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“Fucking chinks.”

Jamie rolled her eyes sideways to her
current temporary partner (the more temporary the better, she
thought) Michael Cooper.

“If they can't drive they should fucking
take the subway!” he snarled, honking the horn.

She sighed and looked out the window to
watch the pricey looking stores go by. She had been temporarily
assigned to the Two-Six, the Twenty-Sixth precinct's Anti-Crime
squad. The Two-Six took in the extreme north end of the wealthy
Upper West Side. And to its east and north was Harlem.

It made for an often uneasy mix. Especially
when Columbia University and Barnard College, which were both in
the precinct, were added to the mix. All those entitled young
college students, often drunk, wandering into Harlem and getting
into trouble caused no end of paperwork. Though most of the
problems in this precinct came from the young men and women of
Harlem coming in the opposite direction.

“Oh yeah!? You gonna give me the
finger!?”

She turned her eyes forward again where a
hand had been thrust out the window of a Black Lexus SUV and was
energetically pumping up and down.

Cooper cursed traffic as he tried to pull up
alongside the Lexus.

“Remember, rich people have lawyers who file
complaints,” she said.

“Fuck em! I don't have to take that from
some fuckin' chink!”

Cooper was tall, broad-shouldered, and dumb
as a post, as far as Jamie was concerned. She had no idea how he'd
gotten on the job, much less been assigned to Anti-Crime – which
was a choice posting. He had to have pull somewhere.

He had a weak chin, a somewhat flat face,
small brown eyes, and at twenty-six, already had a receding
hairline.

He flipped on the lights in the grille and
window and glowered at the Lexus ahead of him as Jamie sighed and
thought of all the paperwork likely to ensue.

The black Chevy Impala was an unmarked car –
not an undercover car. It had lights behind the grille and back
bumper and light bars inside the front and back windshields. The
arm jerked in ahead of them but the Lexus didn't show any sign of
pulling over, at first. Given the traffic on Broadway he certainly
had no chance of getting away, though.

Cooper burped the siren, and the Lexus
pulled over, but to the wrong side of the street. Broadway was six
lanes wide at this point, divided by a broad grassy and treed
median. The Lexus had pulled over to the median – in the passing
lane.

“What an asshole!” Cooper shouted.

Cooper, she thought, was way too excitable
for this job.

He leaned out his window and waved his hand.
“Turn off onto a side street, you moron!”

The Asian man driving instead got out of his
car and started running. Cooper cursed again and jumped out of the
car, cleared the fence around the median and raced after the man.
The Asian man cleared the fence, too – the first fence. Then when
he tried to jump over the one on the other side of the median
caught his ankle and hit the pavement face first.

He scrambled to his feet, turning to look at
Cooper, then darted across the next lane in front of a delivery
truck.

Jamie had been slowed because Cooper had
forgotten to put the car in Park. She'd had to stretch her long leg
across to the drivers' side to step on the brake and then put the
car in Park before getting out herself. She had just started to
round the front of the car when the man became airborne.

She followed his flight path to where he
landed on his head fifty or sixty feet further down the road. He
went sailing across a Ford which had been driving ahead of the
truck, hit the road just ahead of it, and then got run over.

“That's gonna hurt,” she said.

Cooper had stopped and was staring,
open-mouthed.

“I sure hope he actually did something
illegal,” she said.

Cooper ran down the street to where the man
was sprawled and Jamie went back into the car and called for a
supervisor and ambulance, then pulled out and started to follow.
That was when she heard a sound coming from the Lexus ahead.

Frowning, she pulled out her Glock and
approached it carefully. It had tinted windows, which made her
nervous so she moved slowly, circling it until she could see in
through the open driver's door and window. She moved closer to the
door, Glock extended, watching for signs of movement, then leaned
over the seat.

The back seat was empty. She shifted the gun
to the trunk area, then pulled back outside, moved further down the
car, and opened the rear door. She looked in, then pushed the Glock
forward, leaning in slowly until she could see over the seat.

There was nothing in the back except a black
duffel bag. Which was moving.

“Okay,” she said beneath her breath.

She backed out, then ducked into the
drivers' door. She found the trunk release and pressed it, and the
back hatch began to slowly rise. She moved back behind the car
until the hatch was up above her head.

She could hear a siren coming closer now.
She eased forward, but waited until the sector car screeched to a
stop beside them. She gestured at the car and they pulled their
guns, so she holstered hers, then moved forward and undid the
buckle across the top of the bag. With the two uniforms on either
side of her, she reached forward and gripped the zipper, then
jerked it back.

A wide brown eye looked up at her.

She pulled the zipper the rest of the way
down, then sideways and pulled the flap up, and found an Asian girl
in her late teens or early twenties who was severely hog-tied and
gagged.

“Who's got a knife?”

The uniforms carried a ton of gear on their
belts, and one of them put his Glock away and pulled out a knife.
Jamie cut away the main line between the girl's wrists and ankles
and grabbed the girl's arm to pull her upright. The cop on her left
reached in and grabbed the side of the bag to push it back as she
pulled the girl out of the bag and, with the help of the other cop,
sat her on the tailgate of the car.

She peeled the duct tape over her mouth away
and the girl gulped in several large, ragged breaths before
bursting into tears.

The second cop was leaning in and took the
girl's arm, pulling it back and then cutting the rope, and as soon
as her arms were free she threw them around Jamie and grabbed her
in a bear-hug, still sobbing freely.

A second blue and white pulled in behind the
first. Traffic was backing up now that two lanes were blocked, and
the sidewalks on either side were filling with gawkers.

“Let's put her in the back of my car,” she
said.

The girl was probably less than five feet
tall and likely weighed less than a hundred pounds. Jamie was in
good shape but she didn't do heavy lifting, and the cop on her
right moved in and easily picked the girl up, then carried her in
his arms as Jame moved back and opened the rear door.

He put the girl inside and Jamie got in
beside her and closed the door as more sirens sounded.

The girl looked around with wide, teary
eyes, and Jamie got the tissue box from behind the seat and handed
it to her.

“Do you speak English, honey,” she
asked?”

“I-I...I speak... eengrish!” she gulped,
wiping her eyes and blowing her nose.

Her name was Ming Wa. She was from Vietnam
and had been smuggled into the US in a container vessel along with
her boyfriend. Supposedly they were going to get jobs in a
restaurant. But because Ming was young and pretty the triad had
decided she would be a prostitute. Her boyfriend had objected too
much and been killed.

She had no idea where they were taking her,
but given the only other things the back of the Lexus contained
were chains and loose weights, Jamie's own suspicion was she was
destined for the Hudson River, having seen too much.

The girl reached out and touched her hair in
fascination.

“Your hair is so red!” she exclaimed in
wonder.

“Not a lot of redheads in Vietnam, I guess,”
Jamie said dryly.

The girl shook her head as if that was a
question.

The uniform sergeant showed up and opened
the door and the girl shrank back in fear.

“It's all right,” Jamie assured her.

She stepped out and closed the door.

“What's the story, McCloud?” the sergeant
asked.

Jamie didn't recognize him, but then she'd
only been in the Two-Six a week. As in other precincts she'd been
assigned to, though, everyone seemed to know her on sight.

Apparently six-foot-tall female redheads
were a rarity in New York as well as Vietnam.

“She says her name is Ming Wa, and she's
from Vietnam,” she said. “She came in a container ship the other
day. Her boyfriend got angry when they wanted her to be a
prostitute and he got killed.”

“She knows this to be the case?”

“She saw it. But she doesn't really know who
anyone was.”

“Why didn't they just kill her then and
there?”

Jamie shrugged.

A patrol lieutenant arrived, who called for
another ambulance. Finally, a pair of detectives from the
26th precinct arrived and took charge of the girl.

Since traffic was now backed up for miles
they hurriedly took the Lexus away – along with the body of the
driver, and cleared the road. She and Cooper drove back to the
precinct house to do paperwork, with him grumbling most of the
way.

“It's not like I killed him!” he
protested.

“You chased that poor minority into traffic,
you cruel white man,” she said.

He glared at her.

“I can see the headline in the Times now:
Poor Asian immigrant harassed and terrorized by racist NYPD is
killed by a racist truck.”

“The Times can suck my dick!”

Since she wasn't really involved in chasing
the perp Jamie's paperwork was a lot simpler than his. She handed
it to the sergeant and sat down again, feeling a sense of
satisfaction. This was the great thing about anti-crime. All you
had to do was deal with the here and now. It was up to the
detectives to figure everything out and see if they could find the
others involved – not to mention the body of Ming's boyfriend.

And Jamie could get back to patrol. Or could
when Cooper finished up his paperwork and interviews, which was
going to take a while.

“McCloud,” the Sergeant called.

She looked up.

“Go with Spencer.”

She waited for more but Sergeant Adams was
not the communicative type, and regarded anyone without service
stripes on their sleeves as a lackey. You got a service stripe
after serving five years. It would be another four years before she
got her first.

She sighed and followed Jessie Spencer
downstairs and outside to the car.

“Where are we going?” she asked.

“Harlem.”

She looked at him in surprise.

“Why in the hell would we do a thing like
that?”

He rolled his eyes. “Inspector Morrow says
to go.”

She got in the passenger side, and he
accelerated away from the curb.

“What's in Harlem he's interested in?”

“Some scumbag that got paroled recently he
wants us to watch.”

“Uh... he knows that's not our precinct,
right?”

“Yeah, well, Morrow doesn't let little
things like that get in his way.”

“What's the Captain say?”

“I don't think Morrow asked.”

Deputy Inspector Morrow had a habit of
handing out assignments to people at random without considering
what their actual supervisors might have in mind.

“He's aware there's Anti-Crime units in
Harlem, right? And that they tend to have black people in
them?”

He shrugged.

“Because you and me don't really fit in
there.”

“Ya think?”

“Especially me.”

He snorted. “I don't know. Put you in a
tight little plastic miniskirt, six-inch heels and a tight, low cut
top...”

“Spare me your fashion fantasies.”

“Just saying there's a certain type of white
girl you might see in Harlem.”

“Well, I don't think I'm dressed for the
part.”

“We could stop somewhere and you could
shop.”

“No thanks.”

*

Whore!

Jamie looked at the message on her phone and
then hit reply.

What's your point?

She wiggled around in her seat. It was a
good seat, and very comfortable. She'd pushed it back as far as it
would go, but she'd been sitting in it for two hours now, and her
legs really wanted to stretch out.

I'm pointing out your moral
deficiencies, the next text said.

See my last message, she replied.

She glanced up the street, then across at
Spencer. He was a brooder. She didn't really get brooders. She
figured they put too much time into thinking about things. You
needed to make a decision, then act on it, not keep torturing it in
your mind.

He was looking at his own phone, reading
something political. He put a lot of time into politics, which
puzzled her. Politics was a waste of time. Everyone involved in it
was a lying, self-serving moron. Spencer was a reasonably smart
guy, and he had a lot of cutting things to say about the Democrats
which she mostly agreed with. But somehow he was blind to the equal
defects of Republicans.

She'd never understood that sort of rah-rah,
my-side mentality.

Her phone beeped again.

What are you doing?

I'm watching a door, she typed.

Is it an especially pretty door?

Nope.

Then you would seem to be wasting your
time.

Not my decision.

She picked up her mini binoculars and looked
at the door again. It was the door to a run-down brownstone on
137h street. Inside it was one Kirvens Lamarre, age
twenty-seven. Lamarre had gotten into a dispute with another
gentleman four years ago. And upon meeting him later, he had drawn
a butcher knife from under his clothes and thrust it completely
through the other gentleman's throat.

Since that had happened in Morningside Park
– which happened to be in the 26th Precinct, Morrow had
taken an interest.

Jamie didn't have a law degree. And if her
father hadn't been a lawyer she would more easily be able to
dismiss them all with the same sneers and insults as most of her
colleagues did. But it still seemed to her the world would be a
better place if the entire legal system was torn down and replaced
with something which made more sense.

That would be a system where a man who walks
around with a butcher knife under his clothes and stabs someone
through the throat, killing them, gets found guilty of murder, not
manslaughter. And then goes away for life, rather than nine
years.

Lamarre had been paroled after just three.
Deputy Inspector Morrow had decided that it was unlikely Lamarre
had been completely rehabilitated.

Morrow had a God complex, as far as Jamie
was concerned, and thought it was his sacred duty to right all
wrongs. He had decided Lamarre had not been properly punished and
wanted him put back in a cage for a few more years.

The problem, from Jamie's point of view, was
that Lamarre was currently living in the 25th precinct
in East Harlem. Harlem was full of poor Black citizens, many of
them suspicious, if not actively hostile to the police. There were
very few white people living here, so a six-foot tall redhead and a
slightly chubby, six foot three guy with a beard tended to stand
out like the proverbial black sheep – only in reverse.

Because of this they'd parked almost two
blocks up from Lamarre's house and were using mini binoculars and a
camera with a zoom lens to watch it.

