she really didn't care. It
really didn't matter. Her mind was too shell-shocked to even think
about it. All that got through were sensations.

She groaned as the dildo was pushed that much
deeper, the tip touching and jamming against what was surely the
very back wall of her already stretched out sex. Then she felt
flesh against her breasts, against her lower chest, against her
stomach, and a tongue started to lick her clitoris.

The hips pumped slowly as the tongue licked
her, and Jamie twisted and jerked feebly, gurgling and moaning as
the sexual fever swept through her mind again. His tongue licked
harder and faster and her mind began to pulse and pound, and then
another orgasm hit!

It wasn't as intense, but it was so shortly
after the other that her abdominal muscles were still aching! She
jerked and strained as the climax washed over her, and then another
as she sought to scream around his pumping cock.

He pulled it out just enough so the head
popped free, and she gulped in air, then it plunged down her throat
again, pumping more rapidly as his tongue licked furiously at her
clitoris and the dildo pumped inside her.
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Riding to work in Midtown South was
essentially the same as riding to work in Midtown North plus twenty
blocks. However, since she had to be at work for Three PM, before
most got off work, she had much less traffic to deal with, and what
there was of it was mostly people coming back from Manhattan, not
heading into it.

She was congratulating herself on her wisdom
as she crossed the bridge, while pondering Danny's latest erotic
game.

He'd driven her to the point of exhaustion
last night – or really, this morning, to the point he'd had to
carry her – still blindfolded, and hands cuffed behind her, to the
bathroom, where they had a bath together. Or rather, he bathed her
while caressing her body and exchanging long, lazy kisses with
her.

And then he'd dried her off and carried her
to bed, and made her sleep that way! Waking up blindfolded and
handcuffed had been a disorienting experience!

Which of course, had transited into him
performing oral sex on her – wordlessly, then fucking her hard and
quick to mutual orgasms. His version of a morning quicky.

Except it wasn't morning. Although now it
was, sort of.

When she'd asked him about what had happened
he'd looked blank, pretending not to remember anything other than
the two of them having a nice long bath together, then going to
bed.

He could be sooo annoying at times!

But it wasn't like she had a lot of time to
confront him on it since she had to be at work. Nor would she have
much opportunity when she got home. He was going back to work
tonight on the midnight shift. So there was no point returning to
his place tonight. She'd head to her own home, well, her parents'
home.

It was going to be a bit awkward for the next
month, too. The only time they would be able to have together would
be the daytime. And that was only going to be possible because
Danny was going to change his routine of sleeping the moment he got
home so he'd be up and about in the evenings. Now he'd come home
and not sleep until the evening.

She could sleep alone at his place tonight
and greet him when he got home but he'd advised against it.

“My first night back on shift I'm a bear,” he
said. “Need a day or so to get used to it.”

Besides, she'd have to make her own dinner.
And that seemed a waste of a perfectly good mother. Her mom had
promised to have a dinner ready for her when she got home, no
matter what time it was.

She gave a mental sigh, wondering what a
normal relationship would be like. Well, she'd had boring sex
before as part of relationships and didn't want to go back to that
again. But she was fairly sure Danny could turn her on without
making it into an hours-long production that left her feeling like
she'd run a marathon.

On the other hand, damn what an intense time
it was!

Her pondering, along with her
self-satisfaction at biking in, were both interrupted by the first
falling raindrops.

She'd just turned off First onto
35th and had some hope it was just a few sprinkles. The
weather report, she vaguely recalled, had talked about the chance
of showers today. Or was that yesterday? She glanced up at the sky.
It had gotten dark remarkably quickly, and she'd been too
distracted with other thoughts to notice.

She had just crossed Second with seven more
blocks to go when the skies opened up and the rain simply poured
down in the kind of drenching downpour that sent waves of
wind-driven rain across the road.

Shit, she thought, thinking regretfully of
her brief thought this morning of sticking a rain poncho into her
pack just on the off-chance it might shower when she was out. But
she didn't have one at Danny's place anyway.

The downpour lasted about thirty seconds,
then eased off to half its strength, and then was gone a minute
later. Not before she was soaking wet, of course, soaking and
dripping wet. Fortunately she had pulled her hair back in a braid,
intending to quickly brush it out after showering at work.

But it was not a particularly warm day. She'd
already been regretting not wearing a jacket, and the air had
turned decidedly colder in the aftermath of the rain.

The tank top she'd worn was white, but with
an overlaying pattern of a gray wolf-head across the front. It had
a rounded neck with studs around the neckline, and was carefully
calculated to make her look cute and sexy, but in a casual way and
without showing much actual skin beyond a half inch or so which
gave promise of deeper cleavage under the cloth.

But the water had loosened the fabric a
little, especially under the pressure of her breasts as she leaned
forward on the bike, dropping the neckline a good fingers length
lower than she'd intended. That was only about two and a half
inches or so, not something she'd really call revealing any more,
not when going out dancing or something.

It still drew considerable attention as she
pulled up to the back entrance to the precinct, where half a dozen
patrol cops were gathered under the porch smoking their last
cigarette before going on shift.

Everyone was very nice to her, and all wanted
to introduce themselves, which she thought a touch odd, even though
she was accustomed to men being 'nice' to her. Being new she
couldn't exactly brush past them for that would put out the rumor
she was a snob.

So she dutifully delayed going inside,
shaking everyone's hands and trying to remember names, and laughing
at little jokes until she could finally break free and get inside.
She didn't realize till she got downstairs and looked in the mirror
that she was showing a bit more of her creamy breasts than she had
planned for, or that her nipple studs pushed fairly noticeably
through the damp fabric of her bra and tank.

She sighed mentally. It wasn't that big a
deal, and her hope she wouldn't be the station's eye candy was
probably forlorn anyway unless she had been willing to dress
more... sedately. And that just wasn't her any more.

She reached up and back and squeezed water
out of her hair and braid, feeling it trickling down her back, then
untied the braid and headed for her locker.

Sergeant Cruz came in then, and halted for a
moment, staring at her, before catching herself.

“Uhm, showering in your clothes, Jamie?”

Jamie definitely felt a familiar hum from
this woman.

“I got caught in a sudden burst of rain while
I was biking in,” she said.

“Well it saved you the shower time then,”
Cruz said with a grin.

“Not unless it had soap in the rain, and I
have to do my hair anyway.”

“Well, you better hurry. I keep mine in a bun
because of the time.”

“Oh I can do it fairly quickly. My hair is
tame,” Jamie said with a smile.

There was a bit of ego gratification in
pulling her tank top up and off and slipping her shorts down and
off. Not that she was 100% sure the woman was gay, but she
certainly appeared to have an interest. And the idea was kind of
titillating to Jamie, as well.

Then again, since her games with Danny began
she thought about sex about as often as a teenage boy.

Cruz was undressing at the locker across from
hers, and other women came and went as Jamie slipped off her wet
bra and then peeled down her wet thong. She hesitated to wrap a
towel around her wet body, since she'd want it to dry herself with
after the shower, and caught Cruz looking at her.

She smiled at her.

“I guess I should keep the towel dry for
after the shower,” she said.

“Ahm, yeah.”

She padded naked to the shower room and into
one of the stalls, musing about life's oddities, and how she'd once
thought the very idea of sex with a girl was 'icky'. Danny had
cured her of that, well, him and several very cute women.

She still considered herself straight, as
opposed to bisexual. She didn't really have any emotional reaction
to women in the romantic sense. As far as sex went they were just
props in Danny's theatrical productions.

But she certainly didn't mind the idea any
more, and it could even be... intriguing.

The thought of sex with Cruz was anyway. The
woman was short but very pretty, with clear, cocoa colored skin.
She was petite but lithely muscled, slim-hipped and with what Jamie
thought were small but very firm breasts.

She could hear the stall door beside hers
close, and the water came on. It was probably Cruz in there, as
naked as Jamie now was as the water poured over her. The thought
made her smile, more from wondering if Cruz was considering that.
She herself was only a little intrigued, though since Danny she'd
become a highly sexual person.

And late now. She was in and out of the
shower quickly, and toweled off before wrapping it around herself
and going back to the locker room.

She'd have preferred to do her hair naked but
the culture of public locker rooms and bathrooms precluded it. A
lot of women were already jealous of her and looking for an excuse
to find some character fault – like arrogance or such. Doing her
hair naked would draw accusations she was showing off.

Women were a spiteful bunch, she thought, as
she donned an athletic bra and panties. By the time Cruz came out
of the room she was on her way in to brush and blow-dry her hair,
and the two didn't talk until she was back at her locker again,
pulling on a pale green turtleneck top which was tight, but not too
tight, and had bare arms and shoulders.

Black jeans went on underneath, tight, and
hugging her curves, and the Kevlar jacket went on top, half
unzipped.

Cruz led her out to the garage where she
climbed into the same black SUV as the previous day and then headed
out onto the streets.

Jamie was thoroughly familiar with the Times
Square District north of 45th Street. The district south
of it was comparatively new to her, but not much different. The
crowds of tourists were the same, mingling with crowds of office
workers. It wasn't hard to tell them apart.

The Empire State building was in the
precinct, and the area around it on Fifth and 34th
thronged with people.

“Costs almost fifty bucks to go up there and
look at the city,” Cruz said, shaking her head. “And people come by
the busload.”

“Well, I guess that's capitalism,” Jamie
replied.

“You ever been up there?”

“Yeah, when I was younger. My parents paid,
though and I had no idea what it was. I was up in the new World
Trade Center earlier this year, but I was working.”

“Working? Isn't One World Trade the port
authority police?”

“Yeah but I was in 1st Precinct
for a bit and they wanted us familiar with it. Nice view but I
preferred the mall.”

“That is something, isn't it?”

They drove around the precinct and visited
the sites where she had situated the other anti-crime people, then
headed back towards Times Square, parked, and walked around as Cruz
talked about the various problems they'd had, and where.

On 42nd Street Cruz nudged her and
nodded towards a pair of Hispanic teenagers ambling along the
sidewalk. They didn't look like tourists or office workers to
Jamie, and their clothes didn't look like they'd paid much for
them, which argued against them living in the area.

“Probably coming to see a play,” she said
dryly.

Cruz snorted as she followed them.

One was wearing an Old Navy hoody over a
long, untucked white t-shirt and scruffy looking jeans. The other
was in a blue and white striped shirt, also untucked, with a
too-large Yankees hat and sunglasses.

They didn't look up at the buildings as they
moved, but at their fellow pedestrians, which was a very clear
sign, to Jamie, of wolves eyeing the sheep. It wasn't a hungry
look, though, more like shoppers just browsing.

They stopped and huddled briefly, near a bus
shelter on Sixth Avenue. New York bus shelters didn't give a lot of
cover for anyone who wanted to do anything discretely. There was a
large electronic billboard, but aside from that the shelters were
clear glass with wide open fronts. The two huddled on the outside,
next to the billboard and a tree. Jamie thought they might be
trying to light a cigarette, at first.

Then they turned and hurried into the big
Victoria's Secret shop, which made Jamie and Cruz look at each
other in disbelief, before hurrying after them.

By the time they got inside only one was in
sight, at the far side of the store. They headed over there and
then heard a sharp bang. It wasn't loud enough to be gunfire, not
even a twenty two, but the second teenager hurried out of the
entrance to the fitting rooms and moved to one side, taking his
cell phone out.

Smoke started to pour out of the open
doorway, and a moment later half-naked women hurried out. One was
topless, holding her arm and hand over her breasts and looking
panicky. Others were in the store's trademark lingerie.

“Shit,” Cruz said.

Everyone was yelling and staring at the smoke
coming from the fitting room area, though already it was
dissipating as employees ran to the area. No one paid much
attention to the two Hispanic teenagers who still had their phones
out. They weren't the only ones by then, though they were the only
males doing it.

Jamie grabbed the one closest to them. He
wasn't a lot taller than Cruz, nor much beefier.

“Hey, what da fuck!?” he demanded as she bent
him over the display table he was standing next to.

“You're under arrest,” she said.

“What!? I didn't do nothin! Let the fuck go
of me!”

He swung his arm around at her but she ducked
back and then slapped him hard on the side of the ear.

“Hold still, you little pervert.”

She grabbed his arm and yanked it back behind
him, drawing her cuffs out and slapping them around his wrist.

Cruz was moving on the second one as she
finished cuffing the first. He had noticed, and ran down one of the
aisles but she intercepted him. He bulled through her using his
greater weight, and Jamie moved to cut him off, running over an
aisle and throwing out a leg to trip him. He went sprawling on his
face and Cruz jumped on him.

Meanwhile the first kid ran to the door and
pushed out – with his hands handcuffed behind his back.

“Come back here, you little prick!” she
shouted, racing after him.

She ran out onto Fifth Avenue. She couldn't
see him but from the looks of pedestrians he'd turned north so she
turned and sprinted after him. Within a dozen yards she caught
sight of him, trying to make speed through the crowd and banging
into people repeatedly.

He ran down West 35th, and into a
parking garage, where she lost him temporarily. She knew he hadn't
had time to go far, though. She took our her radio and called for
assistance, giving her location, her head swiveling from side to
side as she watched the parked cars.

He was hiding behind or under one. She was
sure of that. Since she'd done a quick frisk and his hands were
cuffed she wasn't feeling a lot of tension, other than
determination he not get away. She moved slowly along the main
aisle, taking her time and measuring how far he could have gotten
before she came in.

She didn't see him but turned back, head
constantly swiveling as she listened closely for any sounds. She
moved in behind the first row of cars on one side, keeping a close
eye on the doorway so he couldn't run out without her seeing.

She paused every now and then to squat low
and look under a car, but quickly rose again in case he got up and
ran for the entrance. She stopped next to a blue Ford Explorer and
dropped low, and just barely got an arm block up as his feet lashed
out at her face.

Cursing, she grabbed a foot and dragged the
cursing teenager out from under the car.

“Fucking puta! Let go of me!” he yelled.

Once she'd dragged him out she was surprised
to find he'd gotten his cuffed hands in front of him. Some limber
people, mostly young and skinny, could do that, pulling their hands
under their butt and up in front. He jumped up and tried to grab
her by the throat but she blocked him again and kicked him in the
knee.

That dropped him, howling, and she rolled him
onto his belly and sat on him.

“Listen, you little shit,” she said. “You
don't cooperate I'm going to make you sing soprano? You
understand?”

“Fuck you, puta!”

He let loose a string of expletives in
Spanish and she decided not to recuff him behind the car. Instead
she rose, grabbed a foot, and dragged him along the pavement until
he was out in the main aisle.

That didn't make him very happy either.
Possibly because his face scraped on the pavement a little. He
started to get up and she put her foot between his shoulder blades
and forced him back down again.

“McCloud?”

“Here,” she said as Cruz hurried into the
garage.

“Where's yours?”

“With the uniforms.”

Her prisoner cursed again in Spanish, using
pretty much the same terms for Cruz as he had for Jamie.

“He pulled his cuffs around front,” she
said.

“You gonna cooperate?” Cruz demanded.

“Fuck you, puta!”

Cruz kicked him in the face, which shocked
Jamie only a little.

“You want to reconsider the terms you use,”
Cruz said.

She nodded at Jamie and dropped low, putting
her knee on the back of the kid's neck. Then Jamie uncuffed his
left hand, holding his right firmly and twisting it around behind
him. He still struggled, until Cruz reached between his legs and
squeezed hard. Then he squealed and stopped struggling.

Jamie cuffed both wrists together behind him
again and they helped him stand up.

“F-fucking putas,” he gasped.

Cruz kneed him in the balls and he dropped
again.

“Now we're gonna have to drag him out,” Jamie
said.

Cruz sniffed. “Get real.”

She pulled out her radio and called for
transport for a prisoner, and within less than a minute a blue and
white pulled into the garage and two large uniformed cops got
out.

Cruz smiled as they picked up their collar
and dragged him over to the car, then threw him into the back
seat.

“Men have their uses,” she said.

“A lot of uses,” Jamie agreed with a
smirk.

They brought him back to the station, filled
out some paperwork, then went back on the street, moving back and
forth between Penn Station and the Times Square district.

“Late afternoon and early evening is prime
time for crime around here,” she said. “Everyone getting out of
work and school, heading home, time to get into trouble, time to
stop off at bars and have a few...”

“Good. I don't like being bored.”

“Oh, you won't be bored around me, baby
girl,” she said with a smirk.
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Jamie turned her cell phone ringer off during
the day, and only checked her texts or emails when no one was
around. Since Cruz was with her much of the evening she didn't wind
up looking at her phone until it was almost the end of shift.

She had missed several phone calls and had
fourteen texts, which immediately struck her as ominous. She
brought up the texts and frowned in confusion. The first was from
her cousin Angela, asking her what the hell was with her Facebook
page. The next was from her aunt Cindy, and then another from her
brother Colin. Someone hacked your Facebook page and posted fake
pictures of you.

Jamie gaped at that, then quickly brought up
the Facebook page. Or tried to. For some reason she wasn't able to
log in. She called Colin.

“What the fuck?!” she demanded.

“I take it you didn't put that shit there,”
he said.

“What shit? I can't even log on!”

“Thought so. I knew that wasn't your body. I
mean, I've seen you naked and your tits aren't nearly that
big.”

“What tits?”

“X-rated pictures of some chick with your
face on it.”

“What!? What the fuck am I supposed to do
about it!?”

“Complain to Facebook, which I already did.
Should be taken down soon, hopefully. Was your password something
simple?”

“No! It was a made-up name from a book I read
along with a number!”

“Well, don't worry too much about it. I
posted that it wasn't your body.”

“Why would someone hack my Facebook page to
put naked pictures up?”

“Someone who doesn't like you, obviously.
Don't know who that could be since you're so sweet.”

“Bite me!”

Jamie fumed for some time afterwards,
wondering who she knew might be particularly pissed off with her –
and just a tiny bit worried the pictures might be real. God knew
Danny had taken enough pictures and videos of her over the past
months!

She headed home after work, and was relieved
when she was finally able to review the pictures Facebook had
removed. They were all of some girl with huge round breasts, in a
variety of standard porn poses. Nobody who knew her at all well
would think that was her body. It was too... round, for one thing,
like a Swedish milkmaid.

The comments people had made, friends and
relatives, was more embarrassing. Most seemed to realize it wasn't
really her, but they were having a lot of fun with it anyway.

I don't see any nipple rings. Jamie has
nipple rings so that can't be her body.

Maybe the pictures are from before she got
her nipples pierced.

She's never had breasts that big.

Maybe they're bigger naked.

I've seen them. Trust me, they're not that
big.

That last from her brother Dale!

She called her cousin Greg, who was a nerdy
guy taking computer engineering and asked him what could be done to
find who did it.

“Basically nothing,” he said. “This sort of
stuff happens all the time and they're not going to go looking for
whoever it was. It's not worth their while.”

“What if I want to go looking?!”

“You'd need access to their logs to start
tracing the person who did it.”

“Would they give it to me?”

“Not willingly.”

“What if the NYPD ask?”

“Well, that would depend. I mean, technically
it's not user data that they'd need to protect since the person
doing it was a hacker. But once you had it what would you do with
it?”

“Give it to my genius cousin to see what he
could figure out, of course,” she said sweetly.

He snorted.

“If you get it, I'll look at it.”

“Oh I'll get it.”

She called her grandfather, acted the part of
the outraged girl, and he said he'd talk to the Deputy Commissioner
for Information Technology up the hall and have him put in a
request.

Not that it was that much of an act. Those
pictures hit a little close to home given some of the stuff she'd
been up to and which her family and friends hadn't a clue
about!

Sometimes she wondered if Danny thought of
her as a big Barbie doll he could play with. Certainly he enjoyed
dressing – and undressing her. And taking pictures and videos.

Most of the things he bought her to wear,
though, were ridiculous, like the thigh-high leather boots with the
five inch stiletto heels, or way too revealing, like dresses that
barely covered her ass and had cleavage down to her belly
button.

And sex toys, of course.

Since it was almost midnight when she got
home she didn't have to endure the teasing from her brothers. Dale
had the day shift, and Colin had an early morning class. She dealt
with some of the online variety quickly, and then checked her email
to find a lot of porn pictures of guys with big cocks, usually
erect.

They were ostensibly from a variety of
different addresses, and addressed to her specifically. Most had
some sort of attached obscene message.

Here's a big cock for you, Jamie McCloud
the slut! Or I'm sure you'll like to have this big nigger
cock inside you, Jamie McCloud the slut! Or Look, Jamie
McCloud the slut, here's another big cock you can fuck because
you're a whore!

It was certainly vindictive stuff. She passed
them on to Greg

*

It was strange waking up and not having to go
to work. She was used to the morning rush. Today she just went to
breakfast in her pajamas, endured teasing from her brothers about
her humongous breasts, then rode her bike to the Fulton Mall to do
a bit of shopping.

That didn't go well.

She was trying to get some money out of an
ATM at the bank when it ate her card. And when she went inside,
irritated, the teller gave her a beady eyed scowl.

“This card had been reported stolen,” she
said.

“What?! When?!”

“Last night.”

“Well it hasn't been! How can someone report
my card stolen for me?!”

She went and got a supervisor of some kind,
and after showing him all her ID, including her badge, he made a
phone call to look into it.

“It wasn't reported to us,” he said. “It was
reported through Equifax, that's a credit rating agency. I've just
spoken to them and they are reviewing the report.”

“Well, good for them. That doesn't get me any
money.”

He nodded. “We'll get you another bank card
and order another credit card. I would suggest putting your
accounts under credit watch, as well.”

Someone clearly had it in for her!

She got a call on her cell phone as she was
leaving the mall – from Danny, and picked it up.

“What?” she demanded irritably.

“My. We sound in a good mood today? Lack of
sex, maybe?”

“No, I've had trouble with hackers.”

“Hackers?”

“Someone put naked pictures of some chick
with my face up on my Facebook page, has been sending me dick
pictures, and reported my credit card and bank card stolen.”

“Made any new enemies lately?”

“Not that I'm aware of.”

“Well, I know how to sooth your trauma.”

“I thought you were bearish on your first day
back.”

“I am. I'm feeling horny, though.”

“You could have said I miss you or something
like that, you know, more romantic.”

“I miss your body. I'm too fuzzed to miss
your conversation yet.”

“Fuzzed?”

“The inside of my brain is fuzzy.”

“Maybe you should wash it out with soap.”

“You saying I have a dirty mind?”

“Don't you?”

“Yeah, but you like it that way. Why don't I
pick you up?”

“Seriously?”

“You got anything else to do?”

“Well... not especially.”

“You can give me a quickie and then we can do
brunch or lunch, or something.”

“Are you a sex maniac or something?”

“Yes.”

“You can't do without sex for like one
day?”

“I can. But do I want to?”

*

Danny was driving a Cadillac, a very old
Cadillac, like from the eighties. It was brown, and had tinted
windows, and was the size of a boat.

“What in the hell is this?” she asked as he
pulled up.

“It's a classic,” he said.

“The sports cars were all taken?” she asked
with a smirk.

“Get your ass in here.”

She shrugged, opened the huge door and slid
into the very large front seat.

“You could have a party in this thing,” she
said, looking around.

It was the smirk on his face which clued her
in.

“Oh don't tell me.”

“Why go all the way back to my place?”

He didn't even drive somewhere discrete, but
pulled into the mall parking lot and parked.

“I don't think this is a good idea. I mean,
you could at least find a garage or something.”

He grabbed her by the scruff of the neck and
yanked and she half fell across the huge center console and against
his chest. His hand then shifted to the hair behind her neck,
pulling her further forward so he could kiss her – hard.

His behavior, so confident, so determined,
was both outrageous and exciting. She'd always gotten off on
confident, powerfully built men, and his assumption he could do
whatever he wanted to her was... probably justified. Her body and
mind had both become accustomed to his dominance games lighting her
blood on fire and both flamed as his hands and lips mauled her.

She gasped and yelped as the hand in her hair
forced her halfway across the center console, twisting her around
onto her back as he continued to crush her lips with his. His right
hand pushed down the front of her jeans and she gasped as she felt
his big fingers reach her sex.

“Hot little slut,” he growled.

She jerked back on her hair, sharply enough
to force her head down on the door side, which made her back arch.
She gasped, feeling his other hand slide up across her breasts,
then pull up the tank top to push beneath. He undid her bra and his
fingers found her pebbly nipple, twisting and rolling and pinching
it with a skillful mixture of pleasure and pain.

He twisted her around and slapped her bottom
sharply, then undid his own jeans and pulled the zipper down.

“Do it,” he growled.

Panting, Jamie reached in and pushed down his
boxers, pulling his cock out as she felt him tugging up her tank
top. He forced it up above her breasts, then up more sharply,
pulling her arms up to take it off. Her bra went next as he guided
her lips to his cock.

He was thick and hard, and ten inches long,
and she once again felt the dark, squirming heat of anticipation as
she wrapped her hand and lips around it. The hand didn't stay for
long, of course. It never did. He soon pulled her hands back behind
her, and she felt him cuffing them in place.

Sex was not just a physical thing for him. It
never had been. An integral part of it was him making her burn with
even more lust than he did, and dominating her utterly. He gathered
in her hair and jerked sharply, making her cry out as he lifted her
head up and back. Then, holding his cock himself, he guided her
mouth down, and forced it slowly but determinedly, all the way down
his shaft until her lips were wrapped around the base of his
shaft.

Crack! His hand slapped her bottom
through her jeans.

“Swallow me, slut,” he growled.

A redundant order given she already had him
deep in her throat, of course, but his nasty words were always a
part of the act, a part of his dominance, a part of the dark thrill
that set her pulse racing and her insides thrumming with sexual
heat.

He reached under her hip and undid her belt,
then the clasp of her jeans. He pulled the belt free of its loops
and jerked her jeans and thong down then slapped her bottom sharply
as he pulled up on her hair.

Jamie gasped and gulped in air as his other
hand pulled her jeans right off. That caused another wild jolt of
emotion as she realized she was now completely fucking naked in a
car in a busy, mall parking lot! The windows weren't even
tinted!

He forced her head down his shaft again as he
slapped her bottom.

“Swallow it, you little slut,” he growled,
slapping her again.

He jerked her head up and down, fucking her
mouth and throat, as the hand which had been slapping her ass
pushed between her thighs, forcing them wider, and two fingers
thrust into her sex.

“Hot little sex slave,” he said. “You were
built for this. It's all you should be doing, day and night.”

His fingers pumped in and out and Jamie
shuddered, dazed and growing hotter by the second.

She moaned as his thumb was forced into her
ass at the same time.

“I know a thousand guys who'd line up to use
you,” he said, jerking her head up by the hair so his fat cock
popped free.

Jamie couldn't reply, of course, since she
was too busy dazedly gulping in air in great, ragged gasps.

The fingers pumped in and out of her, three
now, in her sex, with the thumb in her ass, and he was trying to
work the fourth finger into her as he forced her mouth back down
his cock.

Her scalp stung sharply from all the hair
pulling, but having him use her hair like a handle or leash had
become a familiar, and now darkly exciting and outrageous part of
her sex life. Her breasts were pillowed out beneath her against his
thigh, being mashed and rubbed against the fabric of his jeans and
the hard muscled leg beneath as she moved.

Crack!

She gasped at the stinging blow. That wasn't
his hand! It was a strap or belt – hers, she thought.

Crack! Crack!

“Faster, slut.”

Crack! Crack!

He worked her mouth up and down on his cock,
slapping her bottom with the doubled up belt, then abruptly pulled
her head up and wrapped the belt around her throat, using it as a
leash. He'd done it before so it certainly wasn't a surprise.

He pulled on a lever, and the backrest fell
back – fell back so far it was practically a bed, with the headrest
pressed against the rear seat. He tightened his hand on the belt,
just past the loop around her neck, then jerked it up and
forward.

Jamie gurgled, her eyes bulging as she
scrambled to move her body in the direction of the belt, moving in
and forward and around so she straddled him. His fingers came out
of her and she felt the hard, warm slickly erotic touch of his
cock-head against the lips of her sex.

She moaned heatedly, sinking down, reveling
in the thick penetration as it slid deeper and deeper, glorying in
the raw carnal sensation of it as it pushed achingly deep. The ache
didn't matter. The ache was familiar and delicious. She had to have
every inch inside her and shuddered as her buttocks pressed down
firmly on his thighs.

His hands had cupped her buttocks by then,
kneading and squeezing them as his thumbs came up to tug at her
nipple rings and rub her nipples.

“Ride that cock, you slut!” he growled.

She needed no urging, riding up so she could
wallow in the luxurious heat of sliding back down again, doing it
again and again and again, gasping and moaning at every stroke as
he pulled her further forward so he could mouth the center of her
right breast.

She rode him faster and faster, the heat
building within her rapidly. And then it exploded. She exploded,
and he tightened the belt around her throat, making her eyes bulge
as she screamed – or tried to. All that came out was a long
gurgling croak as she bounced atop him and her mind was fried by
the intensity of the power tearing through her.
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They did not go to brunch, but back to his
place, where he quickly stripped her again. It was time to play
dressup, as she thought of it.

Then came a new toy.

“What the hell is that?” she demanded,
staring.

“I found it online.”

“Of course you did,” she said doubtfully.

“It's sort of ah chastity belt.”

“Sort of?”

It was metal. It consisted of a stainless
steel belt and then a narrow metal strip which descended from the
middle of the belt and curved sharply up before widening into a
solid metal plate, though with a hole near the top, and then
narrowing again so that it could join the front of the waist
belt.