“I wish this fucker would do something,”
Spencer said.

“He's probably inside playing Fortnite,” she
replied.

Her phone beeped again.

I'm bored as shit, it said.

Wanna trade places? she typed.
What are you doing anyway?

Looking through files in the basement.

She smirked. At least you're getting lots
of fresh air.

Eat me.

Again?

She'd met Danny during another stake-out
earlier in the year. She'd actually arrested him as he worked an
undercover job. He was a federal agent, and he'd wound up
recruiting her into his job simply because it involved a modeling
agency and she was that rarity- a very attractive, very young, very
tall female police officer.

Working a case or just catching up on
paperwork?

Working a case.

Sucks to be you, loser!

Bitch!

Jamie once again felt thankful she was in
Anti-Crime and not a detective.

There were a lot of plainclothes units in
the NYPD. Narcotics was one, prostitution another. The most
sought-after plainclothes job, though, was Anti-Crime. Anti-crime
cops patrolled their precincts in unmarked cars wearing ordinary
street-clothes – not the business suits detectives had to
suffer.

They didn't answer routine calls and didn't
have to write traffic tickets. Nor were they restricted to a
particular sector of the precinct. Anti-Crime patrolled wherever
crime was considered the most problematic. They went in on whatever
calls sounded interesting, especially those involving weapons.

They also focused on repeat offenders who
were known to be committing crimes, or likely to soon be committing
crimes – like Lamarre. Usually all that took was watching them for
a short period of time. It wasn't like these were organized
criminals, after all. And their parole usually came with some
fairly sweeping conditions like not doing drugs and alcohol, and
not associating with other criminals.

Keep an eye on a recent parolee and chances
are he'd violate at least one of them.

Jamie didn't like surveillance. It was
boring. Most people, especially those without a job, did virtually
nothing almost all the time. Or at least, whatever they did, they
did it in their own homes. But on the other hand, there was no
pressure. Nobody could blame her if nothing happened.

Detectives, and federal agents, were
expected to get results.

She raised the little binoculars again, then
jabbed Spencer in the ribs.

“What?”

He picked up the camera with the zoom lens
and took a few pictures of the guy at Lamarre's door. Then he
looked at the screen and zoomed in on them.

“Don't recognize him,” he said. “I'll send
it to Adams and see if he knows him.”

Adams was the sergeant in charge of the
26th Anti-Crime squad.

“You don't think maybe the 25th's Anti-Crime
guys might have a better chance of identifying this guy?”

“Sure. I also think they'll be pissed off
we're hunting on their turf.”

“Nah, they'll laugh at us for getting a shit
job. They sure won't want it.”

“You know anyone on the 25ths
Anti-Crime?”

The 25th and 26th
precincts shared no border and there wasn't much contact between
them.

He thought a moment. “I think Rollins is in the 25th.”

“So why don't you send him the picture?”

“Because eventually the 25th is gonna find
out we're here, and that's gonna work it's way up to Deputy
Inspector Bernson, and he's gonna get pissed off.”

“So?”

“So I don't want the reason for them
discovering we're here to be me.”

“We been here two hours already,” she said.
“We're already pushing our luck. The first sector car that drives
past is gonna see us and ask us who we are.”

Unmarked cars were not undercover cars. They
were obvious if you knew what to look for, like the lights under
the grille and the light bars in the windows. They were intended to
be discrete, not disguised. Besides, they were almost all black
Chevy Impalas and Ford Explorers. Any cop would recognize one in a
second.

“That's fine. Let them. And after they find
us then I can text Rollins.”

Jamie rolled her eyes but she didn't argue.
Nobody wanted to get in the middle of a pissing match between a
pair of deputy inspectors. She was fairly well-protected since her
grandfather outranked them both, but most cops had a lot less cover
than her.

Where are you? Danny asked.

Harlem.

WTF you doing in Harlem?

Morrow has a bug up his ass about some
scumbag here.

You ask me, Morrow has a lot more than a bug
up his ass.

You just have an ass fetish.

Yeah? Maybe I'll stick myself up yours
tonight and show you how much.

I probably have to do my hair or something
else exciting.

My cock is exciting.

I'm sure you think so.

Someone is looking to get punished.

Oh, are you gonna sing to me?

She glanced through the mini binoculars
again but whoever that had been was inside and the door closed.

“We could be doing something useful
somewhere, you know,” she said.

“We're doing something useful. We're scaring
the shit out of the locals.”

She glanced at the homes across from them.
Every now and then someone peeked out a window then ducked back out
of sight. There didn't seem to be much doubt the locals had
recognized them as cops.

“How's that useful?”

“I bet half the people on this block have
flushed their stash down the john since we got here. The rest are
feeling guilty about whatever it was they did last and worried
about us being here for them. Maybe they'll think twice about the
next crime they commit.”

“You think everyone on this street is a
criminal?”

“Wouldn't surprise me.”

“You're a cynic, Benji.”

“I'm a realist. You're a cynic. And don't
call me Benji.”

“I'm not a cynic, I'm a pessimist, and Benji
is your name.”

“Benjamin is my fucking name,” he
growled.

“Yeah, well it's too fucking long,” she
replied.

“Then call me Ben.”

“I'll call you whatever the fuck I want
to.”

Which was the exact response he'd given her
earlier when she'd told him not to call her 'Red'.

He glowered at her, then muttered something
under his breath and returned to his phone.

My partner today is an asshole, she
typed.

Yeah, who is it?

Benji Cooper. He's a Trump loyalist.

Ah, a proud American.

He's also sulking cuz I won't put out for
him.

Whore!

That doesn't make sense.

Prude! Nun!

Freak! Pervert! she
replied.
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Two black guys walked past them, eyeing them
warily the whole time.

“You know, if we made out this would be more
realistic,” he said.

“In what universe would that be realistic
other than your imagination?”

“Just saying. It would give us an excuse to
be here.”

“In Harlem? We came all the way to Harlem to
make out? Seriously, who would do that?”

“Someone who didn't want to be seen by
people they know.”

She thought about telling him that if she
was making out with him she definitely wouldn't want anyone to know
about it, but their relationship was bad enough as it was.

She saw movement at the door and raised her
glasses again.

“It's Lamarre,” she said.

He lifted the camera and snapped pictures of
Lamarre and his friend coming down the stairs together.

They walked up the street towards them, then
turned at the corner. Spencer started the car and drove to the end
of the block, then halted so they could watch the two.

“We gonna follow them in the car?”

“You want to get out and walk?”

“Fuck no.”

Not that Harlem was all that dangerous, not
like it used to be. But it also wasn't a place where six-foot-tall
redheads walked down the street. And while she tried not to be too
immodest Jamie hadn't been able to walk down a busy street in
Manhattan since she was thirteen without guys noticing, staring and
often enough making comments or trying to strike up
conversations.

It would be far worse in Harlem, where there
were a lot fewer 'woke' men, and a lot more macho types who thought
they were God's gift to women. Or at least, that women were God's
gift to them. Most of the White community seemed to have developed
a culture that said staring at and saying rude things to women was
bad. The Black community seemed to think that was even sillier than
the Hispanic community did... and the Arab community, and the
Indian community.

New York, as the mayor said, was a community
of communities. And none of them were remotely as politically
correct as the white liberals who made up most of the population of
Manhattan island south of Central Park.

And even they were a pain in the ass.

It wasn't one of those things she could
complain about to anyone, though, or at least, not to very many
people. It would sound more like bragging than complaining. She
found that most women were jealous of her as it was. She was too
young, too free, too pretty, too tall, and too happy. Frumpy
middle-aged women struggling to make their diet work and pay the
bills, with two whiny kids and a husband who got drunk every
weekend would not sympathize.

They let them walk up another block, then
drove around the corner and drove slowly up the road, keeping them
a couple of blocks ahead.

“He's probably just going to get a
shawarma.”

“Or maybe he's going for a drink at a bar,
where he's not allowed to go.”

“And if he does how do we prove he's
drinking? You gonna go inside, cuz I sure as hell ain't.”

He didn't answer. He didn't need to. Either
one of them going into a bar in Harlem would be like an American
Indian in full war bonnet going into a cliched cowboy bar in the
old west. And the odds of gunfire were almost as high.

“This is a dumb, fuckin' job,” he said.

They were getting in the way of traffic,
which was honking and then pulling out around them, glaring at them
as they went past.

And then the sector car finally made an
appearance. It came up behind them and flashed its lights.

Fuck em,” Spencer said.

They stopped, but only because they were
getting too close. One of the cops in the sector car got out and
strolled forward. Spencer moved forward slowly. The cop glared at
them and shook his fist, then got back into the sector car, which
moved forward again until it was right on their bumper.

“Stop the fucking car,” one of them said
into the PA.

“That dumb fuck is gonna get us spotted,”
Spencer said.

“Hope so. Then we can go somewhere
else.”

The same cop got out of the passenger side
and started forward, and Benji pulled the Impala forward again,
snickering as he looked in the rearview mirror.

Jamie held up the glasses and watched
Lamarre and his friend going into a bar. Then her view was blocked
by the sector car, which pulled out around them, passed, then
turned in front of them to block their way. Now she could see the
passenger's eyes were kind of bloodshot.

She lowered the glasses as the two of them
got out of the car and strolled forward.

Spencer lowered the window on his side.

“You know you're kind of in our fuckin' way
there, bud,” he said with exaggerated casualness.

“Yeah? Well you're kinda blocking the
fuckin' road there, bud,” the black cop said.

“Who the fuck are you guys?” the other one
asked.

Spencer let out a long belch. “Howsabout
none of you're fuckin' business?”

Jamie sighed and leaned over to look up at
him.

“Two-six Anti-Crime,” she said.

“You lost? Cuz you might not have noticed
but you kind of stand out around here.”

“We noticed,” she said.

She pushed open her door and got out, then
walked around to the other side. Someone had to be a grownup, after
all, and the way Spencer and the two black cops were acting they
were all in full macho, head-butting mode

The two cops were both in their twenties.
She focused on the one with the service stripe on his sleeve with a
name tag that said Forest.

“Deputy Inspector Morrow assigned us to keep
an eye on some scumbag just got out for manslaughter,” she
said.

“Why didn't he just get the 25th
to watch him?” he asked.

“Rumors, which I, of course, would not put
any credibility in, say Morrow and Bernson don't get along all that
well.”

They both snorted in amusement.

“And suggesting to Morrow that maybe black
cops would be less noticeable would likely just draw a lecture on
diversity and inclusiveness,” she continued.

“You're shitting me.”

“I wish. But hey, now that you're here. Why
don't you have a look in the bar up the street and see if our skell
is having a drink?”

“What'd he do?”

“Drove a butcher knife completely through
some guy's neck from side to side.”

“Dude got a temper,” Forest said.

“Morrow figures three years aren't enough
for that. He'd like to put him away for a little longer.”

“Well, that's kinda your problem, ain't it,
babe?” the other cop said.

“Yeah, but on the other hand he's in your
precinct, and eventually, probably as soon as you turn in your
report Bernson is gonna get pissed and call Morrow and take it
over. Then he'll assign it to the 25th's Anti-Crime. At which point
it's no longer our problem anymore. So maybe you can save your own
guys having to sit around watching this prick for hours and hours
and days by catching him drinking.”

“What's he look like?” Forest asked.

“Camera,” she said, looking down at
Spencer.

He glared up at her but handed it over,
ostentatiously belching again to show his disdain.

She looked at the back screen, brought up
the memory, and found the best picture of Lamarre, then zoomed in
and showed it to Forest and his partner, whose name was Pele.

“Who the fuck does his hair?” Pele said in
contempt.

“This is today? So he's wearing this
basketball jersey?”

She nodded and Forest jerked his head at
Pele. They both got back into their car and drove up the block.

“You realize that if they catch him drinking
they'll probably bust him, right?

“So?”

“So after sitting around half the goddamn
afternoon it would be nice to get the bust ourselves.”

“Yeah, well, unless you got a can of shoe
polish that's not going to happen.”

“Hey, you could unbutton a few buttons and
pull the bottom of your shirt up to show that nice flat stomach of
yours, and then saunter in there pretending you're looking for your
pimp.”

He smirked and she gave him the finger, then
tossed the camera at him and walked around to get back in on her
side.

He pulled forward to the next block as
Forest and Pele walked across the street and went into the bar.

A half-minute later the bar door opened and
people started running out, and they heard gunfire coming through
the open door.

“Oh shit!” she said.

Spencer threw the car into gear and stepped
on the gas while she flipped on the lights and grabbed the
mike.

“This is 25-Crime, 10-13 shots fired at 542
Lennox Avenue!” she said.

She had no trouble with the address since
the car squealed to a stop almost on the sidewalk with the nose
pointed right at the door.