She imagined it could be a chastity belt, but
she doubted any normal chastity belt would have a long, stainless
steel tube attached to the lower part, right behind the solid
plate, and what was obviously a butt plug attached right next to
it.

He put some lube on both and then had her
stand with her legs apart as he slowly worked them up inside her
body.

The sense of penetration immediately began to
arouse her again, as the stainless steel dildo slid deep, and then
the butt-plug was forced into her ass. He had her pull the belt
together around her waist and then he fed the tongue of the lower
belt up into it. It all locked together with an audible click,
firmly pressed against her body.

“You really are a fucking pervert,” she said,
admiringly.

“You're just figuring that out now? You sure
you're not a natural blonde?”

There was a small hole near the top of the
plate which was now pressed flat against her. It was not, she
supposed, by design that it was right over the top of her sex –
where her clitoris was. He knelt before her and took a thin rubber
clip, and she gasped as she felt it squeeze in against the hood,
putting pressure firmly in on her clitoris.

The clip was attached to a small length of
blue cord, but as he straightened he fed it straight up her
abdomen, attached it to a longer cord, and fed that up to her
breastbone. Then he attached it to a shorter cord which he clipped
to her nipple rings.

He had her put on the schoolgirl outfit he'd
once had her wear to a hotel room, where they'd played a little
game of teacher and naughty schoolgirl. The kilt was very short,
and the shirt was quite tight and showed her rings and the dark
outlines of her hard nipples beneath. But the green jacket covered
that.

THEN, it was time for lunch.

Jamie was reluctant, to say the least, but he
overrode her anxiety and pulled her back outside and into the car.
She sat down gingerly, gasping, as she felt the hard tip of the
thing he'd shoved inside her jammed up against the very back wall
of her sex.

“Wh-where are we going?” she gulped.

“Oh, I thought we'd keep things informal.
Maybe go for a walk in the park.”

She looked at him warily.

“What? You look quite respectable.”

“I look like every middle-aged man's wet
dream, except I'm a redhead instead of a blonde.”

“The skirt isn't that short. Relax.”

Brooklyn Bridge Park had been built up over a
number of years across eighty five acres of what had once been
industrial docks along the waterfront. She'd been there many times,
but had never felt quite like she did now.

The outfit wasn't so terrible, though she did
stand out given she was six feet tall. The things under the outfit,
on the other hand, were more than slightly distracting. The clip
was attached to her nipple rings, and she had no bra on. That made
her breasts move as she moved, which made her nipples tug against
the cords – which tugged against her clitoris.

The tugging was constant as they moved along
the winding paths amid crowds of people, and impossible to ignore.
The only reassuring thing was that he wasn't about to do anything
too... revealing to her this close to home.

Then the metal probe inside her started to
quiver and buzz – and vibrate.

She gasped and turned to stare at him, but he
was ignoring her, looking casually out at the East River.

“You bastard!” she whispered.

He turned his eyes on her and gave her a
reproving look. “Now is that any way to talk about your
master?”

“You're not my master!” she hissed.

The clip squeezing in on her clitoris was
making it hot and swollen and sensitive to begin with, even without
the constant tugging. The vibrator just made it worse – much, much
worse.

“Whore,” he said in a low, teasing voice.
“Sex maniac. Nympho.”

“Bastard. Prick. Asshole.”

The thing buzzed more strongly and made her
gasp and miss a step.

She tried to ignore it, but her insides were
already crackling with sexual electricity, her lower belly feeling
moist and heavy and filled with pressure. Her skull was throbbing
and her chest tight. Her nipples were tingling and hot and
aching.

They passed a string of pre-schoolers being
led along by some sort of day camp counselors, then a group of
seniors on some benches, with Jamie fighting desperately to ignore
the sensations rippling through her body.

“Feeling well? You look a little
flushed?”

“If I have an orgasm it's going to draw a lot
of attention,” she gulped.

“Not if you show a little self-control.”

“You could turn the vibrator off!”

“I could? I suppose I could. Beg me to.”

She gulped and ignored him, but the thrumming
sexual pressure grew more and more intense.

“Please turn it off.”

He looked out on the water as if he hadn't
heard her.

“Please turn it off, Master!” she gulped.

It stopped buzzing, and she heaved a sigh of
relief. The sexual pressure was still heavy, but the immediacy of
the energy was slowly dissipating as they continued to walk along
the shore.

He turned in to an outdoor restaurant and
they got burgers and fries, then sat down at a picnic table – where
the vibrator started to buzz once more.

“Please turn it off, Master!” she gulped.

He smiled and raised an eyebrow.

“Eat, slave girl. You need to keep your
energy up for things to come.”

She moaned but began to focus on her food,
hoping the distraction would keep the dark, roiling heat at bay. At
least, sitting and leaning over, the cord wasn't constantly tugging
at her clitoris and nipples.

But on the other hand, Danny was able to
slide his hand under the table and under her short skirt, and one
of his fingers pushed into the little round hole and began to rub.
It wasn't rubbing on her clitoris exactly, but on the clip which
squeezed the hood of her sex closed over it.

The effect was a wild rush of sensation,
partly heat, partly aching, all of it making her squirm
helplessly.

His finger came back and he popped it into
his mouth with a grin, then took another bite of burger as she
struggled to expand her lungs.

“Such a naughty girl,” he said. “Clearly you
need to be punished.”

The vibrator turned off, much to her relief.
She found she was sweating in the heat, even though it wasn't
really that hot out. Anxious and keyed up, she hardly tasted the
food as she watched around her warily for any sign anyone noticed
anything amiss.

There were families, teenagers, seniors and
couples all around them in the bright light of day, and this was
absolutely not a place she could climax safely!

She was squirming helplessly, both on the
inside and on the bench, trying to think of very unsexy things.
Danny, meanwhile, was musing aloud about how much she'd bring on
the open market as a sex slave.

“Of course, it might not be an Arab sheikh
who buys you for his harem,” he said blandly. “I mean, a lot of
pimps would pay to own a girl like you. You're too valuable to put
on the street, of course, but you could be chained up at a nice
bordello while the customers come and lay down their money.”

“You're sick.”

“Imagine wearing no clothes, just shackles –
for days at a time, weeks at a time, months at a time, to the point
it wouldn't even feel natural to wear clothing at all.”

The vibrator started up again, and her
insides were soggy mush, a churning, bubbling, sullen volcano ready
to explode.

“You're not eating much,” he said.

She ignored him and he snorted, then got up
and pulled her to her feet. He took her arm in his as he walked her
along.

“Tell me you're my fuck toy,” he said.

“I-I'm your fuck toy, Master,” she
gasped.

The vibrator went still.

“Tell me you love my cock.”

“I love your cock, Master.”

“Tell me you're my sex slave.”

“I'm your sex slave, Master,” she moaned.

They passed a bench with three elderly men on
it. They all turned their heads to watch her pass.

“Tell me you're a bad girl.”

“I-I'm a b-bad girl, Master.”

“Tell me you need to be punished.”

“I need to be punished, Master,” she
groaned.

There were a group of low, red brick
buildings jammed shoulder to shoulder next to the park. Most looked
well-maintained, with shops on the lower floors. One looked like it
was crumbling, with its windows boarded up. Danny led them to that
one, and unlocked the door before leading her inside.

The inside looked pretty much the way the
outside suggested it would. The floors were filthy and scuffed, and
the paint was peeling off the walls. The plaster was falling off
the roof and garbage was strewn about. The place was as silent as a
tomb.

Danny led her further into the place, and
opened an old wooden door. There was a narrow staircase leading
down, and when he flicked a switch a bare light bulb came on down
below.

“Down.”

She gulped but obeyed, gripping the wooden
rail as she made her way down the steep staircase.

The basement was old and unfinished. The
walls were of mortared stones, and the silent hulks of boilers and
a furnace threw shadows across much of the immediate area. The only
clean thing in sight was a wooden chair, sitting incongruously by
the bottom of the stairs.

Danny pulled her jacket back over her
shoulders and off, then draped it across the back of the chair. He
reached around her and unbuttoned her blouse, then undid her skirt
so it slid down her legs. She moaned as he opened her blouse
completely and pulled it back over her shoulders.

Naked, she stepped out of the skirt, and
looked down at the 'chastity belt' gripping her, even as the
vibrator came on again.

“Take off your shoes and socks.”

She hesitated only an instant. Yes, it looked
filthy, like there ought to be rats and roaches, but she was too
aroused, and depended on Danny having checked out such things. He
rarely did anything without planning.

He took some soft rope from the pocket of his
jacket and drew her wrists together behind her back, tying them
firmly. She gasped as he gripped her hair, tugging her head back,
then pushed a ball-gag into her open mouth, drawing it back behind
her and buckling it in place.

He released her hair and gave her a push.

“Go.”

She looked at him, then ahead. The single
bulb didn't provide a lot of light. There was another further up,
but darkness between. She gulped, her heart thumping, then moved
slowly forward. Her bare feet felt the cold stone underneath, and
the grit and dirt her toes were moving through.

Her wrists pulled and twisted against the
rope as she moved, and the cord tugged on her clitoris and nipples.
As she moved further from the bulb behind her she found she could
hardly see at all. She turned her head to look behind her but there
was no sign of Danny.

What the fuck was he up to!?

She moved slowly forward, toes feeling the
way, until the next small bare bulb was close enough for her to see
– to see that nothing was blocking her way anyway. She moved a
little further forward, pulse racing, and found herself in an open
area. This was cleaner than the one behind her, and she saw a chain
dangling from the ceiling in the middle.

She licked her lips and looked around as she
moved closer to it. Then movement made her yelp and jerk her head
around as something moved in the near darkness further back!

A figure stepped forward, still shrouded in
shadow. Her pulse raced, for this was certainly not Danny! Though
who it was she could only guess! It was... male, and clad in one of
those full body spandex bodysuits - black, even his head and face
completely covered.

His silence was unnerving! She felt the
hotness of her face as the silent figure examined her, embarrassed
but... it was probably someone who'd already seen her like this!
Still, embarrassing, anxious, stressful – and darkly, helplessly
thrilling.

She backed up as he moved forward, but there
was nowhere to go, and a large hand came up and gripped her by the
throat.

Jamie gurgled helplessly as her eyes bulged a
little. The hand didn't really squeeze, but the fingers and thumb
pressed up to where the major blood vessels pumped blood into her
brain.

He released her, leaving her gasping, then
quickly and roughly seized her hair, jerking it back and forcing
her back to arch. He pushed her forward to stand under the chain,
then forced her to bend over. His grip shifted from her hair to her
wrists, lifting them up sharply behind her, high behind her, making
her cry out.

He bound her wrists to the chain, then
reached down between her legs, opening the clip there.

Jamie groaned involuntarily as a rush of
sensation swept into her, almost making her legs shake. He undid
the metal belt, and then slowly drew the metal tube out of her
sodden depths.

He moved quickly, pulling the cord now
dangling from her nipples back, shortening the thing somehow, then
clipping it to hood over her clitoris once more. A thick dildo
pushed into her ass, much longer than the butt-plug, and made of
something softer, like silicone.

Then a thicker one pushed into her sodden,
almost dripping wet sex!

Having a stranger – or at least, someone
whose identity was hidden – doing this to her, being completely at
his mercy, was making her mind swirl and churn wildly!

The new dildo was thicker, stretching her so
she ached. And as he thrust it home the lower part pushed down,
distended, pressing against her clitoris. The thing started to buzz
and vibrate, and she moaned helplessly.

She was running through the list of names, of
men who Danny had involved in their nasty little games before.
There was Terris. He was large and very black, a cop in the First
Precinct. And Collins, one of Danny's fed friends. That had been
one of the most outrageous little setups so far! Then that soldier
from the 10th Mountain Division, Connor. And of course,
there had been women, but this was a man.

It didn't mean it was one of the men who had
already seen her naked, though. It wasn't like he'd given her
warnings before! It seemed sometime that his intent was to show her
that she would be made to come regardless of who was using her,
that any man would do. Which was simply not true!

But in this situation...

Then another figure moved forward and she
moaned. It was another guy in another black bodysuit. She couldn't
see a thing in the dim light other than his shadowy shape. The eyes
were just dark depressions – which were menacing in the dim
light.

The two men began to touch her, their hands
moving over her body, squeezing and roughly groping her. They
didn't stay in the same place, either, moving around so that she
lost track of which was which, even as they pumped the dildo in her
ass, and jerked on her hair as the big vibrator buzzed against
her.

Suddenly the one in front of her unzipped the
body suit. She hadn't even known it had a fly, but he pulled out a
thick, hard cock, lifted her head up by the hair, and began to rub
it across her face. As he held her hair up he reached behind her
neck and unbuckled the gag, then pulled it free, letting her gasp
briefly before pushing his cock into her mouth.

It was hard to tell but it looked white to
her, and not Danny's! She was thoroughly familiar with the size and
look of his erection!

The black figure before her gripped her hair
in both hands and began to work his hips in and out, pumping the
cock in her mouth. She was not at all surprised when he pushed
forward, and his cock slid deep into her throat.

Suddenly the other one leaned forward and
held a cell phone up next to her head. It wasn't to take a picture,
thought. There was a voice on it.

“I hope you're enjoying yourself, Slave
girl,” Danny said. “I didn't want you to be bored today, and I had
an appointment I had to keep. These guys will keep you entertained
until it's time for you to go to work. Enjoy.”

The phone hung up, leaving her with the
emotional jolt of first thinking he had abandoned her here in
this... abandoned building with two strangers! Then she began to
doubt that. It would be just like him to record something like that
ahead of time! But what if he had left her here with
strangers!?

The thought was not terribly frightening. He
wouldn't have left her with anyone who would harm her, after all.
But the thought filled her with a sense of uncertainty and anxiety,
and a deep sense of being helpless, naked and alone and in the
control of complete strangers!

That made her feel even less in control, even
more riding the rapids without a paddle, and, and she knew
instantly he would know this, even more like some sort of sexual
slave girl or prisoner!

Given the way her mind had become addicted to
his domination and submission games that sent an overpowering wave
of thrilled heat and arousal even as the man before her buried the
last inch of his cock in her throat and then held her face pressed
firmly against his crotch. She shuddered, her pussy squeezing down
on the thick vibrator and her hips jerking and spasming as she
sought to thrust herself back against it and the vibrator!

Crack!

She jerked at the stinging pain across her
bottom.

Crack!

Another blow left a line of burning flesh
behind.

Crack!

He was using some kind of belt or strap, she
thought as the man before her pulled back out and let her gulp in
air. Her mind reeled from the swirling, churning emotions and the
multiple sensations roiling through her nervous system! Her insides
were still squeezing tightly around the big cock they'd shoved into
her as the vibrator buzzed with alarming strength!

Crack!