She yanked her Glock out as she climbed out
of the car, just as Kirvens Lamarre slammed open the door of the
bar and started to run out, holding a long, silver automatic in his
hand. He saw Spencer first and raised his gun as Spencer ducked
back. He got off two shots and then Jamie pumped half a dozen
bullets into him out of something like sheer, unthinking
instinct.

Holy fuck! she thought as her brain
started to function again.

Spencer edged forward, gun pointed ahead of
him, glanced briefly at Lamarre, then looked at her. Jamie gulped
and came out from behind the car door, edging forward, then
squatted down, arm raised and gun pointed at the door.

Spencer jerked the door open, standing
back.

When nobody shot at anyone he eased forward,
peeked around it, ducked back, then peeked around again for a
longer look before edging through. Jamie heard sirens as she got up
and moved forward to the door behind him.

Fortunately, the big picture window on the
other side of the door let plenty of light in. Almost everyone was
on the floor except Forest and Pele, who were pointing guns at one
of the people on the floor. They moved forward cautiously as Jamie
and Spencer came in, and Pele kicked a gun further away from where
the guy lay moaning on the floor.

“Well, there goes the day,” Forest said.

That, of course, was an understatement.
Especially for Jamie, whose target wasn't moaning and cursing, or
even breathing.

First came a horde of uniformed cops, then
supervisors, then progressively more senior officers from the
Twenty-Fifth precinct, all the way up to Deputy Inspector Bernson.
A little after that came Seth Adams, who was their sergeant from
the Twenty-Sixth, then Lieutenant Rawlins, their Lieutenant,
accompanied by Captain Delonzo, and finally Deputy Inspector
Morrow.

And just about all of them were pissed off
that members of the 26th's Anti-Crime squad were in Harlem.

Nobody was mad at Jamie or Spencer, in
particular, but it affected how they were questioned and the tone
of voice of the bosses. And Jamie found Spencer's attitude
progressively more irritating. He seemed to feel that he'd been
robbed somehow, because he hadn't gotten the opportunity to shoot
anyone, and was jealous that Jamie had.

“I woulda got him, you know, in another
second,” he said multiple times.

Jamie had to bite her tongue against
pointing out that he would have had a hard time doing that while
flat on his face behind the car. She didn't blame him for ducking
and diving back behind the car. She'd had more time, after all,
since Lamarre had focused on him first. But his constant protests
were pissing her off.

That she didn't much like him to begin with
didn't help. She was a spare because she'd recently moved to the
Two-Six from Midtown South, where she'd become a little too
recognizable. Gilmore said he wanted to put her with separate
members of the squad at first so they all got used to each other
before partnering her off permanently. Jamie hoped it wasn't with
Spencer.

Once she'd told her story multiple times to
multiple bosses, she then had to tell it again to FID – the NYPD's
Force Investigation Division, which investigated firearms
discharges. Spencer seemed annoyed they had no interest in him
aside from as a witness to her shooting, which he hadn't seen
because he was diving behind the car.

Jamie had run into this problem before with
men who didn't like to see themselves 'beaten' in any way by a
'girl'. Spencer liked to think of himself as a tough, macho guy,
but instead of taking down the suspect he'd jumped back behind the
car and a 'girl' had done the job. So his ego was bruised.

Every time someone told her she'd done a
great job it irked him more. She was relieved when they drove her
down to One Police Plaza to do her report and more interviews.
There she was joined by her grandfather, who was now Deputy
Commissioner of Operations.

The attitude of the FID detectives became
considerably more polite after he joined them, and they were more
than willing to call it a day and let him drive her home when he'd
decided they had enough information.

She wasn't going to object to the special
treatment, publicly, but she did frown at him once they were in the
elevator.

“What?”

“You know cops get pissed off when a big
boss interferes in their investigation, Grandpa.”

He shrugged. He was a tall man with broad
shoulders and graying hair. But he wore his time on the job and the
force of his office like a well-worn cloak.

“Too bad. Anyway, it's an open and shut
case. There's even video from your car's dashcam.”

They went down to the garage and his driver
opened the back door to the sleek black Ford Explorer which was his
official vehicle. They got in, and the driver jumped in the front,
pulled out of the garage and headed for Brooklyn.

“So you gonna blab about this?” she
asked.

He didn't ask who she meant.

“She's certain to find out at some
point.”

“At some point in the future,” Jamie said.
“But a shooting in Harlem doesn't rate a lot of headlines, and
nobody's likely to connect it to me.”

He gave her a look that was something like
'get real'.

“The departmental gossip line will be active
enough with people asking who the cops were that were involved just
to see if they know them. One of your cousins or uncles is bound to
hear about it. From there it's a short distance to someone
mentioning it to your mother.”

“Yeah, but that could take days. And then it
won't be fresh news.”

He gave her the same look again and she
scowled back.

“You're new on the job,” he said.

“I've almost got a full year in,” she
exclaimed.

“And you're a girl.”

“That's kind of sexist, you know.”

“So file a complaint. The point is cops
gossip. The longer they're on the job, the more people they know,
the more actively they gossip.”

“Well, I guess I know how you spend your
days,” she said with a smirk.

He gave her a quelling look.

“By now word is already going around both
the 25th and 26th precinct houses. It's not going to
take days to spread to the family. You'll be lucky if someone
hasn't already called her.”

Jamie sighed and rolled her head back
against the seat.

“Your mother married into a cop family. She
knows the score by now.”

“My mother was a coddled rich girl who
married a corporate lawyer.”

“Yes, well, your father has always been a
bit odd. But every family needs a black sheep.”

She snorted.

“I ask myself sometimes late at night 'Where
did I go wrong with that boy?'”

“You let him read books?”

“Yeah, that could be it. Also let him argue
too much. The boy got good at it.”

They crossed the bridge and headed north and
she sighed.

“You're not taking me home, are you?”

“Nope.”

“I could just phone her.”

“Nope. She needs to see you're in one
piece.”

“I could Skype.”

“Chicken.”

The Explorer pulled up in front of her
family's brownstone, the place where she had lived until two months
ago and he looked at her. Jamie sighed and got out, then peeled her
sweater up over her head and off. When he came around the car she
was unbuttoning most of the buttons in her shirt.

“What on earth are you doing?” he asked.

Jamie tied the lower part of her blouse up
under her breasts, then untied the top couple of buttons so she was
showing some cleavage.

She turned to smile at him. “I'm giving her
something else to talk about and complain about.”

He looked at her in amazement as she walked
up the stairs, then shook his head and followed.

She let herself in and found her mother in
the kitchen.

“Oh! Jamie!” she exclaimed.

She rushed over and gave her a big hug,
which made her curse her family's own gossip line.

“I'm fine.”

“That job,” she said, standing back and
looking at her as if searching for bullet holes.

She frowned.

“You didn't go to work like that did
you?”

“What's wrong with the way I'm dressed?”

“Jamie McCloud! You don't walk around at
work showing your breasts!”

“I'm not showing my breasts. Anyway, it was
hot outside.”

“Well that's no reason to be half-naked at
work! It's not like you were at the beach or hanging out with your
cousins.”

“Ah, I have nice boobs. Nothing wrong with
showing them off,” she said.

Her mother launched into a lecture about
modesty and Jamie smirked at her grandfather, who shook his head
and went into the kitchen to get a beer. By the time he'd gotten
his beer and returned she'd agreed, grudgingly, to do up two
buttons, which satisfied her mother.

Even so it was almost an hour before she
could break away and head home. Her grandfather had already left,
so she walked the four blocks. She'd only moved out two months
earlier, when she and her cousin Randy, who was a firefighter, had
gone in together with her cousin Ben, who was a cop in the
92nd precinct.

They'd bought a run-down old Victorian red
brick house that was about as plain as they came. It was a long,
narrow rectangle of brick with an uninsulated attic under a gable
roof. With free help provided by a lot of other cousins and friends
they'd divided it into three apartments.

Jamie had let them bargain her down to
getting the attic. But she'd put up the kind of resistance she used
to against guys she wanted to sleep with but didn't want to think
she was easy. The trick, of course, was to resist, but not so much
she actually won the argument.

In this case that let her demand extras. A
lot of firefighters worked 24hr shifts two or three days in a row,
which gave them a lot of days off. The most popular job during
their 'off-hours' was contractor, and a couple of Randy's friends
had helped him install skylights along the sloping roof.

They'd agreed without conditions, and she'd
ruthlessly pressed her advantage. The skylights were eight feet
high by four feet wide, and there were six of them along the roof.
She'd also made them open up the back wall so she had an
eight-foot-high double-width set of multi-pane windows there
too.

Her bedroom was in the back, her living room
in the front. In the middle was a small kitchen and a large
bathroom divided by a narrow passage. Storage space was above them,
and there were cupboards built into both her bedroom wall and along
the passageway.

The part which made her feel the smuggest
was that they'd made sure she signed off on an agreement before
they purchased, just so there wouldn't be any disagreements later.
And she'd had her father guide her in what to put in.

They'd acted outraged, at first, about the
size of the skylights, but she sweetly pointed out the contract
left that up to her. The same went for the windows. Not that they
were particularly angry. It was more that they were irritated in
the same way as Spencer had been that day, in being bested by a
'girl'. Especially when everyone who visited agreed her apartment
was the nicest and coolest of the three.

She let herself in, climbed the two stories,
and then flicked on the lights.

It had been a long day.

Her phone was blinking with messages, which
she ignored. Most of her family on the cop side had already texted
her already. Her family on her mother's side would know nothing,
and she intended leaving them in ignorance. Civilians tended to be
shocked at the very idea of killing someone, and seemed to expect
her to be shocked, too.

She wasn't. It wasn't like she hadn't done
it before. She kicked off her shoes and yawned as she wandered
through the living room to the bedroom. She thought she was a bit
of a sociopath, but honestly she couldn't care less about killing
someone who deserved it. And there was no question Lamarre deserved
it.

Someone somewhere might be bothered by it,
but she certainly wasn't. She treated killing like she treated sex;
whatever was good for her and or fun, was okay, as long as she
didn't get arrested.

And killing someone about to shoot her was
definitely good for her.

She'd gone somewhat minimalist in her
bedroom. With the built-in cupboards and closet she didn't need a
lot more than her bed. And she needed somewhere to exercise. She'd
been creative there in also attaching climbing rope, and a pull-up
bar which hung from a pair of chains. Both could be tucked up out
of the way when not using them.

And the bar had... other uses, besides
exercise. Not that anyone seeing it would guess.

Usually.

Right now, however, the bar was down, when
it should have been up, and there were thick leather restraints
clipped to either end.

“Who's been a bad girl tonight?” a voice
asked from behind her.
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She turned and gave Danny a jaundiced gaze.
“I knew I shouldn't have given you a key.”

He came forward and folded his arms around
her and she sighed as he kissed her.

He was ten years older and four inches
taller than her. And he had the physical and mental toughness which
let her feel like the 'girl' in their relationship – something she
often hadn't with previous lovers.

Not only could she feel like the girl she
could let herself be the girl, and let her tomboy ways fade
away. She was absolutely not the type to need a man's protection,
and yet it still felt good to have his arms around her and to feel
so solidly protected.

He was a damn good kisser too.

She knew at once, though, that he didn't
know about the shooting. She hadn't told him, and it was unlikely
he'd have heard anywhere else. The NYPD gossip line definitely did
not include federal agents operating in and around the city since
most cops disdained them. A little recreational sex was just what
she felt like just then, so she wasn't going to tell him.

He'd find out, of course, and be pissed. But
oh well. That was for then. This was now.

His hands were as skilled as his lips, and
her clothes were soon in a pool around her ankles. He lifted her
up, with her arms across his shoulders while they continued to
kiss, then set her down again and gripped her arms to lift them
above her head.

“When are you going to get over your fear
that I'll do something bad to you during sex?” she sighed in mock
sadness.

He slipped her wrists into the padded
restraints and buckled them tightly.

“Admit it. You're intimidated by me. You're
afraid of me,” she said.

“Desperately.”

He went to the wall and turned the small
crank, and Jamie felt her wrists pulled upward, forcing her onto
her toes, then she hung freely from them as he examined her, toes
twitching just above the floor. It always sent a dark thrill
through her to hang suspended, like some old medieval story of a
prisoner in a dungeon.

It would not be nearly as exciting if she
weren't naked, of course.

Her toes were just above the floor, which
put her pretty much eye to eye with him. He grinned at her, then
took out his phone and lifted it up. She looked back defiantly.
He'd already taken so many pictures – and videos – of her that
trying to hide anything was pointless.

“Gonna put this on eBay,” he said. “How much
you think I can sell you for, Slave girl.”

“I don't know, but please sell me to someone
who knows what to do to please a woman instead of someone who'll
just stare at me in awe.”

“Awe?”

“And terror.”

He raised an eyebrow, then ran his hand
smoothly up and down her side, from under her arm to her upper
thigh. It slid around onto her abdomen and up her belly before
curving up across her breast.

“You do have a nice, fuckin' body,” he
said.

“Trying to figure out what to do, little
boy?” she asked mockingly.

“You're kind of snippy this evening, slave
girl.”

“Snippy?”

“Mouthy.”

“Well, it's not like I'm going to be using
my mouth for anything else while I'm up here.”

“Oh there'll be lots of time for your mouth.
For ME to use it, that is. Until then, what say you just shut
up.”

“What say you – unghh!”

He jerked her hair back sharply enough to
make her gasp in pain. That also, of course, opened her mouth wide
as he shoved the ball-gag into it. He pulled the straps along her
cheeks as she glowered at him, then drew them back behind her
before buckling them.

He moved around front and used his finger to
comb her hair out from under the straps, then stood back.

“Now what should I do with you?” he
asked.

Jamie would have had a few suggestions, she
thought.

He rubbed his fingers lightly against her
sex, then let his fingers trace along her hip and up and down her
back as he moved behind her.

“You have a lovely back. That little fag
back at the modeling studio was right.”

During her first modeling session when
working undercover with him the photographer had been filled with
praise, not for her breasts or legs or ass like most men, but for
her back.

His hand, both his hands, curved around her
ribs and cupped her breasts, squeezing them up and together.

“It's just hard to pay attention to it with
things like this around,” he said as his fingers caught at her
nipples.

He hummed to himself as he went into the
bathroom, then appeared holding a flogger. It was a mini-flogger,
she saw as she felt the first sense of anxiety she always got when
he played his punishment games. It had less than a dozen tails, and
they were probably a foot long. It was lightweight, almost a toy.
Almost.

Even toys could hurt if they hit you hard
enough, though.

He moved behind her, and Jamie moved her
head, trying to keep her eye on him.

She winced as he swept his hand out suddenly
and the thin laces snapped across her buttocks.

“You really do have to learn that being
impertinent to your master, even by text, will lead to punishment,
Slave girl.”

He pressed his body against her from behind,
his arms coming around her as his teeth and lips found the nape of
her neck. His left hand casually kneaded her breast while the
right, the one holding the flog, slid downward.

The handle was leather-wrapped, and six
inches long. She felt the base rubbing insistently against her sex
as he chewed and kissed and licked his way up and down her throat.
He found the right angle and the base began to grind deliciously
against her clitoris as he chewed his way up under her ear.

She gasped as he jerked back on her hair to
force her head back.

“Have you come to terms with my owning you
yet, Slave girl?”

She thrust her middle fingers upward, but he didn't look up to
see.

“Once I have you fully trained you'll be
very useful for cooking and cleaning... among other things. “You'll
have to dye your hair blonde again, of course. And you won't need
to wear clothes anymore.”

He was rubbing the base of the handle quite
insistently against her, and combined with everything else it was
starting to have an effect. Jamie could feel her body already
thrumming with heat, and could feel her pussy moistening as she let
herself sink into the dark, wicked role of his helpless
prisoner.

Then the handle eased downward, and she
gasped as it pushed up against her sex, the base sinking between
her lips, and then pushing up into her body. He moved around in
front of her and sank to his knee, then leaned in and began to lick
as he slowly worked the handle of the flog up into her inch by
inch.

When it was fully inside her, he let his
fingers press in on either side of her clitoris as his tongue and
began to lick.

Unlike any of her previous lovers, Danny
didn't consider giving oral sex as a task to be gotten over with
before the good stuff started. His ego wasn't satisfied until he
turned her into a half-melted pile of oozing, boneless flesh. And
that started with the best oral sex skills she'd ever seen in a
man.

She groaned and let her head hang back,
staring up at the ceiling, then looked down again. Her body seemed
very... long from here. Her legs pulled at her torso like dead
weights. And her wrists and arms now ached from holding her
weight.

She hardly cared. The way his tongue was
moving against her clitoris had the muscles in her lower body
spasming, her hips jerking, and her legs bending and twitching as
her toes curled. She could feel her pussy squeezing down around the
handle he'd stuffed inside her as his lips began to suck
rhythmically against her clit. He was altering the strength
constantly, and then shifting back to fast side-to-side licks that
had her gasping and moaning around the gag.

His hands slid up her body, kneading her
breasts, then around behind her, squeezing her buttocks and pulling
her thighs apart. His tongue licked hard up and down the line of
her sex, but focused mainly on her clitoris as her moans grew more
expressive and her hips began to grind more energetically against
him.

He stopped, sliding the handle out of her,
then got up and went back into the bathroom, where he'd evidently
stashed his toys. He returned with an odd-looking thing. It was
pink and green with the top half somewhat offset from the bottom.
Jamie watched as he knelt before her again.

“Spread your legs, slut,” he barked.

Moaning, she obeyed, forcing her legs apart
as he pushed the pink and green thing into her in its place. It was
certainly thicker. The top was rounded, and it curved slightly as
he fed more of it into her pussy. It wasn't perfectly round,
though, but thicker than it was wide.

She gasped as it stretched her deliciously,
filling her up and pushing higher and deeper into her quivering
sex. Like the flog handle, it was short enough to completely
disappear inside her. It pushed insistently against the elastic
walls of her sex, but more towards the front and back then the
sides. Towards the inside of her abdomen and stomach.

It was not the first vibrator he'd pushed
into her which had a small curved clip protruding out from the
base, but this one was once again, different. The metal clip curved
up and back and then pressed against her firmly enough, just above
her sex, to hold the device inside her – like the clip of a pen,
and just about as thick.

It did not press against her clitoris.
Instead it split in two to rise up on either side, then join
together above. Pressing into her flesh on all sides, it served to
make her clitoris seem to be even more swollen than it already was
as it pushed out between, glistening.

And then, of course, it began to
vibrate.

Jamie couldn't keep her legs out for long,
and let them fall closed, groaning as she ground her thighs
together.

Danny picked up the flog, then stood up and
smirked at her. He licked lewdly up the handle, then casually
flipped it over so the thin laces snapped across her breast.

They stung, if not much. But he swung again
and again, just as casually, hardly putting any effort into it,
letting the thin laces slap against her so that her skin began to
pinken as it warmed and became more tender.

Meanwhile, the vibrator inside her was
buzzing, and not simply the clip protruding from the otherwise
closed lips of her sex. It was buzzing especially strongly against
the front of her sex a couple of inches deep, right about where her
G-spot was.

“The only way to avoid pain is to be the
perfect, submissive slave girl,” he said, shifting his aim to her
other breast.

“And you are far from that.”

He began to swing the thing lower, bringing
the laces down across her lower chest, then her belly and abdomen.
He moved behind her and took aim at her bottom again, swinging
harder now as she yelped and gasped and cried out at the stinging
pains. Then he worked his way up her spine until the laces were
snapping at her just below her neck.

“Naughty little slave girl,” he purred.

He stepped forward and let the massed laces
sweep in against the sides of her ribs and the sides of her
breasts, then sweep around further, and harder so that she cried
out repeatedly, her body jerking and straining as the little laces
bit into her soft flesh.

He moved around in front of her and took
direct aim at her breasts, bringing the little laces down faster,
using his wrist alone to send them sweeping down. Her breasts
warmed and began to sparkle with stinging little pains.

He eased up when they were both reddened and
throbbing. He jerked back on her hair again, forcing her back to
arch, and mouthed her nipples hungrily, sucking and licking while
chewing the soft flesh around them

He chuckled softly as he stepped back, then
swung the flog up underhand. It didn't have much force that way,
but it didn't need to as the laces swung up to hit her pussy
directly. That was a particularly sensitive part of her anatomy,
and she yelped and twisted, closing her thigh tightly.

“Spread your legs, slave.”

She ignored him.

“Do it, or I'll do it.”

He would, too. He'd spread her legs, chain
them apart, and then continue. Jamie knew it and knew resistance
was futile. She moaned and spread her legs, biting down on the gag
as he sent the flog sweeping up against her again and again.

The stinging from that pushed back against
the arousal she'd been gripped by, but the blows also made her even
more hyper-sensitive. When he dropped the flog and knelt before her
his tongue began to sweep hard across her swollen clitoris, and the
sensations tore up through her body like sheet lightning!

It took mere seconds to drive her into
convulsions, her hips bucking spastically as she cried out, her
head thrown back as she drove her hips frantically forward against
his licking tongue.

He kept licking. He licked her hard and fast
right through the orgasm, then softened his tonguing as she slumped
weakly, gasping for breath. His hands slid up and down her body,
kneading her breasts and buttocks as the heat grew more intense,
and then his tongue licked hard and fast to push her over the edge
a second time.

“I own you, baby,” he said smugly.

Jamie moaned, chin on her chest, gulping in
air. She raised her chin, though and glared rebelliously at him.
Not because she was angry but because she felt a delicious need to
provoke him into greater efforts.

He remained smug, though, so she kicked him.
Not hard, but enough to get his attention. As she'd known it would
that got her ankles chained apart and down so that she was
effectively spreadeagled in mid-air.

Then he removed her nipple rings, and from a
bag of toys he'd brought over, he plucked out a pair of cords –
which turned out to be one Y-shaped cord. The tips of the Y had
small round metal rings which he placed over her nipples. When he
tightened a screw the loops tightened to the point they pinched
painfully around the base of her nipples.

Her nipples burned! But there wasn't
anything she could about it as she pulled the cord up and out from
her body and tied it to a hook on the wall.

The flogging resumed, harder now, and Jamie
gasped and moaned as the flog cut across her back, moving up and
down, then shifted to her buttocks. It began to curl around her
ribs, then, snapping at her breasts as she fought to keep from
moving.

That was simply not possible. And every
flinch and jerk of her body pulled her burning nipples against the
cords. That sent hot, sharp little stings of pain through her
nipples and into her throbbing breasts but also served to make them
exquisitely sensitive.

By the time he was done her body felt raw,
as if she was sunburned from thigh to neck, front and back. Her
nipples throbbed painfully, having been pinched tightly and then
jerked sharply again and again by her own reaction to the
flogging.

Danny disappeared briefly, coming back with
a cup, and wearing a glove. She suspected the purpose and moaned as
he removed the clip from one throbbing nipple.

“You nipple looks quite sore, slave girl,”
he said.

He plucked an ice cube from the cup and held
it so that just one corner rubbed lightly against her nipple.

Jamie gasped and tried to jerk back, but her
ability to move was limited. He stroked the edge of the ice cube
lightly back and forth over the nipple for long seconds. Then he
shifted it to place the flat portion against the center of her
breast, rubbing it gently from side to side.

“There now. Is that better?” he purred.

She cursed and strained against the
restraints as he smiled at her.

He slid it upward, then, rubbing it slowly
from side to side along the upper surface of her breast, letting
her warm skin melt it so that cold droplets of water trickled
slowly down her breast, then down onto her upper chest.

“Mustn't forget this one,” he said.

He froze her other nipple and let more
droplets of water trickle icily down her taut, straining body. Then
he brought the cube down slowly along her ribs, across her stomach,
circling her belly button, and then down lower, until he was
rubbing it against her clitoris.

He glanced up at her hands briefly, and she
thrust up her middle fingers again, which provoked a smirk of
disdain.

Thrusting out her thumb meant something
entirely different. It meant she wanted him to stop. They'd
established that some time ago, but she'd never used it.

He traced the cube right down her inner
thigh, then along the bottom of her trembling foot before standing
up.

“Come now, you're not feeling chilled are
you? I have lots of ice cubes left.”

He took out another and ran it along the
nape of her neck, then down into her armpit. He traced it slowly up
and down her spine, then rubbed it against her back opening.

“You really should learn to be a good girl.
It's much more comfortable,” he said.

He had never turned off the vibrator. And
her heat had never faded very far even as he'd tortured her with
the ice cube. Still, she was relieved when he put the cup down.
Until he knelt before her and started to lick her clitoris and she
realized he had an ice cube in his mouth.

She squealed again, twisting and jerking,
straining against the restraints as his icy cold tongue licked
her.

He pulled back, looking up her body,
smirking. Then he reached for the other cup he'd brought in, the
one with water in it. She had largely ignored it, and now watched
him take a deep drink. He didn't swallow it, though, but simply
held it in his mouth before spitting it back into the cup.

Then he leaned forward and started to lick
her again.

His tongue was warm now, and so were his
lips. The cup must have had hot water in it!

The soothing heat of his tongue was like a
balm to her discomfort, and the hyper-sensitivity he'd provoked
sent wild, crackling bursts of sexual electricity and pleasure up
through her body.

He stood up as she moaned, panting for
breath, her body filled with heat, and then threw a bath-towel on
the floor beneath her. She had no idea why until he picked up the
cup, pulled her head back by the hair, and then slowly trickled the
hot water down across her chest.

Despite her inner heat, her nipples, breasts
and belly were still horribly cold, but the water relieved that
instantly, and she moaned in pleasure as he emptied it, then bent
to suck hungrily at the center of her right breast. His right hand
dropped down and began to rub her clitoris with a skill which had
her body jerking, her muscles spasming and her hips bucking in less
than a minute.