She gasped at the stinging, and the heat it
left behind, and cried out at the next blow even as the man before
her rubbed his spit-wet cock over her face.

Crack!

The blow cut across her bottom again, sending
her jerking forward, and then again, and again as the man before
her thrust himself into her throat once more and began to pump in
and out. She gurgled dazedly, but welcomed the penetration, feeling
a powerful sense of... submission, or surrender, as if she had
thrown her legs wide to embrace whatever use they wanted to make of
her.

His cock moved in and out of her throat as
she stared through glassy eyes at it, moaning around the feel of
the solid flesh moving inside her. She shuddered again and again to
the blows against her buttocks, and squeezed down on the big
vibrator inside her.

She had gotten used to deep throating Danny,
who was longer and thicker than this man, but controlling her gag
reflex when someone drove himself into you slowly was one thing,
controlling it when they pumped in and out was much more
difficult.

She gurgled and choked a little as he used
her mouth and throat, distracted repeatedly by the sharp, stinging
blows to her upraised buttocks and the wild, bubbling, steaming
flood of sensation and sexual electricity whipping back and forth
through her body.

Her shoulders ached and she gulped in air
dazedly as the man pulled out of her throat, her scalp aching too.
She cried out as her hair was pulled up and back more. She couldn't
straighten up the way her arms were locked up above her, and the
belt or strap continued to snap down across her buttocks, which
were getting burning hot!

But it was only heat, and her inner heat was
what transfixed her. As her sexual fever grew more intense even the
sharp stings of the strap seemed to resonate through her groin to
the thrumming, pulsing hunger of her sex, and some part of her
exulted in every blow.

Then they stopped, and the big vibrator was
pulled free of her. An instant later the man behind thrust himself
home in her sopping, burning sex, and she screamed around the cock
in her mouth as she came. Powerful hands gripped her hips and
jerked her back to meet his thrusts as he started to pound against
her while the man before her held her hair in one hand and crushed
her left breast with the other!

The clip squeezing down on her clitoris
tugged against it repeatedly now as her breasts wobbled beneath
her, adding another blinding wave of sensation to the orgasm
threatening to consume her mind! She screamed out every breath in
her lung, sucked in just enough to scream it out again, then did it
a third time, her mind bathed in a fiery rush of pleasure that
almost drove her into unconsciousness.

She groaned as it leaked away, leaving her in
a state of dazed euphoria. The two men changed places, and her body
jerked to and fro as she was ridden hard, hips pounding against
her. The man before her shoved his big, thick cock slowly down her
throat, filling her to overflowing.

And she knew this cock. Bodysuit or not.
She'd spent too much time on it. He could play whatever game he
wanted, but this, she knew, was Danny. That knowledge lent her a
degree of relaxation even as she tried to keep from sinking to her
knees on the cold stone floor, even as her head began to throb from
lack of oxygen.

He pulled back, letting her breath, rubbing
himself over her face. And she groaned in the afterglow of orgasm
as the man behind continued to rut against her. A few slaps to the
face woke her up, then a few slaps to her dangling breasts set her
to work sucking and bobbing on the front of his cock as her body
continued to jerk to and fro.

The cord was still tugging at her nipples and
clitoris, and the dark heat was soon building once again, building
into a second massive orgasm that had her gripped something barely
short of rapture, trembling and shaking and bucking back against
the man fucking her – whoever that was!

 


 





Chapter Seven

 


 


 


 


A hockey game at Madison Square Gardens. That
should have been the ultimate assignment for Jamie. She was
forbidden from wearing her Rangers jersey, though. And she and Cruz
had split up, paired with two other anti-crime cops. John Harold
was the guy with her. He was about twenty seven, her height but
much broader in chest and shoulder, and as a veteran of two years
on Anti-crime, pretty casual about it all.

“Beer,” he said. “That's our whole problem.
Beer. Get rid of the beer and we wouldn't even need to show
up.”

Jamie didn't disagree. She'd been to a lot of
games, not just hockey, but baseball and football. The problems
always came from drunks.

“Maybe the Mormons have it right,” she
said.

“Of course we do,” he replied.

She looked at him in surprise. “You
kidding?”

“No. Why would I kid about that?” he said
seriously. “I'm a member of the church of Jesus Christ of Latter
Day Saints.”

“Uhm, okay.”

“Don't worry. I don't proselytize at work.
And I don't judge people.”

“Everyone judges everyone else,” she said.
“It's human nature.”

“All right. Be that as it may, I try not to
judge people, except for criminals, of course.”

They were both wearing civilian jackets,
t-shirts and jeans, and patrolling outside, not inside. Inside was
mostly for the paid duty cops working on their own time. The two of
them started out in Penn station, underneath, watching the hordes
of boisterous fans arriving.

“Keep your eye out for people wearing
orange,” he said.

“Can we shoot them?”

He snorted in amusement.

The Flyers were playing the Rangers tonight,
and the fans hated each other. The season had barely started but
that really didn't matter.

“You a Rangers fans? Harold asked.”

She raised her eyebrows. “Of course.”

“Islanders all the way, baby,” he said.

She made a face and pushed her finger against
his shoulder. “Move further away from me, please. I don't want to
be standing too close. The dullness might rub off.”

He laughed.

There were people in Flyers jerseys, and they
got the occasional ribbing from Rangers fans, but nobody was drunk
yet, so everything seemed good-natured – or at least, not
illegal.

She had time to think about Danny's latest
wild sexual experience, and shake her head, mentally at least, at
the extremes of her sex life now. The other guy involved was, at
least, familiar. It was Connor, who had come into town for a visit
with his sister. Fortunately, he had no idea what his sister had
done with she and Danny a few weeks earlier.

But at the time... at the time when she'd
thought it was a pair of strangers... that had made her almost
breathless with heat, and she didn't really understand why. She'd
come like crazy without even knowing who was fucking her.

So had sex been reduced to just the physical?
No, hardly that. There had been to much raw heat, too much
thrilled, almost disabling arousal coming from the situation, from
the scene, quite aside from whatever physical they'd done to
her.

So that element of... helplessness, of
bondage, of... being dominated, even degraded, that had become
something so thrilling to her that it seemed it didn't matter who
did it. What did that make her? A helpless nympho who could be tied
up and used by anyone? Yet, she knew she would resist that if it
wasn't someone she knew, someone she trusted. So that wasn't so
very bad, was it?

The orgasms she'd had, the first two in
particular, had been so shattering that she still twitched just at
the memory. God! The things that man put her through! Yet how could
she complain given the results?

Where would it all end, though?

At the moment she was feeling irked because
her nipples were still sore and sensitive, and her clitoris still
felt hot and swollen. Those clips tugging repeatedly on them had
had more of an impact on her body than the strap Danny had used on
her ass!

“Uh oh,” she said.

He turned from looking the other way and
followed her gaze to a group which had gotten off the subway. There
were about six of them, and they weren't in orange but black. They
all had black hoodies, though the hoods were down. And most carried
backpacks.

They silently watched the group make their
way up the stairs, then turned to follow.

“What are these people up to?” he said
softly.

“Might just be a coincidence in how they're
dressed.”

He snorted.

They followed them through the concourse and
out onto the street, Harold took her arm and they strolled up the
sidewalk as the group crossed to the other side of the road. They
followed them up two blocks, then crossed the streets as they
turned around the corner onto 31st.

Then they all went into a garage.

“What you figure? They're getting their car?”
he said cynically.

“Its.... possible.”

He raised his eyebrows.

“I didn't say it was likely.”

He called Cruz and she told them to stay put
and watch. And a few minutes later she and Tony joined them.
Shortly after that five more people in black hoodies came up the
street and went into the parking garage.

“What do you figure these assholes are up
to?” Tony asked.

“Could be the game but I dunno. They couldn't
get inside.”

“So who? ANTIFA or Black Lives Matter?” Jamie
asked.

“They all looked like white kids to me,” Cruz
said.

“So the Black Block?”

She shrugged. “There's a lot of joint
membership in these far left groups.”

She called in and got connected to the NYPD
intelligence unit, which tracked extremist groups of all kinds, to
see if anything was going on in the the area around them that might
attract any of the groups in question.

“Shouldn't we already know that if there
was?” Tony asked.

She shrugged as they watched several more
black clad people walk up the street and disappear into the
garage.

“You two go around the back in case they go
out that way,” she told Harold.

They hurried up the block and turned onto
30th, where the garage had a separate entrance and
exit.

“There's a fur store on this side,” Jamie
said into her radio.

“Two of them,” Harold added.

“Four of them,” Jamie said as they walked
along.

“Five,” she said a minute later.

“What is this, fur street?” she said softly
to Harold.

He shrugged. “You think these could be
anti-fur types?”

“I would guess all the Left-wing groups hate
fur stores even if they aren't rabid environmentalists,” she said.
“Only rich capitalists shop there.”

A minute later an unmarked car parked up the
road, one she recognized as an undercover police car. Two more came
and parked within the next couple of minutes, then a fourth.

“We think it's the fur stores,” Cruz said
over the radio. “Let them start in and we'll grab them in the
act.”

“If they have stuff in those bags, we could
probably just bust them for intent,” Harold said. “The law is a
little hazy, though. Convicting people for smashing windows is a
lot easier than convicting them for having hammers in their
backpacks.”

“Harder on the glass,” she said.

He shrugged. “Rich capitalists. I'm sure
they've got insurance.”

The radio sparked and Harold held it up.

“We sent a car inside to park. There's like
thirty of them in there. We're sending for more units.”

She and Harold exchanged looks. Then, a
couple of minutes later, he nudged her and nodded his head as a
group of at least half a dozen black clad individuals came up the
street. As they watched, they pulled their hoodies up and tied them
in place.

“We got more on this side,” Harold said into
the radio. “I think they're getting ready.”

Suddenly there was what looked like a mob of
hoody wearing people coming out of the garage, most of them wearing
kerchiefs over their lower faces.

“It's going down,” Harold said into the
radio.

The ones coming up the street were pulling
things out of backpacks. The group crossing the street were already
holding various implements in their hands, including hammers,
hatchets and spray cans. They scattered towards the half dozen fur
stores as she and Harold drew back into the entrance to one of the
old brown brick buildings.

Jamie could see the other cops in
plainclothes starting to get out of cars even as the first of the
black mob attacked the plate glass window of the fur store closest
to her with a hatchet. She saw a couple of NYPD vans cut across the
end of the block at Eighth Avenue, blocking it. The side doors slid
open and uniformed cops carrying helmets and clubs began to jump
out.

The black mob didn't notice as they eagerly
hacked and pounded on the thick, reinforced windows of various fur
stores. Jamie glanced at Harold and he moved forward, the two of
them going for the closest of the group as they pulled their badges
out and let them dangle on their chests.

“Police!” he shouted. “You're all under
arrest!”

The other plainclothes cops were running in
and grabbing people at random, especially the ones hacking at the
windows. One of the windows shattered and a moment later fire
flared up as someone tossed a Molotov cocktail inside.

Jamie went for a skinny guy holding a hammer
and he swung it at her. She jumped back, blocked, and kicked him in
the ribs, then punched him solidly in the face as he started to
drop. The street was filled with shouting voices, and then sirens
as blue and whites started to race up from both Eight and
Seventh.

She heard the crack sound of tazers going off
several times. Then there were gunshots, which produced more
screams and shouting. She was already down with a knee on the neck
of the guy she'd grabbed and her other knee on his extended arm.
She glanced around but couldn't see where the shots had come from
or what was happening so drew her gun.

It soon looked like things were calming down,
though, except for a girl screaming repeatedly down the street.
NYPD vans came up the street, lights flashing, along with the
patrol cars, lighting up the street in red, white, yellow and blue
light.

She hesitated and then holstered her gun as
she finished handcuffing the guy below her, who was gasping for
breath due to the kick in the ribs. She yanked back the hoodie and
pulled the scarf down to reveal a thin face of a guy her age or a
bit less with a scraggly brown goatee

“You tried to hit me with a hammer,” she
said, slapping his forehead. “That's a no-no.”

She yanked him to his feet and led him
towards one of the vans.

“Fu-fucking bitch!” he gasped, still
wheezing.

“Whatever you say, pal. I bet some big black
guy will be saying that to you at Ryker's Island soon.”

She shoved him into the side of the van, next
to another of his kind, a girl. The uniform was searching a third
one as a fourth was being shoved into the back of the van.

“You search her?” she asked the uniform.

He shook his head, and she jerked the hoody
back and pulled down the girl's scarf.

“Say hello to the world, honey,” she said,
running her hands through her bleached blonde hair.

“Who told you?” the girl demanded, turning
her head angrily.

“God. Face the van. And you really need a new
conditioner,” she said, moving her hands down over her shoulder and
then down her body.

“Don't touch me!”

She ignored the girl, casually groping her
breasts, then moving her hands down her stomach and up her back as
the girl squirmed angrily.

“You want one of the men to search you
instead?” she demanded.

That shut her up and Jamie finished the
search, then pushed her into the arms of the guy at the door and he
pulled her forward and helped her up into the van.

Jamie went up the street to see what had
caused the gunfire, noting as she did that the fur store which had
been molotoved was burning nicely.

“Move these cars out of the way!” one of the
white shirts ordered. “The fire department has to get in here!”

A lot of the blue and whites were moved over
to the side, parking half on the sidewalk on the other side of the
street as she heard the air horns in the distance. She walked over
and saw one of the guys in a black hoodie was down on his back,
gasping and moaning as a couple of cops applied a compress to a
chest wound. A hatchet sat on the road next to him.

She shook her head. NYPD policy was pretty
clear. Anyone with any sort of weapon coming at you was fair game
to shoot if you felt threatened. From the looks of it, a
plainclothes cop talking with one of the white shirted officers was
the guy who had shot him.

Better him than me, she thought.

She found Cruz, who looked pleased. “I think
we got most of them,” she said. “And hardly any damage.”

“Unless the building burns down,” Tony said,
looking at the fire doubtfully.

“These old places are built a lot better than
the newer ones,” she replied. “And they're almost here anyway.”

The first pumper turned the corner ahead and
raced down the street, slowed and then stopped near the fur store.
As she watched, one of the firefighters jumped out then climbed up
atop the truck, fiddled with something on top, and swung a long
mounted barrel around to point at the window.

A heavy stream of water poured out, flooding
into the store, and dousing the fire in seconds.

There was an hour or so of wrap-up and then
they took off back to the station to fill out arrest forms.

“See more of these people lately, from both
sides of the political spectrum,” Cruz said. “It's like more
people, especially younger ones, don't have any respect for whoever
they identify as the other side.”

“Well, I don't think you'll see a bunch of
religious conservatives trashing businesses,” Harold said.

“No, bashing heads maybe.”

They got back in time for the end of the
game, which the Rangers had won.

“That should mean they're in a better mood,”
Harold said.