The orgasm filled her with a raging storm of
pleasure that blotted out the world. It was like a narcotic,
capturing her mind and making it spin and turn and tumble in
glorious heat and pleasure, uncaring about anything at all,
consequences least of all.

It was in the afterglow of that, as she hung
there in dazed bliss, that he unchained her ankles from the floor,
then raised them up and back to attach them to the opposite ends of
the bar over her head.

He stripped, at last, and her eyes remained
glued to his body as it was revealed. He didn't have the broad
shoulders and ostentatious muscles of a few of the men she'd known.
He had the fit strength of an Olympic swimmer, tight and taut and
hard all over.

Especially down there, where his cock thrust
up at her hungrily. He was thicker than almost any of the men she'd
had, and long enough to hurt sometimes. But pain had never been an
obstacle to her. She watched him take out a small plastic squeeze
bottle and squeeze some cream onto his erection, then rub it up and
down.

He then moved up before her, pulled the
vibrator out and pressed himself against her sex. He made no
attempt to enter her, however, content to slowly rub the head of
his cock up and down against her.

She moaned in pleasure. The slickness of the
touch, combined with the soft heat sent rushes of excitement
through her body.

He reached behind her neck and undid the
gag, then pulled it out of her mouth.

“Bastard!” she moaned.

He rubbed a little harder, and she knew
exactly what he wanted.

She glared at him and he looked placidly
back. She felt a grudging sense of admiration. He had to be
incredibly hot, wanting nothing more than to ram himself into her.
His face gave no sign of it, though. He'd always showed more
self-discipline than her.

“I bet I can find a game on your TV,” he
said.

“Please... fuck me... Master,” she
sighed.

He ignored her, sliding his slick cockhead
down the line of her sex and rubbing it against her wrinkled little
back opening.

“Please fuck me, Master!” she exclaimed,
with a good deal more passion and certainty.

He slid his cock back up and down the line
of her sex.

“Please fuck me hard, Master!” she said,
trying to put more need into her voice.

He felt so good rubbing against her like
that! Her body felt the hot, sizzling little jolts of pleasure
rippling up through her.

“Please fuck your slave, Master!” she
moaned. “Please fuck your sex slave, Master!”

He pressed harder. The head of his cock
slowly spread her open and pushed into the mouth of her sex.

“Please fuck your sex slave with your
beautiful cock, Master!”

She gasped, losing her voice in a gurgle of
pleasure as his cock, warm cock pushed into her in one long, slow,
smooth stroke. She felt it forcing aside the tight, elastic walls
of her pussy and sliding up and into her to the point where the
head jammed against the back wall, against her cervix!

It ached, but she didn't care. A wall of
heat swept in around her as she groaned in helpless passion and
heat.

He ground himself against her, seizing her
hair, and jerking it sharply. Then he kissed her as his hips moved
steadily in and out in short strokes that smacked his hips against
her buttocks and his cock against her cervix.

His kisses were as skillful as his oral sex,
and she moaned into his mouth as his lips slid against hers, his
hips moving in longer strokes now that began to send her lower body
swaying back with the force of the impact of each thrust.

Finally he drew back, his hands roughly
kneading her breasts as he thrust harder and faster, then as she
began to come again one of his hands came up around her throat and
squeezed. Here too he was expert, not so much robbing her of breath
as pressing in against the blood vessels on the sides, making her
head pound.

And making the orgasm explode higher as she
tried, and failed to cry out in pleasure, his hand blocking off her
air so that all she could do was gasp and gurgle as the pleasure
took her into that high realm of ecstasy and rapture which lost her
in a sexual fever.
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There was very little room in Danny's world
for quick sex. She thought that he was probably oversexed, maybe
addicted to it (which she thought she was becoming too at times).
Certainly he was obsessed with her and sex, and had a particularly
perverted imagination in pursuit of his domination and submission
games.

If he wasn't so damn good at exciting her
she'd have dumped him by now.

But his outrageous behavior touched
something dark in her soul, and so even if she considered some of
his demands degrading and outrageous, they still aroused and
inflamed her.

He insisted on 'washing' her. Since she
hadn't had her shower yet that was no big deal. And, in fact,
feeling his soapy hands sliding over her naked body in the shower
was certainly more interesting than doing it herself.

Though not nearly as fast.

After thoroughly drying her, and even
blow-drying her hair, he pushed a butt-plug into her which was
attached to a tail – like an animal. Then he slipped a pair of
pointed dog ears over her head. They were held in place by a thin
wire over her head, and he artfully combed her hair over it.

“Whoof,.” she said, rolling her eyes.

The collar and restraints went on again,
including around her ankles, and then he attached a leash to the
ring dangling from the front of the collar and jerked her down onto
all fours. He led her, crawling, into the kitchen. He then perched
her on the edge of a straight-backed chair next to her little
'kitchen' while he made her dinner.

Again, she couldn't exactly complain about
him making her dinner. He was good at cooking – as he was at
everything he did, so far as she knew. But having to sit with her
legs spread wide and raised so that only the balls of her feet
supported them was more than slightly obscene. Not to mention
locking her wrists back behind her to the back of the collar.

He'd also hung a pair of what looked like
small silver Christmas balls from her nipples. They were
lightweight enough the hooks could slip over her still very erect
nipples and hang easily in place. He'd warned her that if they fell
off she'd get a strapping. She wasn't sure what she was supposed to
do to prevent it other than not move much and stay aroused.

And wasn't that his job?

Still, the way the ropes squeezed in around
her breasts made them throb, made the skin taut, and kept her
nipples hard, even if being tied up didn't.

And being tied up was now firmly associated
in her mind with multiple orgasms to the point that she became
aroused as soon as she was restrained.

He didn't stay naked himself. He'd put on a
pair of sweatpants, but nothing else. He looked very hot and very
sexy in them, and knew it, she thought. He was arrogant, in his
way.

“So this Chinese girl – .”

“Vietnamese,” she interjected.

“Vietnamese, she says she actually saw them
kill her boyfriend?”

“Well, her English is imperfect, but that's
what I got.”

“Weird they left her alive even long enough
to dump her in the river.”

“I'm only speculating what they were going
to do with her. Maybe they were going to take her to a whorehouse
and make money off her like they'd planned.”

“Possible. An illegal immigrant from Asia is
unlikely to want to go to the police, or to testify against the
tongs. And cute young girls are a valuable commodity that brings a
large profit.”

“Elbows back, Slave.”

She pulled her elbows back further,
thrusting her breasts out.

He smirked at her. “I could make a fortune
if I could sell you.”

“Assuming you owned me,” she said with a
scowl.

“Yes, a fully trained slave girl that looks
like you would be worth millions to the right customer.”

“Fully trained?”

“Obedient, submissive, docile.”

“Good luck with that.”

He shrugged. “The girls from Asia are more
likely to properly fulfill that sort of role.”

“So maybe you'd like to go get one for
yourself.”

“Nah. Obedience is boring without any sense
of right and wrong. If you didn't have an awareness of how nasty
you were behaving you wouldn't get nearly as excited.”

“I'm not the one behaving nastily.”

“Heels raised,” he barked.

She frowned but raised her heels again.

“My feet are starting to hurt.”

“Pain is a good teacher.”

“What am I supposed to be learning?”

“Humility.”

“Maybe you should be the one sitting here
then.”

“I'm not the exhibitionist.”

“I'm not an exhibitionist!”

“All women are exhibitionists. And the
prettier they are the more they are.”

“Bullshit.”

“Want to see videos of your face when you're
stripping in front of a crowd of men?”

She flushed. “That's different.”

He had somehow talked her into getting on a
stage during amateur night at a strip club outside the city a few
months earlier. It had been a mind-blowing experience.

“You had an orgasm just grinding against the
pole.”

She glared at him.

“Then you had another one during your first
lap dance, on a middle-aged guy who wasn't the least bit hot.”

“How do you know what I'd find hot in a
guy?” she demanded.

He raised his eyebrow at her.

“Anyway, you're the pervert not me,” she
said.

“I never said you were a pervert. Didn't I
just say all women were exhibitionists?”

He came over and gripped her by the hair and
she gasped as he raised her to her feet. He took the Christmas
balls off her nipples, pulled her sideways and then bent her over
the kitchen table.

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Spread your legs, slut.”

She obeyed and then moaned as he pushed the
vibrator back into her until it was almost completely buried. With
that accomplished he turned on the vibrator, pushed her onto her
knees on the floor, then went back to the counter and began to move
plates from it to the table.

“Legs spread,” he said, looking back over
his shoulder. “Elbows back.”

She grumbled but obeyed, sitting on her
heels with her knees wide and her back arched.

He brought what smelled like a steak over
and sat down at the table, then began to eat as she watched him.
She was not surprised. He'd done this before, making her kneel and
eat from his hand like some sort of pet animal – or sex slave. It
was outrageous enough and degrading enough to turn her on, even
without all the extras of throbbing breasts and the big vibrator
inside her.

“Hungry, Slave?” he asked.

She glowered and said nothing.

“Good. All for me, then.”

“Yes,” she said grudgingly.

“Yes what?”

“Yes, Master.”

He cut a piece of steak, forked it up, and
as she leaned forward, opening her mouth, threw it on the
floor.

She stared at him, mouth open, as he cut
another piece and then ate it. He turned and raised his eyebrow and
she felt a surge of outrage – followed by a surge of heat and a
dark, twisting, thrilling sort of excitement.

“Eat, Slave.”

She rose off her heels and bent way over,
gasping with effort, until she was able to lick it off the floor.
He'd played these outrageous games before, making her lick the
floor, lick his shoes, or those of someone else. He'd had to get
her feverish with heat first, but in that state she'd have done
anything.

Now... her inhibitions were much lower.

Get down on your belly, Slave,” he
growled.

Her pulse was racing faster and faster, and
she leaned over, letting her shoulder take her weight, then sliding
down onto her belly. She winced at the pressure on her breasts, but
her body was thrumming with heat as he tossed another piece.

Gasping, she wriggled across the floor on
her belly, turning her head sideways to lick it off the floor. That
this was incredibly degrading was what excited her. Doing
outrageous things, things others who knew her would be astonished
at, made her burn.

As she was chewing she looked back at him
and saw the heat in his eyes, recognizing it. Watching this was
turning him on even more than doing it was her. He tossed another
piece, and another, seemingly forgetting to eat himself so he could
watch her wriggling across the floor on her belly and licking the
food up.

A vein on the side of his head stood out,
one she'd noticed before when he was really aroused.

And knowing how much it was turning him on
was turning her on even more! It was making her want to melt into
the role he'd created for her. She exaggerated her movements and
moaned breathlessly as she wriggled across the floor to push her
tongue out as far as she could, licking up another piece of
steak.

Nothing pleased her more than when he lost
his iron control – over her, and he lost it now. He shoved his
chair back and grabbed her ankle, roughly yanking her bodily back,
then jerking her hips up high.

Crack!

“Spread your legs, slut!”

She moaned as he pulled the butt-plug tail
out of her. In a second his cock was pushing down into her ass
while he wound her long hair around his fist and yanked back. He
sank himself deep and started thrusting, his movements hungry,
passionate, savage!

Jamie needed only to endure, kneeling there,
breasts ground against the floor, gasping and moaning as he used
her like a hungry beast, mounting and riding her in carnal
hunger.

He slapped her bottom and yanked on her
hair, knowing he'd lost control and annoyed at her because of it,
even as his hunger rode him just as he was riding her.

His hips hammered against her buttocks, his
cock spearing deep into her belly with every stroke, and then he
pulled her hair back sharply enough to force her shoulders up so he
could get at her breast, squeezing it hard.

It was a rough, crude, hungry rutting that
spent no time (for a change) on her pleasure. And Jamie lost
herself to it and to the role, gasping and moaning and crying out
as he hammered himself against her. He was like a force of nature,
like an animal, and she thrilled to it as her body burned hotter
and hotter.

She was hoping, in that part of her mind
which was still functioning on more than an animal level, for him
to come before her. But that was a forlorn hope with everything
that had happened and the vibrator inside her. Especially since
he'd already come earlier.

An orgasm tore through her mind and body,
and then another, and then a third as he used her ruthlessly, and
then his hand curled under her hips, found her clitoris, and forced
her into another as her spasming, shaking body pulled his own
orgasm from him and let him collapse over her trembling body.

They continued dinner after that, though
both were a little breathless. Afterward, he had her crawl out into
the living room. He placed a piece of wood on the floor. It was
perhaps a foot wide and two feet long. He then placed a thin
cushion across the end of it which he placed against the wall.

“Sit,” he ordered.

Warily, Jamie sat on the cushion with her
back to the wall, looking at the board curiously.

“Hands behind your neck again.”

She sighed in long-suffering fashion, but
obediently brought her hands up behind her neck, where he locked
the wrist restraints to the collar.

A moment later he lifted her ankles up and
back, then spread them wide. The two of them had, on previous
occasions, found ways to push drywall anchors into the walls in
various places where they would be hidden by floor plants or
paintings. It did not escape her memory that a number of them were
along this wall.

She gasped as he spread her right ankle out
sharply to the side. He had screwed eye screws into the drywall
anchors, and now she found her ankle locked firmly to the wall, at
about the level of her head, but sharply out to her right.

A moment later he stretched her left leg out
to the side too. She gasped softly as she was stretched wide, wide
open! She had become quite limber since knowing him but she could
still feel the ache and strain on the tendons in her groin.

She was also now perched entirely on her
tail, and 'obscene' didn't begin to describe how nakedly she was
displayed.

He pushed a ball-gag into her mouth, then
got his latest vibrator. This one plugged into the wall, so was
quite powerful. Rather than being shaped like a phallic object, it
consisted of a handle with a round ball at the tip. The ball was
about the size of a billiard ball.

He pushed the ball up firmly against her
pussy, then clipped the handle to the wood before her – under her.
He fetched her camera, set it up carefully and turned it on.

“This one's for the internet,” he said. “To
begin your career as a porn star.”

The vibrator came to life and she gasped
helplessly.

He turned on the TV and began to flick
through channels until he found a baseball game. Then he watched TV
– and her

The vibrations were not continuous. The
vibrator shifted through a pattern of different pulses as she
moaned her breath through the ball-gag in helpless and growing
heat. She felt her body filling with sexual pressure and need, and
felt it flooding into her mind like liquid lust, swamping her brain
like a narcotic.

Her hips began to grind desperately against
the ball. She had little leverage, but did her best to push her
hips forward despite how that made the tendons in her groin ache
even more. She succeeded only in forcing her sex firmly enough that
the ball spread open the lips of her sex and then jammed firmly
into the mouth of her sex.

Her hips jerked convulsively then as heat
baked her mind and her muscles twisted and spasmed.

He had a riding crop in hand, one of those
with a leather-wrapped shaft and a thin leather flap at the tip. He
moved forward, knelt before her, and unclipped the vibrator,
swinging it back. Her pussy was sopping, the flesh swollen, as he
rubbed her with the tip of the crop.

Then he began to slap her pussy with short,
sharp, rapid blows, the rat-tat-tat of the flap striking her
hyper-sensitive pussy making her cry out and jerk spastically. He
swung faster and faster and her pussy began to burn and ache as she
moaned and whimpered in protest.

Then he drew back, pressed the vibrator into
her, and turned it on, before going back to his seat.

She glowered at him and he picked up his
beer and held it up with a smile.

“Cheers,” he said, before taking a
drink.

“Ahh,” he said, setting it down on the table
and returning to the game.

It didn't take long before the stinging from
the crop was pushed aside by the renewed heat, and once again she
began to grind herself feverishly against the vibrator. She
suspected he was not going to let her come, and did her best to
hide just how aroused she was becoming, but the fever took her
again, and once again he returned, pulling the vibrator away and
turning the crop on her sopping pussy.

This time he also slapped stingingly at her
hard nipples before placing the vibrator back against her and
returning to his seat. She glared blackly at him and he
grinned.

“I'm turning you into a nymphomaniac and a
masochistic slut,” he said. “That will make it easier for me to
make you my sex slave. Then I can make a profit out of you.”

He pretended to think about it, stroking his
chin.

“Hmm, evenings at the strip club, where
you'll be quite popular, of course, especially because you'll be
famous from your internet sex tapes. We'll sell those at your own
porn site, and membership will come with monthly draws. The winners
will get to punish you, and then participate in a gang-bang where
you're the guest of honor.”

“Oh yes, I foresee a bright future ahead for
you as an internet porn star, stripper and sex slave,” he said.

Jamie continued to glower at him. His
outrageous words didn't scare her. They did, however, arouse her,
in a dark, obscene way. Especially given the vibrator pushed
against her. And so her body began to burn with heat once again,
and her mind was dragged in, sinking, overcome by hunger, passion
and lust until she was once again jerking and grinding desperately
against the vibrator.

The heat was oppressive, sweltering, but as
near to orgasm as she was, what Jamie really needed was
penetration, and that was denied her.

Every time Danny swept the crop down across
her pussy it ached more, and felt more tender and sensitive. That
made it even more responsive to the vibrator, but he kept turning
it off and on, now, toying with her.

The longer this went on the more frazzled
she became. While Danny sat back and watched with evident
amusement.

Finally, he knelt before her and pulled the
vibrator up and away once again. Only now he had a dildo in his
hand. It was thick, and it was long. First he used the crop to push
back the heat and make her pussy burn and ache. Then he slowly
worked the dildo deep into her pussy.

That in itself, despite his use of the crop,
made her almost swoon with pleasure, and she moaned dazedly,
glorying in every additional inch he managed to push through the
straining lips of her sex. She loved feeling stuffed, feeling full,
even aching with the fullness!

But the dildo was too long to fit completely
inside her. An inch or so remained, even with the nose jammed
solidly against what felt like the back of her pussy. Danny then
pressed the rounded vibrator against the base of the dildo before
turning it on.

The vibrations now felt very muted. The
dildo was made of silicone and similar soft materials and didn't
conduct the vibrations very well. Danny was left deeply penetrated,
but with no way of riding herself up and down on the dildo, and
with her swollen little clitoris an inch away from the
vibrator.

Her arousal, her need, and her frustration
mounted. She moaned into the gag, jerking her hips forward,
ignoring the ache as the nose of the dildo ground against her deep
inside. With her hands behind her neck, her elbows were pressed
against the wall, and she used her arm muscles in tandem with the
rest of her body to try to feverishly force herself further down
the dildo.

Somehow there had to be more room inside
her!

The fever grew inside her, and she
shuddered, her hips jerking convulsively as she tried to force the
dildo deeper. For long minutes she succeeded only in making herself
even more frustrated and in making herself ache deep inside.

But then, somehow her desperation paid off,
and she felt the dildo slip incrementally deeper, then after a few
minutes, a bit more. The partial success only made her jerk her
hips out more intensely. And finally, she got the entire dildo
inside herself. The round vibrator pressed firmly into the mouth of
her sex, and her cry of pain at the deeper intrusion of the sex toy
turned into a scream of pleasure as the orgasm hit her.

It was a massive orgasm, a debilitating one.
It tore her mind apart and reduced her to a state of animal
instinct. Pleasure howled like a hurricane, tearing through her
body and overloading her nervous system. The orgasm was a
continuous firestorm of heat which made her body tremble and shake
uncontrollably.

Her eyes glazed over and her muscles spasmed
again and again as nerve endings crackled wildly. Her hips jammed
herself against the vibrator in frantic heat as her entire body
seemed to vibrate like a plucked guitar string.

It went on and on, with her screaming all
the air out of her lungs, inhaling dazedly and screaming it all out
a second time, then a third. After that she merely gurgled dazedly,
her body continuing to shake and jerk and spasm to the point she
was barely conscious.
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Damn Danny, she thought when she woke
up the next morning.

Her pussy felt sore. And tender. Which
continued to make it extremely sensitive to the touch.

She lay back in bed, spread her legs to the
sides, and let her fingers stroke gently, and then less gently
against her clitoris, sliding the fingers of her other hands inside
her body until her hips started bucking up against them and an
orgasm swept through her.

It was nothing like the one she'd had last
night but it was intense nonetheless, and she cried out
breathlessly, back arching as she rubbed her fingers furiously
against herself.

I'm such a slut, she sighed as she
lay back.

But she didn't think it without a serious
flush of delight at being able to get away with it.

She swept the covers back and sat up,
swinging her long legs out of bed. What, what, what to do today,
she thought as she stood up. She wore nothing to bed, enjoying the
feel of freedom of movement, but it was a chilly day out,
apparently. She lifted a robe off the hook and pulled it on,
belting it, then padded across to the kitchen.

She threw off thoughts of Danny as she made
coffee and then sat down on the sofa to flick through the news
stations. She was pleased the shooting hadn't figured prominently
in the local news. Longtime felon shot by police in a Harlem bar
apparently wasn't of much interest to the citizenry.

All she had to do was arrange a meeting with
the shrink, pretend to have a modest amount of remorse and concern
– because they got all bitchy if you didn't show at least
some remorse – and then she could get back to work.

She called up the department and got an
appointment for the next day. That done, she got dressed and went
jogging. She stopped by her parents' house on the way back to do
her 'dutiful daughter' duties, and to use the home gym.

After going through a long workout that left
her panting, she showered, then slipped downstairs into her brother
Colin's bedroom and short-sheeted his bed for old time's sake.

She went shopping, searching, as she often
was, for tops which she could let hang over her holster. She wanted
them to be loose enough to show no bulge, but also, somehow or
other, sexy, or at least cute. It was almost autumn, so soon she'd
be able to just wear a jacket, but in the meantime she was trying
to assuage the desire – instilled by Danny through all his
perverted games – to look hot.

And a tube top and plastic miniskirt just
wouldn't do.

She'd bought a new holster, a horizontal
shoulder holster one of her friends swore by. Jamie doubted it was
as concealable in the summer as the pancake holster she wore on her
belt. On the other hand, as it got colder and wetter she might find
it easier to reach by unzipping a jacket a little than by yanking
it up to get at one on her belt.

Her phone chirped and she looked at it. It
was from her brother Dale.

“Where are you, brat?”

“Atlantic Center. Who wantsa know?”

He picked her up for lunch – in his patrol
car, with his new partner Aaron, and they went to lunch. He was,
strictly speaking, out of his precinct, but the 83rd
wasn't far away. She filled him in on what had happened in Harlem
and he filled her in on his new girlfriend. Aaron, meanwhile, did
his level best to not notice how prominent her breasts were in the
tank top she was wearing.

Given Dale was six-two and built like a
linebacker she wasn't sure if that was politeness,
self-preservation, or if he was gay. She suspected the latter. He
just gave her that vibe of a guy wholly uninterested in her. And
she rarely got that feeling from any straight guy between twelve
and ninety.

They dropped her off at her place and she
went upstairs and did some internet stuff, catching up on messages.
At least, the ones she intended returning. She always got a few
from people she'd gone to college with curious about this or that
aspect of policing, or trying to hit on her.

She made dinner for three; herself, Randy
and Ben. Danny was busy with a case, and sending her sexually
explicit promises via text. She replied with teasing, as usual. She
still hadn't told him about the shooting, and she knew she'd catch
hell when she finally did. She considered calling him to talk,
since that wasn't the sort of thing you did by text but not when he
was working.

Should've told him before he left, she
thought, unhappily.

She'd resisted her brothers and cousins
suggestion to go with leather furniture and glass tables. Instead a
long low-backed sofa of gray-fabric ran along the sloping east
wall. A wide, low table separated it from a couple of cozy chairs,
and beyond them the other wall held long, low cabinets. The south
wall, at the end of the attic, meanwhile, held a fireplace, and
above that, an eighty inch flatscreen.

When she compared it to the kinds of
apartments most of her cousins had to start out in she felt more
than slightly smug. Especially when the cost of twenty-five percent
of the mortgage was a lot lower than their rent.

She and her cousins had dickered over the
costs, of course. They'd proposed one third each but she'd pointed
out she was just getting an attic, that the sloping ceilings
further limited her floor space, and both of them had more floor
space to begin with and a lot fewer stairs to walk to get in and
out.

Her father had helped out with that too.

They came up and the three had a casual
dinner at her tiny, four-person dining table – one she usually
pushed against the wall and folded the ends over to make smaller.
Their parents had made a thing of all the cousins keeping close
contact, and she was glad. You could generally rely on family a lot
more than anyone else, and she was happy – most of the time – to
have a big one.

Of course, she had to go over the shooting
again for Ben, while Randy listened intently. He didn't really
approve of her being a cop. Then again, the rest of the family
didn't entirely approve of him being a firefighter.

Her phone chirped a number of times while
they ate, but she ignored it.

“You're popular,” Randy said.

“My boyfriend. He's on some kind of stakeout
thing. He's bored.”

And horny, she thought.

“What's he think of you getting into
shootouts in Harlem?”

“Haven't told him yet.”

The two looked at her.

“What? He's a fed. He'd probably never hear
about it anyway.”

“You gotta tell him,” Ben said, rolling his
eyes.

“Yeah, I know! It only just happened
yesterday!”

“Didn't I see his car parked out front
yesterday evening?”

“Well... yeah, but it wasn't the right
time.”

“When he was here, you mean?” he said,
deadpan.

“It wasn't! I'll tell him tonight or
tomorrow.”

“On your head be it, girl. Jen would be all
iced over for a week if she found out I was in a shooting and
didn't tell her.”

“I'm too hot for him to stay cold for long,”
she said smugly.