The crowd which filed into Penn Station
seemed pretty happy, overall, but there were a lot of flushed
faces. And then some guy in a Rangers jersey snatched the Flyers
ball cap off another guy's head and ran for it, with laughter and
curses erupting behind him. The Flyers fan gave chase, along with
his friends, and then the Rangers' friends apparently joined
in.

She and Harold moved to intercept them as the
Rangers fan got tackled. One of the other Flyers hauled off to kick
him but Harold yanked him back by the collar and he stumbled and
fell on his ass.

“Break it up! Police!” he said in a very
loud, deep and expressive voice Jamie envied.

“Nobody goes to jail tonight! It's too much
work!”

He yanked the Flyers fan, clutching his hat,
up off the Rangers guy and pushed him away as Jamie shoved a couple
of others back. A couple of MTA security guys rushed in to help and
the Rangers fan was pulled it his feet.

“Do you want to go jail tonight?” Harold
demanded, shaking him by the scruff of his neck.

“No! No!” the fan gasped, stumbling, his head
jerking in and out.

“Then go home and don't cause any more
trouble!”

He shoved him into the arms of other Rangers
fans, glaring at them all.

Jamie wondered if he was just itching to give
them a lecture on the evils of demon liquor.

“Go home!” Jamie called. “You had a good
night. Don't ruin it by being stupid.”

“Or you'll be spending the night with us,”
Harold added.

The crowd dissipated as people remembered
trains to catch, and everything returned to normal as they went
back to watching.

“Demon alcohol,” she said judiciously.

He rolled his eyes suspiciously at her but
didn't say anything.

*

She decided to spend the night at Danny's,
though he wouldn't be there. This was her 'weekend' even if it
wasn't on the weekend, and she was sure he'd want to do some
'stuff' together.

She got undressed, had a shower, and lay in
bed with her laptop, flicking back and forth between the late night
talk shows.

She found her spam filter had six hundred
pieces of mail, which was definitely a record. She clicked on the
folder suspiciously and saw a lot of spam from porn sites, penis
implant sales, overseas real estate, and Nigerian lottery
scams.

Her email, of course, would be linked to her
Facebook account, and whoever had hacked the latter would know the
former. She flicked back to her in-basket and skimmed the contents.
There wasn't much of it, and the only one she didn't recognize was
from someone named John Smith, which wasn't calculated to make her
trust it much.

She had the antivirus scan it and it reported
it contained a virus, which she promptly deleted. Another was from
Armani Warranty Office. She had, in a burst of hyperactive
consumerist enthusiasm, bought an Armani jacket which had caught
her eyes a few months ago, so after scanning it she opened it.

Whore! it said in large red
letters.

Not, she guessed, the usual greeting Armani
used for its customers.

Islamophobes like you will all meet your end
when the Caliphate takes over this country! Be sure that it is
coming! We are out breeding you because we have real men, and not
sodomites! Our women have children instead of wasting their time on
expensive clothing! You will awake to Sharia and learn your place,
whore!

“Charming,” she said.

She forwarded it to her cousin, then got
distracted by Trevor Noah for a few minutes.

She finally turned out the lights and pulled
the sheets around herself. She slept naked, usually, and knew
whatever she wore would likely be torn off in the morning anyway,
so didn't bother.
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She was not surprised to wake up feeling very
aroused. Nor to find the sheets had been pulled off her so Danny
could gently stroke her clitoris with a slick finger. She groaned
groggily and arched her back as his other hand slid smoothly up her
belly and over one of her breasts.

“Welcome home,” she sighed.

“And what a beautiful present to find in my
bed.”

She grinned. “You knew I'd be here.”

“It's why I rushed. Well, that and an
appointment with my banker.”

“You have a banker?” she asked as his finger
continued to caress her clitoris.

“I'm rich. Remember?”

“Your parents are rich.”

“Okay, well, they've been holding some money
for me in a fiduciary trust, and now I'm going to take over that
money.”

“Hmmm, gonna buy me a present?

“Don't I buy you lots of presents?” he asked,
kneading her breast.

“No, you buy me things that you like to play
with, like sex toys, and things you like to see me wearing, like
slutty lingerie and stiletto slut boots.”

“Slut boots?”

“You know the ones.”

“Are you complaining?”

“Uhm, no,” she said.

“That's good, because otherwise I might have
to punish you,” he said, peeling his shirt up and off.

She grinned and raised her leg, her bare foot
sliding up and down against his crotch as he undid his belt and
then the clasp.

He jerked his pants down and then half fell
atop her, between her legs. She could feel him hardening against
her belly as he kissed her and ground himself against her, and
moaned as she let her knees spread wide.

He didn't waste a lot of time, and she
groaned as he pushed into her, slid deep, and then, still kissing
her, began a slow, lazy, grinding, stroking motion with his
hips.

The motions got faster and harder quickly,
and she gasped as he drove himself into her with more and more
power and strength, drawing her legs up and around him before he
grabbed them and shoved them back, lifting them over his
shoulders.

*

She was dressed in another dress he'd bought
her, which immediately roused her suspicions, even though it was a
fairly modest one. The only modest thing Danny had ever bought her
had been a dress to meet his parents.

“I have clothes, you know,” she said.

“You have few clothes here, and this is a
very fancy place. I want to make the right... impression.”

“Why?”

“Because it's important.”

“He's just a banker. He works for you.”

“This is not a corner branch of some bank.
It's an investment bank for the well-to-do. Very snooty.”

“Why do you need one?”

“You ask a lot of questions.”

“How else am I going to get answers?”

“You don't need answers. Sex slaves just do
as they're told.”

“I'm not your sex slave.”

“You keep doing that, but I have the videos
and pictures to prove otherwise.”

“You better hope that hacker guy that's
stalking me doesn't get them,” she growled.

She told him about her latest email and he
snorted.

“My stuff is protected by the same software
the agency uses.”

“Yeah, and the CIA never gets hacked.”

“We're not the CIA. We're better than
them.”

She sniffed.

The dress was short, but not immodestly so.
It was well above the knees, but loose, and not so dangerously high
she had to worry about bending over. It was dark green, which went
with her hair, with a lighter pattern throughout. Big brown buttons
went down to the waist, but there was no cleavage, and it had
loose, flouncy sleeves which gave it a carefree, bohemian look.

Then he introduced her to a new pair of
boots. These too were leather, and went above the knees, but the
heels were closer to three inches than six, and the fabric was a
light fawn colored suede.

“You have good taste, sometimes,” she
said.

“Thanks, I think.”

The bank was on Fifth Avenue, in a century
old gray brick building in the financial district. And it wasn't on
the ground floor, but eighteen floors up.

“What kind of bank is on the eighteenth
floor?” she asked.

“The kind for rich people.”

She snorted doubtfully. She had her doubts
about just how real his visit was and just what was going to happen
during it. He'd made her wear a butt-plug, after all. And he had a
history of ambushing her with dark, nasty things which blew her
mind before she had the chance to object.

Still, the place was clearly old money, and
when they got to the eighteenth floor, it was clearly a prestigious
place, with hardwood floors and paneled walls. There were two very
attractive receptionists facing the elevator with the kind of
snooty look which even lower level employees seemed to often take
on when they worked for a high class organization.

Everyone seemed to be dressed for the office,
including Danny, who was in one of his three piece power suits. She
felt comparatively undressed, but then, she didn't exactly need to
impress anyone. Besides, she was better looking than the
receptionists, she decided. The blonde's dye job wasn't that good
and the brunette had too much makeup. And their office dresses were
too tight.

An ingratiating man in a three piece black
suit who reminded her of a funeral home director came to get them,
led them down a hall and through a door into a board room which
looked out on the city below. The room was about thirty feet
square, with very thick, deep red carpeting, and a glossy wooden
boardroom table in the middle that could seat twenty.

“Mister Sullivan will be here shortly,” the
man said, before leaving and closing the door behind him.

“Is this going to take long?” she asked,
pulling out one of the thick leather chairs.

“I'm not entirely sure,” he said, pulling out
the one next to her and sitting down.

“Bored already?”

“No.”

“I can make things less boring,” he said, his
hand dropping between her legs.

“That's okay,” she said, gripping his wrist
and pushing it away as she turned to eye the door.

“No extra effort as long as I'm here.”

His hand caressed her leg below the hem, then
slid up underneath.

Jamie gulped and kept her head turned so she
could eye the door as his fingers slid up her thighs and began to
stroke her through her G-string. His fingers slid inside then and
skilfully stroked her as she alternated between watching the door
and frowning at him.

“You're a horny boy.”

“Man.”

“You're an extremely horny man.”

“Only because I'm constantly exposed to
you.”

She wasn't displeased with the words.

“I thought it was me that was constantly
being exposed.”

“You should be naked all the time.”

“I don't think the NYPD would approve.”

“I have lots of money now. You can be a kept
woman.”

“Why work then?”

“Because I like my work.”

“Me too.”

“It doesn't give you orgasms,” he said, as
his fingers stroked her.

“That is true,” she said, her breathing
getting faster.

“I should have had you wear that
vibrator.”

“You want me to have orgasms here in the
board room?”

“Everywhere,” he said with a grin.

He turned his chair fully towards her,
reached over and slid his hands under her buttocks, then lifted her
up bodily and set her down on his lap facing him!

“Danny!” she gasped, twisting her head to
look towards the door. “That guy said...”

“I can't have my girlfriend sitting on my
lap? I doubt that will shock Sullivan.”

His hands were on her back as he leaned in to
kiss her, but then one slid over her hip and up to cup and kneed
her breast through the thin fabric of the dress, then down and
under her skirt, finding her sex once more.

Jamie's heart was beating faster, partly
because she feared discovery and partly because she suspected this
was the prelude to another of his outrageous little situations that
drove her insane. She felt his finger wriggling slowly up inside
her and gasped, for his finger was thick and long and people were
passing by out front of the office!

“I wonder how fast I could make you
come.”

“You want me screaming in here?”

“I'm sure you can restrain yourself,” he said
with a smirk.

“I thought you were the one who liked
restraining me!”

He laughed and slid his finger out of her
then into his mouth.

The door opened and she scrambled off him and
back into her chair as three men came in. They were all in
expensive suits, and certainly looked like banker types to Jamie.
They all had straight-laced haircuts, and stern faces. One of them
nodded at Danny and they moved around to the other side of the
table and sat down.

All of them looked at her with disapproval,
and she blushed slightly.

“Mister Lucas, this is Jeremy Morgan,” the
one in the middle said, nodding his head at a tall man in his
forties with graying temples. “And Adam Foster,” he said, nodding
at a younger man in his mid to late thirties wearing a very
attractive dark gray suit.

Foster had very short dark hair, almost
shaved.

“And I am Peter Sullivan,” he said, looking
at Jamie.

Sullivan was about forty, with wide shoulders
and a handsome, square jawed face with piercing gray eyes.

“Now, we've been looking at the paperwork,
and all seems to be in order as far as transferring the trust is
concerned. Your intention is to move the funds into another trust
with interests in stock and convertible debentures of various
corporations.”

He looked towards Foster. “You have the
papers? Ah, yes,” he said as the younger man handed it to him.

“Everything looks in order and the tax
implications should be fairly easy to deal with.”

He passed a number of forms across the table
for Danny to sign while Jamie looked around idly.

“Now, you have the collateral you mentioned?”
Sullivan said.

“Yes.”

Danny pushed back his chair and stood up and
then Jamie was startled as he pulled her chair out.

“Up, slave girl.”

She started to rise before the words hit her
and she felt a sudden jolt of surprise, mixed with embarrassment
and a wildly rising sense of anxiety that froze her in
uncertainty.

Suddenly she felt his hand in her hair behind
her neck, jerking it up and back sharply. Her hands jerked at her
sides, but he had practically trained her not to reach back
to grab at his wrist when he pulled her hair like this.

“Look at this and imagine how much it might
be worth,” he said, his other hand sliding down her body.

His hand undid the big buttons in the center
of the dress, and Jamie felt her emotions churning more and more
violently even as the dress opened. He released her hair, jerked
the dress over her shoulders, and let it fall to the floor around
her ankles.

Jamie instinctively jerked her hands up over
her chest but got a sharp, stinging slap to the bottom.

“Hands at your sides, slave!”

That voice... it was the one he always
used when he gave her orders, that command voice, the one that made
her jerk, that made her breathless, that made her feel as if she
really had no choice at all and had her responding at once!

She felt his fingers at her bra strap, and
felt it parting. She felt another jolt, her fingers trembling as
her hands sought to rise, but they stayed where they were as he
pulled her bra off to expose her breasts.

“Very fine,” said Sullivan as they stared at
her breasts.

Jamie gasped as he jerked back on her hair
again.

“She's not fine, Mister Sullivan. She's an
incredibly rare specimen of a willing and hyper responsive sex
slave, obedient, skillful and highly disciplined.”

His other hand pushed into the front of the
little G-string and his fingers caressed her as the three stern
looking men looked on.

“She doesn't fake orgasms. In fact, you have
to gag her to keep the sound from bothering the neighbors if you
have neighbors.”

He drew his fingers out and then took a thick
strap from inside his jacket, releasing her hair as he wrapped it
around her throat. It wasn't a strap, she realized dazedly, but a
collar. A moment later he had slid two smaller ones around her
wrists, and then was clipping them together behind her back.

“How much do you think you could sell her
for?” Sullivan asked.

“The right person would pay many hundreds of
thousands,” Danny said, grasping her hair again to jerk back and
force her back to arch.

“Look at these breasts,” he said as his hand
moved over them.

“These aren't fake. They're real. But look
how firm they are. How often do you find breasts this firm this
size?”

His hand squeezed one of her breasts, and his
fingers stroked the swollen nipple.

“They do look firm,” Foster said. “You're
sure those are real?”

“Of course.”

Danny jerked on her hair and she stumbled
back. He reached down and pulled the dress out from under her
booted feet, then marched her around the table to stand before the
three men, who turned their chairs.

“Feel.”

Jamie felt her heart pounding as each man, in
turn, reached up to fondle her breasts.

“Definitely real,” Foster said.

“But beautiful girls aren't that rare,” Mr.
Lucas,” Sullivan said.

“Beautiful girls this responsive and obedient
are,” Lucas said.

He reached into the G-string and then tore it
off her, exposing her completely.

Another wild jolt of shocked emotions swept
through Jamie as the three men looked at her sex!

Danny slid his finger up and down against the
line of her sex, then held it up to show the men it was wet.

“Not many girls as beautiful as this one are
nearly as easily aroused.”

He jerked sharply on her hair and Jamie cried
out.

“Spread your legs, slut!” he barked.

Moaning, she obeyed, as wild, churning rushes
of confused emotions tore through her. The embarrassment and
anxiety were still the most powerful, but the confusion was fading,
and a dark, thrilled sense of outrageous heat was starting to
rise.