To which they both rolled their eyes.

After dinner she put on her new shoulder
holster to get used to how it felt. And it felt... strange. Then
again, she wasn't wearing anything but a midriff tank and short
drawstring shorts. She pulled it off after half an hour and tossed
it onto her bedroom dresser, then got a soda and slumped back on
the sofa to flick through channels on the TV.

She and Danny had spent an entire weekend
here with her wearing nothing but a collar and shackles. And that
had certainly been an interesting little game. She found that
acting the slave-girl full time got into her head and made things
even more deliciously exciting.

On the other hand, it also got her used to
being obedient and submissive, and she wasn't at all sure she liked
that. It was certainly not her normal personality!

She was just about ready to head for bed
when she thought she heard sounds at the door. Given her cousins
never came up without calling first and it was late for visitors
that made her frown in concentration. It was an old house and it
had odd creaks and bangs at times, but this was something she
hadn't heard before.

She got up and padded across to the door,
then yanked it open.

Two young black guys looked up at her,
startled. They had been bent over the handle. One was holding a
screwdriver and what looked like a lockpick in his hand. The other
pulled a gun.

Jamie kicked the first one in the face and
slammed the door shut, racing through the living room to the
bedroom. She heard half a dozen shots behind her, then the door was
kicked open, but by then she was in the bedroom and snatching her
Glock off the dresser.

She ran to the edge of the doorway and
dropped into a low crouch, then swung her arm around the edge as
she peeked over. The guy with the gun was walking towards her, gun
held straight out, while the second was holding his hand to his
face and cursing, his gun pointed at the floor.

The first guy had to adjust his aim downward
and didn't get a chance to fire as she fired six times into him.
That threw him back into his partner, who stumbled back even as he
fired towards the doorway. Then she heard more gunshots coming from
further back as she rose and peeked around the edge again to find
the second guy down and Ben standing just inside the door wearing
sweatpants and holding his own Glock out.

Randy ran up behind him, holding what looked
like an AR-15 and going “What the fuck!” repeatedly.

Jamie eased down the hall to stand over the
guy she'd shot while Ben and Randy came forward.

“Who the fuck are these guys?” Ben
exclaimed.

“I have no fucking idea,” she replied.

Ben squatted low to check on the guy he'd
shot.

“Randy,” she said. “Finger off trigger.”

He flushed but obeyed.

“I heard noises from the door, opened it,
and they were there,” she said. “This one pulled a gun so I kicked
the other one in the head and slammed the door shut.”

“He pulled a gun?!”

She nodded.

“That... is not what burglars do when
someone catches them trying to break into a place.”

“No shit!” she said.

“Where's a phone?” he said, rising.

It was his precinct, so Jamie let him call
it in. She looked down at the one she'd shot, who was as dead as
the one she'd shot earlier, and shook her head, feeling slightly
awed at killing two people in the same day on two separate
occasions.

“What the fuck,” she said, echoing
Randy.

She jerked her head up at him.

“Is that thing registered?” she asked.

He looked at her blankly.

“Is it legal? This place is going to be full
of cops not related to you in a couple of minutes.”

“Uhm, maybe not?” he said uncertainly.

“Take it back to your place and stick it in
a closet.”

He nodded and hurried to the door.

“Yours is still alive, I think,” she said as
Ben came back.

“Yeah, he's got a pulse.” He looked at hers.
“ Jesus fuck, Jamie, two in one day!?”

She shrugged helplessly.

“I don't believe in coincidences,” he
said.

“You think they came here because of the
other one?”

“How they got your address is the big
question.”

She went back to her bedroom to put some
clothes on. Once the bosses showed up she'd be stuck talking, and
didn't intend to do it in short-shorts and a tight tank top with no
bra.

The first uniforms arrived just as she came
back, and Ben greeted them. The benefit of knowing the cops in the
precinct was that even on a shots-fired call they didn't hold you
at gunpoint till they verified your identity.

Two more arrived, then a sergeant, and then
it was a repeat of earlier in the day, with more senior officers
arriving. This time fire department paramedics arrived too and
worked on the guy who was still alive.

She was still talking to the detectives when
a balding man in a golf jacket showed up and pushed his way in and
hugged her.

“Hey, kid,” he said. “You okay.”

“I'm fine, Uncle Jacob,” she said.

“Please wait outside until we're done, sir,”
one of the detectives said with a frown.

Her uncle turned and looked at him a
moment.

“I'm Assistant Chief McCloud. Tell me what
you have so far,” he said.

Her Uncle Jacob was in charge of South
Brooklyn and easily outranked anyone in the room – or the precinct.
The detectives read off what they'd already gotten from her and Ben
very quickly. He wasn't in charge of North Brooklyn but that hardly
mattered.

He nodded. “What precinct was your shooting
in earlier today, Jamie? Twenty-fifth?”

She nodded.

“Get hold of the 25th detectives
investigating the earlier shooting and bring them in on this,” he
told them. “I don't like coincidences.”

*

She had to go downtown for another bout with
the FID, along with Ben. Then she was driven back to her parents'
place since her apartment was still a mess and the evidence
technicians were still doing their work.

This was all starting to piss her off. All
she wanted to do was drive around and keep order. Gunfire twice in
two days was a bit much, even for her. And her mother would freak
out if this kept happening.

*

There were more interviews the next day, at
the 92nd precinct, then back in Manhattan at the
26th, which also involved detectives from the
25th.

“Julio Morrow,” one of them, Paul Baxter
said, placing a mug shot of the dead man on a table. “He and the
other gomer, Martin Jones were in Rykers with Kirvens Lamarre. They
are all members of a relatively new and violent gang called the
Eastside Hoodrats that appear to have been formed at Rykers.”

“They're trying to establish a rep for
really way-out-there violence,” Lieutenant Samuels, who ran the
25th Precinct detectives, said. “they figure that way
everyone will run scared and not challenge them.”

“Going after a cop seems suicidally stupid,”
her own lieutenant, Rawlins said.

“These people are not geniuses,” Samuels
said.

“Smart enough to get her address. How'd they
do that? That's not normal street gang thinking.”

They all looked at each other.

“I only moved in a couple of months back,”
Jamie said.

“So who would know? The US mail? The phone
company? You changed your driver's license yet?”

She nodded.

“Check their acquaintances,” Samuels said to
the detectives. “See what friends or family they've got that might
have a job which can pull records like that. Check the DMV records
and see who last pulled hers up.”

He turned towards her. “In the meantime,
I'll talk to the Deputy Inspector and we'll figure out where to put
you.”

“I don't need to be put anywhere,” she
said.

“I doubt that will be your decision.”

“And what about my cousin, Ben?”

“What about him?”

“Well, if these morons tried to kill me for
killing one of them will they go after Ben for shooting one? Or as
revenge?”

They looked at each other.

“It's a possibility,” Samuels said.

“How many of these people are there?”

“We're not sure. Probably just a couple of
dozen. Though half are in prison at any given time.”

“We'll work on putting the rest in, too,”
one of the detectives said. “A lot of them are on parole. ESU is
conducting raids now at all the residences we know about. In the
meantime, you go home. The 92nd will have a car out
front twenty-four-seven.”

“Shouldn't she move somewhere else?”

“It's a good location. There's only one way
up and we can watch the door. We can also keep an eye on her cousin
at the same time. The only other thing we could do would be put her
in a safe house and I don't want to do that for some shitty street
gang if I can help it.”

“How long should I be off?” she asked.

He shrugged. “You know the drill. You'd
normally be off until cleared by a psychiatrist. So make your
appointment and we'll see.”

“I already have one for today.”

“Good.”

Not that I fucking need it, she thought in
annoyance.

She hated psychiatrists. You could never
tell them anything without them thinking something was behind it.
And you could never tell the truth. If she said she was glad the
two punks were dead since they'd been shooting at her, and had no
remorse, they'd probably insist on weekly visits for months. Maybe
daily.

Then again, if she told the shrink much
about the kinds of things she and Danny did in his little game of
master and slave the visits would likely be daily.
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The Lieutenant was right that there was only
one way in or out of her apartment, the stairway. But that didn't
mean she couldn't get out without the Ninety-Second's Anti-Crime
guys seeing her if she wanted to. And she wanted to. Let them watch
the house. That was what needed doing. They didn't need to watch
her if she was away somewhere.

It wasn't like a street gang could have a
surveillance team watching the house for her to leave, and if they
had the Anti-Crime guys would have spotted them. So if she slipped
away out the back no one would be any wiser.

That involved going down to Ben's place,
letting herself in – she had a key, of course – then slipping out a
back window. She looked around carefully for watchers, but no one
was nearby. She climbed over the back fence into a neighbor's yard,
then walked out onto the adjoining street.

They'd probably be pissed off If they found
out, but barring bad luck, that wouldn't happen. She just wanted a
little exercise, after all. And didn't want them watching her at
it. She was a lot more of an exhibitionist than she'd been before
Danny, but her reputation with the rank and file of the NYPD was
already far more... sexual... than she liked.

That was partly due to pictures from those
modeling shots getting out. She'd been wearing bikinis in them,
after all. Then there was that picture Danny had taken and sent her
– before her phone was stolen. She'd been wearing nothing but a
thong in that one, and reaching up to a high kitchen cupboard.
Fortunately, it was mostly taken from behind. There'd only been a
little side boob visible, though, and the picture had gotten around
fucking everywhere.

Her phone rang and she reached down and
pressed the button on the iPhone on her hip.

“Hey, gorgeous, ” Danny said.

“Hey, handsome.”

“What are you up to?”

“Doing a run in the park.”

“I bet you're missing me,” he said.

“With every shot,” Jamie replied almost
instinctively.

I really do have to tell him about this
stuff soon, she thought, getting a bit anxious.

“Maybe you can come over here to Fort
Hamilton and we can do a quicky.”

“I'm not going all the way down there for a
quicky,” she said indignantly.

A guy she passed look around, startled.

She was running slowly along the pedestrian
track right along the edge of the East River in Brooklyn Bridge
Park. The park bordered the river and it was a sunny day with a lot
of people around. She ignored the eyes on her, but noticed it.

“I'm worth it,” he said.

“I'll make do.”

“With that magic cock your cousin brought
you?”

“It reminds me of you,” she said
teasingly.

“Slut.”

“Not my fault men have no decent sex
toys!”

“We do. Women. You're my sex toy.”

“Well, sex toys don't come when called.”

“You're also my sex slave. Sex slaves do as
they're told.”

Being called a sex slave rarely failed to
send a hot little shiver of excitement down Jamie's spine. It was
just so outrageous and exciting playing at being one.

“And if I refuse then you have to punish
me,” she said. “So come up here and spank me, Master!”

“Don't tempt me.”

“Isn't that my job?”

“Your job is to obey your master.”

“Yeah? Well uhm, no. So where does that
leave us?”

“It leaves you playing with your magic cock
until I can get free. At which point I'm going to make your ass
even hotter than it already is.”

“Promises, promises!”

She was wearing short-shorts and a
midriff-baring tank top. Since she wasn't going to work she didn't
have to worry much about whether guys 'noticed' her. Especially
since she wasn't going to stick around. Anyway, she liked being
noticed.

Danny had 'exposed' her to men's eyes both
figuratively and literally on any number of occasions, all of them
filled with scalding heat and multiple orgasms. Now she felt an
unseemly amount of smug satisfaction when guys walked into
lampposts trying to watch her.

She hung up, which of course, meant she
pressed a button on the side of her phone strapped to her hip to
switch back to music. She continued north past the expensive condos
which commanded multi-million dollar price tags because they looked
out on Manhattan across the river.

She let her mind play with fantasies about
how she could possibly ever afford to buy such a place. A lottery
win would be nice, but unlikely. She could try stripping full time.
She'd probably make a couple of hundred grand a year at that, but
that was still nowhere near enough.

And her mother would likely complain.

She slowed down to a walk. You needed to
pace yourself in exercise, as in life. And then a man stepped out
in front of her to block her way. He wasn't a mugger. That much was
obvious given he was middle-aged, white, had on a golf shirt and
shorts, and was wearing a Rolex watch and a gold chain around his
neck.

The man with him was small, slight,
anxious-looking, carried a shoulder bag, and had the air of a
servant type.

“My name is Anatoli,” the one in the golf
shirt said. “I live here.”

He had a Russian accent, and a swagger to
him even when he wasn't moving.

“You know how much these condos cost? Ten
million dollars.”

Jamie sighed and scowled at him.

“Is that supposed to impress me?”

He smirked and then barked an order in
Russian. The other guy hurriedly pulled out a leather billfold and
handed him a bill. Anatoli held it up in front of her so she could
see it was a thousand dollar bill.

“A thousand dollars for ten minutes of your
time,” he said with a shark-like smile.

Jamie snatched the bill from his hand,
ripped it in half, and tossed them in his face as she dodged around
him and his lackey and continued her run.