It was clear he'd set this up in advance. And
it was hardly the first time he had exposed her body to strangers.
Still, they were in an office building and she could hear people
walking by outside, and this whole situation he'd created was
shocking and an incredible emotional shock!

“Feel,” Danny offered.

She moaned as first one man, then the next,
ran his fingers along her sex, then slid one up inside her to twist
and turn a little before pulling back.

“Very warm and moist,” Foster said.

“You say she's highly skilled,” Morgan
said.

“I've trained her myself,” Danny said.

He pushed her towards his chair and then
forced her to her knees as Morgan unzipped his trousers! Jamie felt
yet another wild emotional jolt as the he drew his cock out and
Danny pushed forward on her hair.

“Service this man, slave,” he barked.

And so she did. There didn't seem to be
anything else to do. It didn't seriously occur to her to refuse.
What would that bring her? It would ruin this... situation he'd put
together, and leave everyone feeling extremely awkward – especially
her!

But falling into the role of 'sex slave' felt
natural, along with its absolution of any responsibility or shame
or guilt. Slave girls, after all, simply did as they were told.

“The long form, slave,” Danny ordered.

That meant she was to take her time, and so
as the man jerked his trousers down she licked at his thighs, and
then, feeling somewhat dazed, licked at his testicles before
mouthing them, rubbing her face against his erection as she sucked
on his balls.

“She's very adaptable, and she looks great as
a blonde. You saw the pictures I sent,” Danny said.

“Yes, very attractive. A lot of our Middle
Eastern and African clients like blonde slave girls,” Sullivan
said.

Jamie licked at the man's erection, mouthed
it, sliding her lips up and down sideways, as if it were a flute,
then took the head into her mouth and started to suck and bob.

The man reached down and fondled her breasts
as he watched her, and Jamie felt, as she had before in his weird
little sex games, as sense of the surreal, as if this couldn't
possibly be happening.

She slid her lips all the way down, holding
his cock easily in her throat as he sighed in pleasure, then
started bobbing up and down again, using the full length of it.

She'd taken Danny's extra thick cock down her
throat often enough now that normal men weren't much of a
problem.

“I mean, you can take a girl against her
will, but that presents a whole raft of issues,” Danny said. “A
girl who has no will, on the other hand, or who does as she's
ordered willingly, that is worth a premium.”

She gasped at the slap to her bottom.

“Keep those knees apart, slut,” he said. “And
that lovely ass pushed out at us.”

She obeyed, bobbing up and down on the man's
cock as he squeezed her breasts, and it didn't take him long to
come.

“How is she at entertaining?” Sullivan
asked.

Jamie felt her hair pulled, and scrambled to
her feet, despite how rubbery her legs were. He undid the clips
binding her wrists behind her back.

“Give Mister Sullivan a lap dance,
slave.”

Shuddering, her insides twisting and boiling,
Jamie obeyed, rolling her hips, grinding them, sliding her
trembling fingers up and down her torso as the three men – and
Danny, watched. She straddled his chair, sliding her naked sex
along his thighs as she gripped the back of the chair.

There was no music playing, but she rolled
her hips as if there were, grinding her buttocks down against his
crotch as he watched.

He, like the other three, was acting entirely
as if this was still some kind of strange business deal. That made
it all the more surreal!

She arched her back, then slid forward,
angling her chest up so her breasts slid upward past his face,
without quite touching him. Her heart was beating a mile a minute
as she rose, turned and sat down again, grinding herself against
him as she felt his erection beneath her.

“Something here doesn't feel as soft as it
should,” he complained.

'My apologies, Mr. Sullivan,” Danny said.

She felt her hair gripped again and gasped as
he pulled her up and off, then bent her over the table, her
overheated breasts pillowing out against the smooth cool wood.

“Spread your legs, slut!” he barked.

Gasping, she obeyed, and she felt his fingers
gripping the base of the butt plug, and then pulling it slowly out
of her.

“She loves anal sex, you see,” Danny said.
“She wants to be ready for any man that chooses to take her this
way.”

“Well... now that you mention it...,”
Sullivan said.

“Oh be my guest. You can feel how warm and
tight she is inside.

Jamie felt another wild, psychic jolt as
Sullivan stood up and unzipped, and Danny kept hold of her hair as
she felt a hard cock sliding along her sex. Then it pushed into her
back passage, sliding deep.

“Ahh, very nice,” Sullivan said, his hips
pressing firmly against her buttocks.

“Her body was built to please men,” Danny
said.

“Nice ass on her,” Morgan said.

“Nice inside and outside,” Sullivan observed,
starting to thrust.

“She's a natural slut,” Danny said. “That's
what makes her so valuable.”

“Were you considering selling her? We could
get our appraiser in and then solicit bids.”

“Right now I'm just interested in using her
as collateral,” Danny replied.

The hard cock pumped steadily inside her as
his hips began to strike her buttocks with more impact. Jamie
gasped and panted, her insides thrumming with a wild energy,
crackling sexual electricity rippling up and down her spine.

This was Danny's talent, to create an
unbelievable situation that drove her into a strange dark place
where she might actually believe she was someone's sex slave! And
that turned her mind to mush and her blood to liquid fire!

Degrading, humiliating, shocking, and an
affront to any sense of dignity and pride! And it made her feverish
with carnal heat and lust!

The door opened and a woman in a business
outfit leaned in.

“Mrs. Sullivan. There's a call from Genray
Industries?”

“I'll return it later, Mrs. Bowen,” he
replied casually.

The woman nodded as if it were routine to see
a naked woman bent over the board room table being sodomized, and
withdrew, but not before another wild rush of shocked
embarrassment, and then dark heat swept over Jamie.

Unfortunately, unlike Danny, Sullivan didn't
take long enough before coming, leaving her gasping and panting and
moaning, her very skin feeling as if it were radiating heat.

“Don't neglect Mister Foster,” Danny
said.

Jamie gasped as she felt her hair pulled,
pulling her upright. Danny led her over to Foster's chair, and,
breathless, she half stumbled against it, flushed and overheated.
She climbed atop him and started to grind herself against him, but
unlike Morgan, Foster pulled his cock out, thick and hard and long,
rubbing it against her abdomen as she felt again that sense of
unreality.

“Ride him, slave.”

Moaning, Jamie rose, and gripped his cock,
then sank down on it, crying out at the dark, lush, powerful sense
of erotic heat which swept through her. She felt the thick cock
pushing up deeper and deeper, achingly deeper, until she was
sitting atop him, his cock buried inside her.

“Ride him, sex slave.”

She gripped the back of the chair, riding
slowly up and down, as he fondled her breasts, and the wild, animal
heat gripped her like a raging fever that dissolved her
inhibitions.

Most of them. When the door opened and that
same woman came in again, coming around the table for Sullivan to
sign something on a clipboard, she once again felt a jolt of dazed
disbelief, even as she continued to ride , the heat flaying her as
she neared orgasm.

“For immediate signature, Mister Sullivan,”
she said, looking casually at Jamie.

He signed it and she turned to leave.

Jamie felt the orgasm take hold just as the
door closed, and cried out in helpless, wanton rapture, back
arching as she rode him desperately, sobbing in pleasure as he
chewed and licked and sucked on nipples which felt like aching,
burning pebbles in his mouth.

She felt like collapsing afterward, but sharp
slaps to the buttocks and jerks on her hair forced her to keep
riding him, moaning as he rubbed her clitoris, the dark heat still
pulsing within her body as it fogged her mind.

Only when he had come inside her was she
allowed to stop, gasping for breath.

“All very well, but what about discipline,
Lucas,” Sullivan demanded.

“You can see she's an obedient little slut,”
Danny said.

“Yes, but some men like things a little
rougher.”

“She's quite submissive. Here. I'll show
you.”

He gripped her hair again, pulling her to her
feet and over to the board room table, then bent her over the
table.

“Get up on the table, slave girl,” he
barked.

He slapped her bottom sharply and Jamie
yelped, then climbed onto the table uncertainly.

“Turn and kneel. You know the position, slave
girl.”

Still trying to settle her shell-shocked
mind, Jamie knelt facing the four, knees wide.

“Wait. You'll need this.”

Lucas produced, from where she had no idea, a
very large dildo with a flat base. She moaned as he had her rise on
her knees and positioned it underneath. She felt the solid
thickness of the head against her entrance as she sank down, felt
the resistance, the ache, the stretching and the heat of pain as
she was stretched further and further.

The head slid into her moist depths, and the
rest of the shaft followed as she sank down, down, down, groaning,
moaning, gasping, as the thick cock pushed high inside her until
the lips of her sex were pressed firmly against the rounded balls
at the base – which started to vibrate.

“Position!” Lucas barked.

Jamie brought her fingers up behind her neck,
interlacing them, arching her back. The four men looked at her and
she rolled her eyes away from them, her body pulsing with raw heat,
the vibrations and the thick penetration rousing the sullen
darkness once more and making her feel like... like a slave
girl!

Moaning, she felt the head deep in her belly,
and the tingling and throbbing of her nipples, felt the vibrations
of the base make her clitoris crackle with energy so that she
wanted to grind herself against it.

Lucas took out a short flog, and she gulped
and felt another psychic blow, bracing herself as he drew his arm
back. The target was clear, and she trembled as the thin thongs of
the flog swept in and down across her swollen breasts.

She winced, then gasped at a second blow,
then a third. The thin leather laces stung as they landed, and left
thin lines of overheated flesh behind.

“I can see the attraction,” Sullivan
said.

“Would you like to try?” Danny offered
politely.

“Why, if you don't mind.”

He took the flog, and he was left-handed,
swinging the flog harder. The laces cut across her breasts again,
and again, and again, and Jamie moaned and gasped and felt her
chest getting hotter, the sharp little stings feeling more intense
against sensitive skin.

Yet the whole situation was so patently
outrageous and unreal that she was again sinking into that dark
place of unrestrained excitement, where she felt herself sinking
into the play role as if it were real, a slave girl, a sex
slave!

Yes, it was ridiculous! Yet it felt, just
then, almost real!

She started to flinch, to jerk as the flog
snapped against her, as Sullivan gave it to Morgan to try, and as
Morgan turned it over to Foster.

Her orgasm was near, and Jamie was trembling,
grinding herself down on the fat, vibrating balls of the dildo,
gulping in air as the thongs sliced into her breasts and belly.

Danny stepped forward until he was only a
foot away, looking at her sternly.

“Would you like to come, slave girl?”

“Y-Y-Yes, Master!” she moaned.

“Very well. I want you belly down in the
middle of the table, facing the end, ass up, legs apart. You can
reach back between your legs and finger yourself. Do it now, slave
girl.”

Gasping, moaning, Jamie turned, and gasped
again, as she saw the four people sitting on the other side of the
table! They must have come in when her back was to them and quietly
taken their places! All were in business suits; two men and two
women. They even had folders set out before them.

“Don't mind us,” one of them said to
Sullivan. “We have the room reserved next.”

“We're almost done,” Sullivan assured
him.

“Face down, slave girl!” Danny barked.

He gripped her behind the neck and shoved
hard, putting her half into position. Moaning, Jamie assumed the
rest, raising her bottom and spreading her knees.

“Now reach back between your legs. Do
it!”

Trembling, dazed, Jamie slid her arm back
beneath her, her fingers finding her clitoris, and she rubbed
herself as they all watched. The psychic jolt of seeing four more
more people watching momentarily stunned even the heat which had
gripped her into submission. But as that faded the dark hunger grew
rapidly more intense.

She reached back with her other hand,
gripping the dildo, grinding the base against her as she cried out,
then cried out again, and again, the orgasm sweeping around her and
blowing her mind with the force of wild, overwhelming sensation
which could only be described as ecstasy.

It wasn't enough, though, and Danny had her
roll on her back, spread her legs, and masturbate more. Sullivan,
Morgan and Foster were now seated at the table on her left, along
with Danny, while the other four were on her right.

Jamie slid shaky hands up and down her body,
fingering nipples which felt swollen and raw, then down between her
legs. Her buttocks ground against the table top as she gripped the
dildo and, sobbing for breath, began to pump it hard and fast while
she fingered her clitoris.

Another orgasm tore through her, and then a
whole series of them, leaving her twisting and bucking and crying
out in helpless pleasure, inhibitions melted away under the glowing
heat of the astonishing heat, lust and passion gripping her mind
and body.

She was barely conscious after they faded.
Danny pulled her off the table, locked her wrists together behind
her, then attached a leash to the small ring set in the front of
the collar. Then the woman who had interrupted twice came in and
took the leash and Danny sat down to go over the documents with the
other men.

The woman led her to the door – naked,
shackled, and as dazed as she was she felt another shock of
unreality as she opened the door and led her out into the hall.

She led her down the hall, and they passed
another man in a suit, who eyed her with surprise and pleasure,
licking his lips as he walked past, and turning his head to follow
her with his eyes. The woman led her into an office, then put her
on her knees and smirked at her.

She slapped her face lightly, then lifted her
skirt to reveal nothing underneath.

“Get to work, slut,” she ordered.

And Jamie did, without a second thought. She
had no idea who the woman was, but it hardly mattered. She was
gripped by the idea she was a sex slave, and began to lick as the
woman combed her fingers through her hair, twisting and tugging to
urge her on.

“I hope your master sells you,” the woman
said. “The firm usually handles the transfer and we get to use the
sex slaves for a day or so. I can think of a lot of things I'd like
to do with a slut like you.”

She jerked sharply on her hair.

“Lick harder, slut!”

Jamie moaned and obeyed, and the woman began
rolling her her hips, jamming her sex into Jamie's face. When she
came she dropped her skirt, sniffing, then left her in place, the
door closing behind her.

A couple of minutes later, Danny arrived,
smiling. “Well that's done. Now let's go home and I can work off
some of the … energy this morning has given me.”

He dressed her, removed the leather collar
and bracelets and, still more than slightly dazed, Jamie followed
him back to the elevator and then down to the car.
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Looking back on it, Jamie decided that it was
the most outrageous thing he had ever done to her. Oh, it was
hardly the first time he'd publicly exposed her body. He'd taken
her to a sex party, blindfolded, and put her on display, having her
flogged there, too, before dozens of people.

But the only guy who had actually had sex
with her was Terris, who she already knew. Then there was the time
he'd had his buddy 'arrest' her, strip search her, and then put her
in a cell naked, across from cells with real prisoners.

He'd then let one of the 'prisoners' come in
and fuck her brains out while the others watched. But that was
Terris too. Of course, his friend had done her as well, but that
was only one guy.

This time she'd had sex with three complete
strangers! And in an office! In a board room! It was almost beyond
belief!

The problem, as it often was, with working up
a suitable sense of anger, was that the memory of it was clouded by
a wondering sense of awe, both that she'd done it, and at the
shock-wave of pleasure which had drowned her in fever-heat.

As Danny said, any man can fuck your body.
But the mind is the most important sex organ, and Danny liked to
fuck her mind too. And that unbelievable scene was mind-fucking at
its best – or worst!

How had he even arranged it? Was it another
closed-down office he had 'staffed' just for his little play-acting
with her? Not that it would be hard to find a few guys to don suits
if they'd get to fuck her, she supposed.

After they'd gotten home, he'd had a shower
with her, and made use of her body himself. Only after lunch, and
her continuous badgering had he finally relented and revealed a few
items of information.

The office was a real law office, but almost
the entire staff was in a big conference at a hotel across town.
The three people and the woman who had interrupted were actors who
routinely worked in adult films. They'd been paid $75 each to sit
at the table and watch.

When she told him the woman had had her
perform oral sex on her he laughed in delight.

“That wasn't in the script,” he said in
amusement.

The three men – Sullivan, Morgan and Foster,
were friends of his, ex-military, like he was, with Sullivan
working at the firm. They hadn't had to be paid to participate.

She could only shake her head at the depths
he went to to put her into these shocking situations. But each time
he did it left her sense of who she was shaken. They had altered
her personality, battered her inhibitions, and made her a far, far
more sexual person than she had ever imagined becoming.

The odd thing was that even her willingness
to immerse herself in the role of a sexually submissive sex doll
had not altered her behavior or personality outside of sex.
Somehow, her mind had still been able to lock all that way under a
'kinky sex' file, and separate it from her reactions and responses
in the rest of her life.

She was not hesitant, nor overly careful to
not offend people, nor particularly tolerant of anyone treating her
disrespectfully. Although it was true she didn't really care as
much as she once had. She had a degree of confidence in her
abilities and in her reputation at work which made her feel
relatively protected against the usual sexist behavior of some of
her male colleagues.

She'd had some problems at Midtown North from
guys, particularly old fashioned ones who thought a girl, at least,
a pretty girl, had no business being a cop. And from younger
uniforms who resented her getting a plum posting in Anti-crime
while they were still writing traffic tickets.

She'd had to plant the face of one of them
into the hood of his car and another into the ground, and that had
stopped. Of course, her shootings had had a major impact, too. And
those had carried over to Midtown South to a degree.

But this was the first time she'd been paired
with a woman, especially an attractive woman, and while she didn't
think anyone had noticed Cruz's reactions to her, the partnering of
two attractive young women seemed to have excited certain guys'
imaginations.

It was, her older brother had warned her,
inevitable that any attractive woman partnering with a guy was
going to draw rumors they were sleeping together. That hadn't
happened in Midtown North because she'd been paired with Sergeant
Alaric Mueller, who was twice her age and notoriously grumpy and
disheveled. No one had seriously thought she'd sleep with him.

Cruz, of course, was a woman, and as far as
Jamie knew, there were no rumors she was gay. On the other hand, a
lot of guys, particularly young ones, seemed to assume that any
attractive young woman was more than willing to have sex with any
other attractive young woman.

And unlike at Midtown North she wasn't being
picked up most shift ends by an attractive man.

The first she heard about the rumors was an
overheard male voice talking as she approached the lunch room,
looking to get a bag of chips from the machine there to satisfy her
midday munchies.

“.. don't know which one is the man but
McCloud has got that walk, y'know,” a strange male voice was
saying. “Like I'm the boss and everyone better do what I say.”

Jame was mildly startled to hear that. She
hadn't ever heard anyone talk about her walk before, at least, not
in that way. She'd overheard comments about her ass before,
of course. Especially after that picture had gotten out of her in a
thong.

“I don't know. Cruz can be pretty tough if
you get on her nerves,” another male voice said just as she walked
in through the open door.

“I heard McCloud's got that kung fu shit,” a
guy at a table said with a laugh, his back to her. “She can pin
Cruz down for the count and make her beg.”

The two men across from him did not have
their backs to her, and both stiffened as she came in, eyes
widening. One made a hissing sound and a face at the talker, who
turned around, saw her, and flushed.

Jamie considered her options, surprised she
wasn't angrier. The rumor she might want to do it with girls would
once have infuriated her. Perhaps another aspect of the personality
changes Danny had wreaked on her was that she felt a lot more
confident in her sexuality, and a lot less upset about what people
might think of her.

What, after all, could be halfway as
degrading and embarrassing as what she'd gone through
yesterday?

So she decided not to say anything. She just
looked at him for a couple of long seconds with cool green eyes,
then went past with a small shake of her head. She put the coins
into the machine, got her chips, and gave him another look, also
cool, but this time somewhat pitying, as she walked past and out
the door.

Let him worry about what she might do, she
thought, like tell Cruz. She had no intention of doing anything,
however. Reporting it would just spread the rumor wider. Especially
since it was a rumor a lot of guys would very much enjoy talking
about and thinking about.

She was fairly sure those pictures from
Midtown North had found their way into the cell phones of some of
the cops from Midtown South by now. Cops moved around and made
friends at a lot of precincts, so she had no doubt lots of cops
here knew guys at Midtown North. It only took one and he'd likely
spread the pictures far and wide.

But still, they weren't anything like as
revealing, as embarrassing, as degrading as what she'd just gone
through the other day.

Not that Danny didn't have pictures and
videos which were. If those got out, she'd probably have to
find another job, maybe in another state!

*

Cruz drove, as usual, as they headed out to
make the rounds. She headed east, first, then north on Park
Avenue.

“Wish I was rich,” she said, looking up.

“Don't we all.”

The report of gunfire interrupted any talk of
what they'd do, though, as she flipped on the lights and siren and
Cruz accelerated.

Park Avenue was one of the strangest in New
York. It drove through the Helmsley building. It had, at one point,
been the headquarters of a railroad, and tracks passed through the
building to the rail yards to the north. The tracks and the
railroad were gone and Park Avenue now ran in their place, through
the building, then north.

They listened to the radio chatter as Cruz
weaved in and out of traffic. No one was quite sure where the
gunshots came from other than somewhere around 38th or
39th Streets. They reached 39th and turned
down it, and Jamie cut the siren as Cruz slowed.

“I don't see anything,” Cruz said.

“There's something somewhere. They said
numerous reports.”

“Yeah, but where?”

“There?”

She pointed at an elderly man with a white
goatee on the sidewalk waving wildly at them, and Cruz accelerated
until they stopped next to him.

“Officer!” There was gunfire in that garage!”
he said, pointing up the street.

“You sure, sir?” Cruz asked, leaning in.

“A man came running out right after!”

“What did he look like?”

“He looked scruffy and dirty with greasy
hair.”

“White, black or Hispanic?”

“He was a Mexican.”

“How do you know he was a Mexican?” Cruz
asked.

“Because he ran across the street into the
Mexican consulate!”

They both turned and looked at the white,
five story building, then at each other. A blue and white braked
behind them, and Cruz pulled further over, half onto the sidewalk
and waved them forward, then halted them as they pulled
alongside.

“This guy says the shots came from that
garage,” she said, pointing, “And a scruffy looking Latino came
running out and went into the Mexican consulate.”

They followed her finger as she pointed.

“You check out the garage, and we'll check
the consulate.”

They nodded and the blue and white
accelerated rapidly, turned into the garage and then stopped,
lights flashing.

Cruz got on the radio and called for backup
to both locations, then she and Jamie got out of the car.

“We don't have any power in there, do we?”
Jamie asked.

“We're not allowed in unless invited,” Cruz
confirmed.

They went to the double glass doors and Jamie
opened one, her right hand under her jacket and gripping the butt
of her Glock. Cruz opened the inner door and they went inside and
found themselves in a small, empty lobby.

“Take your badge out. We don't want anyone
complaining we're here under false pretenses,” Cruz said.

They both dropped their badges on their
chests as they walked up to a glassed in counter. There was no one
there, though.

“Well, now what?” Jamie asked.

Cruz rapped on the window and Jamie went to
the inner door and tugged. It was locked.

“Maybe they're on siesta or something,” she
said.

“Hello?” Cruz called, rapping on the
glass.

“This is weird,” she said.

They both heard the gunshots, then, and drew
their guns out as they moved back from the inner door.

“Well, shit!” Cruz said.

She pulled out her radio.

“AC14-1, shots fired inside the Mexican
consulate on 39th Street. Repeat, shots fired inside
Mexican consulate. We are unable to gain entry at this time.”

“I think we should go back on the street and
wait for ESU,” Cruz said, warily swinging her head from watching
the counter to the doors.

Jamie shook the door, but it was solid, and
the glass looked heavy, possibly even bulletproof.

Cruz opened the lobby door and they started
to leave. Jamie whirled as a figure appeared out of the corner of
her eye, and a woman hurled herself into the inner door, which flew
open, then ran at them, or actually past them, screaming.

“Wait!” Cruz said. “Hey!”

Jamie darted in and grabbed the inner door
before it could close, then blocked it, leaning in and holding her
gun up before her. Cruz had grabbed the woman, practically dragged
out to the sidewalk by her frantic rush to leave, and was trying to
get information from her as another blue and white pulled up and
the uniforms rushed in.

“Do we go inside?” one of them asked.

Jamie peered down a hallway, but saw nothing,
and then her eyes were caught by blood on the floor near a
wall.

“Hold the door,” she hissed.

She edged in a few feet and peered around the
corner to see a body laying on the floor, bleeding profusely.

“Got a body!” she called.

She crouched low as one of the uniforms came
in and covered her, then reached for the throat to check for a
pulse.

“He's alive,” she said.

Another couple of uniforms came to the
door.

“The sergeant said not to go inside yet,” one
said.

“Well get this guy the fuck out anyway!”
Jamie said.

Two of them covered the hall while the other
two picked the guy up and carried him out, then they all backed up
to the doorway.

Two more uniforms came in, crowding the
lobby, then Cruz came back.

“The woman gives us permission to enter the
consulate,” she said.

They moved in in a group, spreading out as
much as they could and looking around warily.

Jamie pushed open a door, covering the room,
and saw nothing, at first, then a figure crouched under a desk
which faced the door.

“You under the desk. Police,” she said.
“Policia!” she said in Spanish. “Come out.”

A man peered over the top of the desk.

“Hands on your head!” the uniform next to her
shouted.

Jamie repeated it in Spanish and the
terrified man thrust his arms in the air, then stood up slowly. He
was wearing gray pants, a white shirt and blue tie, and looked like
a clerk type, with large glasses.

He hurried around the desk and she pulled him
out into the hall, then the uniform did a quick pat down before
they sent him to the exit. More cops were arriving quickly as they
moved further in.

There was the sound of another gunshot, from
ahead and to the left. Jamie judged it not very close from the
sound and darted forward, then saw an open stairwell.

“I think it came from upstairs!” she
said.

“Floor by floor,” Cruz said. “We check this
one first. You cover the stairway.”

They fanned out. The consulate was not that
large, and after leaving someone to cover the elevator they headed
upstairs to the second floor. Again, they encountered frightened
office workers hiding behind desks and in closets, as well as a
body in the hall, dead.

They cleared the civilians out, and a
uniformed Lieutenant put a couple of cops in place to watch the
elevator, then they headed up to the third floor.

They emerged in a hallway similar to the one
she'd just left, and Jamie swung her head and arm around the corner
one way while a uniform did the other.

“Clear,” she said.

“Clear,” he said.

They moved out slowly, more cops coming up
behind them. Two gunshots went off up ahead, around the corner,
which jolted them all. Jamie darted forward to the corner and
crouched low, then swung her arm and head around quickly before
ducking back. She swung back, seeing nothing, then started to
rise.

A greasy looking man came out of an office
and saw her, and she fired three times as he ducked back into the
doorway.

A half dozen other cops joined her.

“One suspect, greasy looking guy, holding a
hand gun, an automatic. He's in that office, the one with the open
door across the hall,” she said, covering the doorway. “Not sure if
I hit him or not.”

“They all deserved to die!” the man in the
office shouted. “They belong to the Los Mochis cartel! They kill
innocent women and children!”

“What's he say?”

“He says the people he's killed are members
of a Mexican cartel,” Jamie replied.

The man's arm appeared at the door and he
threw something towards her.

“Look out!” someone shouted as they ducked
back.

A plastic wrapped package the size of a
cinderblock hit the wall and bounced past, and one of the cops
reached out and snatched it.

“What the fuck is this?” he said.

Jamie peered around the corner and ducked
back as another large white package was flung at them. It tumbled
across the floor and just past the corner, then a third and a
fourth one followed.

“Looks like coke,” someone behind her
said.

More packages followed, one after the other
as the frenzied man kept appearing at the door to fling them up the
hall.

“ESU is here,” someone said.

“Senor,” she called in Spanish. “If there are
drugs there you can just lay down and we will come in and get them.
As long as you put down the gun!”

“Will you give the drugs back to them!?”

“No,” she said. “Throw the gun out,” she
said, and put your hands up and you won't be harmed.”

“Whoever owns these drugs might think
differently,” one of the cops behind her said.

The gun was slid out along the floor, and she
and several other cops covered the doorway as the man emerged
slowly, his hands up.

“I am doing God's work!” he shouted. “They
deserved to die!”

One of the uniforms moved slowly forward,
keeping out of the line of fire.

“Come forward!” Jamie called.

The man walked defiantly towards them, and
the uniform moved behind him to cover the office. Another grabbed
the guy and flung him on the floor, as several more rushed forward
to cover the office. ESU arrived, then, armored up and holding long
guns, and Jamie moved to the doorway as several of the cops
disappeared inside.

There was a large closet there, or more of a
vault, with a heavy steel door, now open. It was about three feet
wide and deep and looked like it was filled with the same plastic
packages as the man had flung at them. There was also a man laying
dead on the floor next to it.

“Maybe this is where they keep the staff
bonuses,” one of the cops remarked, to snickers.

“All right, everyone but ESU vacate the
building, now!” an authoritative voice shouted.

They all backed off, though Jamie took a
picture of the open door first, then made their way downstairs as
more ESU cops arrived to finish searching the building. When she
got downstairs the street was filled with cop cars and ESU trucks
all the way from Park to Madison Avenues and around the corners on
both streets.

There was no way their car was moving any
time soon, which meant they spent the next few hours in the street
drinking coffee and talking. The FBI, Treasury Department, and
federal Marshals arrived, then a bunch more people in suits who
turned out to be State Department and people from the Mexican
government.

Eventually, five bodies were pulled out,
including the consul general. Another body was taken from the
garage. Apparently the gunman had killed him and taken his
electronic pass, which he'd used to get into the consulate.

They didn't get back to the station until
almost nine, and then spent their time filling out forms and doing
interviews. Jamie in particular, since she'd shot at the guy, even
though she hadn't hit him.

Cruz was very hyper afterwards.

“It's the first time I've been that close to
a shooting incident,” she confessed.

Jamie handled it comparatively better, but
then, she'd had more experience. She went back to Danny's place,
not sorry she wasn't going home, where her mother always asked her
what had happened that day. Her mother didn't tend to handle
stories about gunfire very well.
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It was not a particularly uncomfortable
position, compared to some Danny had thought up for her. She was
laying on the floor, but at least the rug was thick underneath. She
was naked, of course, but he tended to prefer her that way much of
the time, even, lately, if they weren't doing anything.

Right now, for example, he was watching TV.
So was she. The difference was he was sitting on the stuffed chair
and she was laying on her back, well, on her upper back, on the
floor. Her ankles were in restraints and had been bound to a long
spreader bar so they were wide apart. The spreader bar, in return,
was hanging from a chain which lifted much of her body off the
floor.

Her arms were not tied or bound, though she
had restraints on her wrists. But as the bar held her bottom a good
foot and a half off the floor it would have taken considerable
effort to get her hands up to her ankles. She could do it, of
course. She was strong and lithe and limber, but he'd used little
padlocks on her restraints, so there wouldn't be much she could do
anyway.

In the meantime nothing was within reach of
her hands so them being free was of little consequence. Her thighs
were spread wide and her sex and buttocks lifted up so it was an
extremely vulnerable, not to mention obscene position.

And yet, the very mundane nature of what they
were doing – watching a TV show – made it all the more obvious to
her just how conditioned her body had become to arousal through his
domination and her own bondage.

He hadn't touched her, other than putting her
into this position. He hadn't pushed any of his sex toys into her,
nor threatened to. He had, for the most part, watched TV, and
chatted as if she were sitting next to him, and not laying on her
shoulders naked with her legs spread wide.

And yet she was extremely aroused. She was
wet, and thrumming with sexual energy. Her mind and body both knew
something was coming. And the anticipation was filled with lust and
heat and hunger.

But she did her best to not show it. Since he
was acting casually, she did too. But she was growing impatient. Or
at least, her body was. It wanted action. It wanted him!

There was no way she was going to tell him,
though. His ego was big enough as it was!

That didn't mean she couldn't provoke him, or
try to. As when the program ended and he turned it to a football
game on cable.

“Are you shitting me?” she demanded. “You're
gonna watch the Patriots?”

He turned and looked at her, but then ignored
her.

“You know, the reason they're on cable
instead of regular TV is nobody wants to see them, right?”

He continued to ignore her.

“I do get that nerdy, geeky guys with no
lives worship Tom Brady, but honestly, he's not that good
looking.”

“Want me to gag you, slave girl?”

“I'm not your slave girl. I couldn't be the
slave girl of someone with a boy crush on Tom Brady.”

He picked up his cell and then took her
picture.

Of course, the way she was hanging had her
crotch pointed directly at him.

“I think I'll send this to your new boss,” he
said.

She flushed. She had, of course, mentioned
Cruz to him.

“I'll say. 'this is mine, so lay off,
dyke'.”

“She'd probably say if that was yours how
come you weren't doing anything with it,” Jamie replied.

“I own lots of stuff I don't use every single
moment of time.”

“You don't own me, you dick! And I'm not
'stuff'!”

“Someone's looking to get gagged.”

“If I have to watch you slobber over Tom
Brady I'll probably gag anyway.”

He sighed and looked up as if for
inspiration.

“Having pets that crave attention is a big
responsibility,” he said.

“I'm not your pet either, you dickless
eunuch! And I'd just as soon be in the bedroom doing Facebook if
you hadn't made me lay down here and look at you!”

He snorted and came over to her, carrying a
ball gag. She put her hands over her mouth as he knelt down and
twisted her head from side to side.

“Brats get punished, you know.”

“You're already punishing me by making me
watch your shitty football team!”

He pulled her hands away from her mouth,
though she fought him (just not that hard), and twisted her body
over so he could get her hands together under her, then clip the
restraints together. She kept twisting her head from side to side
until he got a firm grip on her hair and yanked sharply and
painfully, then the pressure against her mouth and teeth forced her
to open her jaw wider so he could slide it inside.

She glowered at him as he smirked, but then
he ran his hand up and down her body, casually kneading her
breasts, then sliding it up to her sex to rub her there.

“Pretty wet here, slave girl,” he said.

She continued to glower at him.

He went back to his chair and sat down.

“Tell you what,” he said. “I'll give you some
of my manly attention whenever Dallas or New England scores. Does
that sound fair?”

It sounded suspicious, and she continued to
glare at him.

New England got a field goal, and he got up
and came over to her. He had one of his sex toys in hand, a large,
slightly curved, realistic looking black silicone dildo. He pressed
the head against her opening, which was hot and moist and puffy,
and Jamie moaned as the pressure mounted.

He twisted it from side to side, and she
grunted as it slowly pushed into her body, spreading her wider and
wider until the long, ridged shaft pushed through. He managed to
get most of it inside her before getting up and going back to his
chair.

Of course, all the penetration had done was
to rouse her further. The feeling of the thick cock inside her, not
to mention the sight of it protruding between the tautly clutching
lips of her sex made the sexual energy crackle through her
body.

Along with frustration, since there was not a
thing she could do about it.

Then Dallas scored a touchdown. That made her
feel a burst of elation on two counts. First, it put New England
behind, and second, Danny got up and came over to her.

Which was when she found out what he meant
about her getting his 'attention' at every score.

He had a flog in his hand and proceeded to
use it, swinging the thin, short shaft down so the foot-long laces
spread out and slashed in against her groin, buttocks and
abdomen!

Jamie yelped and twisted and bucked, but that
did nothing to deter him as he brought the flog down repeatedly,
aiming between her spread legs, the laces striking harder and
harder as she gasped and cried out into the gag.

Then he went back to watching TV and she
glared breathlessly at him, understanding.

She had better cheer for New England
because if Dallas scored...

She didn't. She obstinately hoped Dallas
scored again.

And they did.

He picked up the flog again and she braced
herself. The marks from the last score had mostly faded since he
wasn't exactly hitting her with all his strength and the flog
didn't have knotted laces. He brought it down between her legs
repeatedly, though, then shifted around and brought it down on her
breasts, raining stings and heat across them!

Then he went back to his game, leaving her
gasping and breathless, her skin pink and sore and tender.

And yet, her arousal had not eased one
bit.

New England scored and he took another dildo
– one she was familiar with. It was almost a butt-plug, but much
deeper and longer. He slid it into her ass until the bulge, which
slowly stretched her open just wide enough to slip inside, leaving
the base on the outside.

Then he went back to his game.

She could feel the head of the dildo deep
within her abdomen, could feel a low sense of cramping and aching
from the thick, long cylinder forced inside her. It added to the
pressure of the one in her sex, making her pulse with heat.

When New England scored a field goal he
squatted before her and slid his hand over her body, then let his
fingers rub her clitoris.

His very skilled fingers, guided by a man who
had paid very close attention to her reactions to everything he did
to her, fingers which knew exactly what she liked.

Jamie moaned into the gag, her hips grinding
and bucking up as his fingers stroked her.

But then he withdrew before she could climax,
and she cursed him.

Dallas scored a touchdown, and she moaned,
feeling anxious and yet... eagerness at the same time!

He moved to the wall and pulled the chain
higher, lifting her completely off the floor. Then he picked up the
flog and began to use it again. First he brought it down overhand,
slashing it between her legs against her groin, which was about
chest high to him now, then swinging sideways to bring the flog
down across her back!

He swung again and again, and her skin became
more and more tender, pinkening and making her gasp and moan as the
blows stung worse, or felt like they did!

He went back to his game, and Dallas scored
again twenty minutes later.

This time he stood in front of her to bring
the flog down between her legs, then lowered his aim to her belly
and finally her breasts, as she twisted and writhed and yelped and
cursed breathlessly.

And still her arousal burned! If anything, it
was worse! She was sinking into that dark place where her own
punishment, her own rough use, her own mistreatment gave her a
breathless, outraged sense of dark thrills.

It couldn't make her come, but it certainly
made her burn!

It also exhausted her, the floggings, leaving
her limp, gasping, panting for breath as he went back to his
chair.

And she waited. And paid very careful
attention to the game. But now, God help her, she was praying for
New England to score. Not because she feared another flogging but
because she desperately wanted to come!

Dallas scored another field goal just before
halftime.

He knelt behind her and undid the gag, then
roughly yanked back on her hair, making her cry out. Her view was
of the floor now, and then the floor behind her and his knees, and
then, his cock pushed into her open mouth, hard and thick and
rough!

She gurgled as her lips wrapped around it,
moaning dazedly as he pumped it in and out. He didn't wait long
before thrusting it deep into her throat, of course. And then he
proceeded to fuck her throat, hard and fast, giving her few
opportunities to breath. Her head was already throbbing from her
upside down position, and now she began to feel dazed and
light-headed as he drove himself into her with unrestrained
force.

He came inside her and pulled back, then
quickly gagged her again and ignored her as he watched the halftime
show.

His behavior angered her, somewhat. But it
was that deliberate, rude, arrogant, overbearing attitude which
also turned her on and reminded her she was – a slave girl, a
helpless, naked sex slave hanging by her ankles completely at her
master's mercy!

At least, in this little game.

Her throat ached, and her head was dazed, her
chest heaving. Her scalp ached from the rough way he'd yanked on
her hair, and her breasts were sore because he had roughly groped
and even slapped them while fucking her throat.

She felt... roughly used, outrageously
cruelly used... and that just turned her on more.

I'm sick, she thought weakly.

But it was a thrilling sickness, because when
New England scored a touchdown he came over and began to grind a
vibrator against her clitoris. And that just about drove her
primed, burning, eager body into convulsions that had her screaming
into the gag like a wild animal!

The orgasm tore through her system like a
hurricane, and all she could do was twist and thrash and shake as
her muscles spasmed and her nerve endings crackled like live
electrical wires. It went on and on as she hung upside down,
resonating through her skull until she thought it would drive her
out of her mind.

And then he went back to his game.

Dallas scored a field goal and he flogged her
again, and enough time had passed since the last flogging that it
made her body sting and burn and pinken anew as she twisted and
moaned and gasped dazedly at the stinging blows.

New England scored a touchdown and he brought
the vibrator back, this time pumping the dildo in and out as he
used the vibrator on her.

She thought her skull would explode from the
release of pressure inside it. And didn't care. She danced on the
end of the chain until she was barely conscious, then hung there
dazed and drooling around the ball gag.

He lowered her back to the floor, or at
least, until her shoulders were on the floor. Her buttocks were
still a foot and a half in the air as he went back to watching TV.
That was good, since her head was able to rest more or less
properly rather than being upside down.

When Dallas scored a field goal she braced
herself, but instead of the flog he came over with a pair of small
clips attached to chains. He clipped them to her nipple rings and
then fed the two thin chains upward until they joined together to a
longer chain. He fed that up to the center of the bar between her
legs, adjusting it so that it pulled upward against her nipples –
but not too much.

Her nipples ached. Not a lot, at first. The
pressure wasn't that high. But the pressure was continuous, and her
nipples began to ache more and more, until she started arching her
back to ease the pull. That was easy enough to do, and took the
pressure off her nipples. But it wasn't easy to hold herself in
that position indefinitely.

Her chest sank back, and her nipples began to
ache again as the clips pulled up against her nipple rings.

Jamie moaned helplessly, staring at her
nipples, feeling the heat burning at them.

Then New England scored to bring them even.
Danny knelt between her legs and pulled the dildo out of her, then
rubbed his semi-hard cock up and down along the swollen, overheated
mouth of her sex, before driving himself into her.

He gripped her legs and hammered
himself into her like a bull! Her entire body shook and shuddered
as his hips pounded against her thighs and buttocks, and his cock
speared deep inside her with every stroke!

His eyes glinted at her as they met hers, and
then one of his hands came down her thigh, his thumb grinding
against her clitoris.

Another orgasm tore through her, and she
writhed and arched and screamed into the gag as the energy
shattered her mind.

*

Afterward, she lay, dazed, hair bedraggled,
sweating, gasping, arms still bound, across him on the sofa as he
idly stroked her body. He picked up his phone again, and this time
held it out before her.

“I'm sure you'll be interested in this,” he
said.

It showed a door, and not a very handsome
one, which was then kicked in by a guy in a mask. Another guy
followed, and a skinny Arab that looked oddly familiar jumped up
from his computer in a poorly furnished apartment. He gaped at them
as the masked men in body armor shouted and flung him to the floor,
knelt on his neck and handcuffed him.

“His name is Sakhr Muhammed,” Danny said.
“Recognize him?”

She was still gagged, and he tsked, and took
the gag out.

“No,” she said, panting.

“He's your hacker.”

She stared at him in surprise, then at the
image of a mug shot which appeared on his cell.

“How...”

“Remember when your phone was stolen and I
got you another one? Remember I told you I was going to put agency
security software on it? Well, he tried to hack your cell phone. I
guess he got the number off your Facebook account.

The agency software lets hackers into a sort
of shell area, and gives it something to download. There's a virus
in the download, one they aren't going to be able to detect, and it
infects their computer, which allows us to find out what's on
it.”

“Holy shit,” she breathed, staring at him.
“Wait! I remember seeing him once! He was at an arrest I made. He
said something snotty, like I could frisk him any time...”

“He had pictures of you, including uhm, the
ones that got out from your phone before... and that modeling
thing. He also had news items, and was trying to find out where you
lived.”

“Why?”

“Because you're an infidel whore who has said
and done unkind things to Muslim men. He wasn't a terrorist or
anything, just one of those conservative types who have a very
misogynistic view of women. Plus he thought you were really hot, of
course.”

“I am really hot,” she said.

“Glad you realize that. Shall we see how much
hotter I can get you?”

She smiled and shrugged.

“Go for it, Brady lover.”

He snorted and reached for the gag again.

 


END
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	if (gClientHeight < (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont)) {
		gPageCount = 1;
	}
}

/**
 * Columnize the document and move to the first page. The position and progress are reset/initialized
 * to 0. This should be the initial pagination request when the document is initially shown.
 */

function paginate()
{	
	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this
	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.
	
	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	
	setupBookColumns();
}

/**
 * Paginate the document again and maintain the current progress. This needs to be used when
 * the content view changes size. For example because of orientation changes. The page count
 * and current page are recalculated based on the current progress.
 */

function paginateAndMaintainProgress()
{
	var savedProgress = gProgress;
	setupBookColumns();
	goProgress(savedProgress);
}

/**
 * Update the progress based on the current page and page count. The progress is calculated
 * based on the top left position of the page. So the first page is 0% and the last page is
 * always below 1.0.
 */

function updateProgress()
{
	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;
}

/**
 * Move a page back if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goBack()
{
	if (gCurrentPage > 1)
	{
		gCurrentPage--;
		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move a page forward if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goForward()
{
	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage++;
		gPosition += window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move directly to a page. Remember that there are no real page numbers in a reflowed
 * EPUB document. Use this only in the context of the current document.
 */

function goPage(pageNumber)
{
	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;
		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}