He let out a stream of loud, presumably
obscene comments in Russian as she jogged away, but it was hard to
be insulted by what you didn't understand.

“Dumb fucking Russians,” she muttered.

Although it was really the nouveau riche she
loathed, the ones who acted like they were now on another plane of
existence.

She soon forgot about him as she continued
along. But though she knew Russians could be a hot-tempered bunch
she wasn't counting on just how stupidly hot-tempered this one
would get. Because as the path veered out near Furman Street a red
Ferarri convertible raced up and screeched to a halt ahead of
her.

The Russian got out, face red and Jamie felt
herself clicking over to action mode. That included her brain
whirring as it considered what the results of likely actions would
be to her career. She veered away from him because she had to
demonstrate that she'd sought to avoid a confrontation.

The Russian lunged for her and she grabbed
his arm and twisted, then delivered a sharp kick to the side of his
knee that turned his stream of curses into a howl of pain as he
went down. She gave him her middle finger and ran over to the car.
She leaned in, grabbed the keys out and then, as he was trying to
get to his feet ran on, ostentatiously tossing the keys overhand
into the river.

Men, she thought in annoyance.

Since her body had filled with adrenaline
she used it to run faster and harder. She finally slowed when she
was gasping for breath, her heart pounding furiously. She'd run
herself nearly into exhaustion and now collapsed onto the grass,
chest heaving.

She felt in a funk. She didn't like her
present assignment. Too many of the guys in the Two-Six seemed to
be assholes, and the precinct boss was an idiot. But she was
getting to be too widely known, and she was sure some of them were
already talking about taking her out of plainclothes.

She sat up, glaring at her long legs. If she
wasn't so tall she wouldn't be so easily recognized. Then too there
was the hair. She sighed and combed her fingers through it. She
liked being a redhead. Redhead's had attitude – just like her. They
were also reputedly highly-sexed, just like her.

There was no getting around it. She was
going to have to dye her hair. Again! This time maybe she'd try
some temporary hair color. There were some that washed out, and
others that would last a month or more. They'd all be easier on her
hair, too.

She stopped off at a drug store and picked
up some brown hair color, then made her way back home, climbed in
the rear window of Ben's apartment, then went back upstairs. She
peeked out the window and saw the AC guys still there.

Humming to herself, she stripped and went
into the bathroom. She made a face when she looked at herself in
the mirror. She'd miss the red hair. But she'd miss being in
Anti-Crime more.

She needed a shower first. She'd sweated
during that run. She stepped into the shower and let the water pour
down around her, then soaped up.

She slid her hand down along the line of her
sex and felt a ripple of sensation which made her abdominal muscles
spasm. Her skin was very soft, even more so since she'd had laser
hair removal all the way up her legs and beyond.

She let her finger sink slowly between the
lips of her sex, the pad brushing softly up and down against her
rapidly swelling clitoris. Danny had changed her entire view of
sex. He was by far and away the best lover she'd ever had, and had
done his best to addict her to his kinky scalding sex games.

If her family had any idea the sorts of
things he'd persuaded her to do they'd castrate him and drop his
body in the nearest river with lead weights attached.

The tiled wall had a small, almost invisible
panel she could pull out. Inside was a small shelf just big enough
for a bottle of shampoo and conditioner. Or that was the way she'd
explained it to Randy. Right then it also held a large dildo with a
suction cup base.

She slid it out, already feeling her chest
tightening, then lowered it and let the head rub up and down, up
and down against her sex. It was the most fantastically lifelike
dildo she'd ever seen or felt or even imagined in her life. It came
with a price tag of almost five hundred dollars.

In the normal course of events she'd never
have sprung for anything remotely like that kind of cost. True,
Danny had addicted her to penetration, and he had a very long,
thick cock. But there were limits! She'd gotten the thing from her
cousin Shawn. Apparently there'd been a raid on a warehouse full of
stolen merchandise and some of these had – gone missing.

She thought Shawn's main fascination, along
with hers, was what the hell kind of a dildo would be worth five
hundred bucks!? Well, they'd found out. An incredibly realistic
looking and feeling one!

She turned and pushed it hard against the
tiles of the back wall, then spread her legs and backed up. She let
it slide between her thighs, then reached down and gripped the
head, marveling, as she always did, at how astonishingly realistic
it looked and felt.

Her hips moved slowly in and back and she
let the head grind along her sex and over her clitoris, pushing
gradually harder and harder until it began to spread her open.

She felt her body rapidly heating up as
energy thrummed along her nerves and sinews. Her breathing became
more ragged and she bent over slowly, letting the fat head push
harder and slowly force its way into her.

“Fuuuck!” she whispered.

Who needed a man with one of these!?

Of course, Danny fucked her mind as much as
her body, which aroused her much more.

She moaned as the fat helmet head slowly
forced its way up inside her. She felt it pushing its way through
the soft folds of her flesh, and bent further, letting her breasts
hang down. Her breathing was coming faster now as her chest
tightened and her pulse raced.

She slid herself back along the thick cock,
groaning as the head drove deep into her belly. It went pretty much
as deep as it could as her buttocks met the tiled wall. She ground
herself against it, reaching down to rub her clitoris as she began
to slowly rock in and out, in and out.

Her rocking motions turned into more active
movements as she rode herself back and forth on the hard, thick
cock, her fingers kneading her breast as she rubbed her
clitoris.

And in her mind were dark fantasies, quick
flashing scenes of the things Danny had done to her. Danny and
others... and things no one ever had but which she still fantasized
about. Her buttocks began to slap against the wall behind her as
her heat rose to completely envelop her mind, then her body.

She'd once been agnostic about sex. She
could take it or leave it, though messing around could be fun. The
mind-blowing orgasms she'd gotten at Danny's hands (and others) had
radically altered her thinking on the subject. And even the way she
behaved.

Jamie loved sex! And she loved the way the
heat and sexual electricity gripped her body. Her orgasms were now
more intense, perhaps because she had far fewer inhibitions.

They were also much noisier.

She'd insisted on excellent soundproofing
between the floors, expressing her suspicion of the sounds which
might be coming from her cousin's apartment downstairs, be it
music, parties, or whatever. She'd never hinted that her real
reason was to ensure no one heard her orgasms.

She wasn't entirely certain if it was
related. But the more openly she gave vent to her pleasure, the
more intense her orgasms. The more she sought to suppress them, the
less intense the orgasms. It was probably, she thought, more
related to how completely she could let the heat and pleasure take
her.

Now she drove herself back against the wall
with abandon, gasping and moaning as the heat grew more intense, as
the pleasure seeped through her pores, as her mind became dazed by
the level of passion and need.

The orgasm hit and she cried out, again and
again, her head coming up as she drove herself back frantically,
the heat releasing in an explosive burst of pleasure which gripped
her body and mind. Her fingers ground desperately against her
clitoris as her eyes closed and she impaled herself again and again
on the long, thick cock.

She groaned and slowly straightened up,
gulping in air. She felt the cock bending inside her, pressing more
heavily against the front wall of her sex, then eased forward,
letting it slip out of her.

Worth every penny, this cock, she
thought. Even if I'd paid for it.

She straightened up, gasping, panting, and
lay back against the wall, the cock still inside her.

God, I'm such a slut, she thought
wearily.

Then she thought about Danny, and then she
thought about taunting Danny. He'd mentioned her 'magic cock' after
all. He'd seen it, felt it, used it on her before. And now he was
stuck on a joint agency task force in south Brooklyn.

The doors to her shower were clear glass.
She hummed to herself as she set it up on the counter across from
the shower, zooming in until she thought she had it focused on
where her hips would be.

She didn't want her face in this, though,
but her breasts would be nice. That took some experimentation, then
she stepped back into the shower, bent forward, and slid herself
back onto the dildo. She brought her hands up before her to the
front wall of the shower, leaving her breasts free to swing as she
rode back and forth on the dildo.

Should she moan? No, she didn't want her
voice in it either. She'd even taken her nipple rings out.

He would know it was her, naturally. But
good luck proving it if it got out.

She edited it down a little, then sent it to
him, feeling a little smug. If he could possibly get away today
she'd find him at her front door. Now what could she plan for when
he arrived? She'd want to surprise him somehow.

She colored her hair, which took some time,
and was pleased with the results. She looked like a brunette now,
and the underlying dark red of her hair made it a deep chestnut
shade.

She considered some of the things Danny had
bought her and which were hidden in a locked suitcase in her
closet. She drew out the black harness and smiled at the thought of
him discovering her wearing it. Yes, it was silly, but it would
turn him on to no end.

The harness consisted of black straps held
together with stainless steel rings. The straps were adjustable
enough that the four which encircled her breasts could be made
tight enough to squeeze in around them. With just the right amount
of tightness they made her breasts firm enough (they were already
firm) that they wouldn't wobble or shake much as she moved, even
without a bra.

Straps went over her shoulders to hold it in
place, then down to straps around her waist. More straps went down
from there between her legs, and up between her buttocks. But the
strap which covered her sex and back opening had a pair of
faux-leather dildos attached. They slid up inside her and were
invisible with the strap snug against her.

She pulled on a pair of leather
wrist-restraints and buckled them in place. Then, with a grin, put
another pair around her ankles. She finished it up with the collar
and gazed appreciatively at herself in the mirror. Hot and sexy,
she thought smugly.

She paused, then rooted in her drawer for
the small, thin chains Danny had used on her when she'd played
slave girl for a whole weekend. He'd carefully measured the
distance between the ring in her collar and her nipple rings and
had them cut exactly.

Now she attached them to the ring dangling
from the front of the collar, leading them down to her nipple
rings. They were exactly the right length – as long as she stood
still. If she moved, of course, her breasts would move, and then...
then her nipples would tug against the chains. It didn't take much
of that to make her nipples sore and achy – and super
sensitive.

“Now to hide it all,” she said to
herself.

She slid her long legs into a pair of jeans
and tugged them up, then buttoned and zipped them tight. She
stepped into a pair of low, cute suede boots, high enough to easily
hide the ankle restraints. Then she pulled on a thick, soft merino
wool turtleneck sweater. She looked cute in it, and there was no
sign of what she wore beneath. Not even the nipple rings and
chains.

When he showed up she'd pretend to be
completely sated thanks to her 'magic cock' and not the least
interested in sex. She'd let him persuade her otherwise to the
point where he found out what she wore underneath. Ha.

But in the meantime, the thing was turning
her on. Both the way it squeezed her breasts, pressed up against
her sex, and the feeling of being penetrated front and back, all
combined to make her body heat up into a low simmer.

She was feeling very flirty and coy, and
decided to go downstairs, say hi to Randy, then Ben, then maybe go
out front and wave at the 92nd precinct boys. It would
be a test to see if anyone detected anything, but also give her
that delicious smug sensation of putting one over one everyone.
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Ben wasn't in. She said hi to Randy, who
complimented her on the hair, but said he preferred her red hair.
Then she went out front and strolled across to where the Anti-crime
guys were slumped in their black SUV. She walked slowly and
casually, for moving too fast would make her breasts wobble and tug
her nipples against the chains.

The SUV hadn't been here the last time she'd
looked or she might not have come out. An SUV generally meant a
supervisor.

“You guys enjoying the peace and quiet?” she
asked with a smile.

“I like peace and quiet. Gives me a time to
contemplate the universe,” the driver said.

He was somewhere in his late twenties, tall
and broad-shouldered, just like she liked her men, with a strong
jaw and eyes that looked appreciatively at her as she approached.
The guy next to him was Hispanic, short and thick with very short
hair.

“What happened to your red hair?” the other
guy asked.

She sighed. “I figured it made me too
noticeable.”

She eased her sweater up in back and slipped
her fingers into her back pockets – which not incidentally drew her
shoulders back and pushed her chest out. The straps had the effect
of kind of squeezing her breasts out more than a bra, and she felt
a playful sense of satisfaction that both men were having trouble
keeping their eyes on her face.

The guy in the driver's seat nodded, then
held his hand out. “Sergeant Crosse, Ninety-Two Crime,” he said.
“This is Hernandez.”

“Eduardo,” the other guy said with a
grin.

“Hey,” she said. “You guys aren't here for
your full shift, are you?”

“We're trading off,” Lacrosse said. “I think
if you stick people on surveillance for a whole shift they get
bored. I'm replacing cars every two hours.”

“I wish my sergeant had thought of that,”
she said. “Then this would all be someone else's problem.”

She decided she had better not push things
and leaned forward more, putting a hand on the roof of the
Explorer. Because the sweater was loose it fell away as she leaned
over, so her breasts wouldn't be as noticeable. Besides, she was
getting a kick out of standing here like this, feeling the pressure
around her breasts, feeling the pressure against her sex, feeling
the thickness of the dildo inside her – and them not knowing a
thing.

Stretching her arm out to the roof, however,
pulled the sleeve up to reveal her leather restraint. That gave her
a bit of a kick, too. The guys in the car wouldn't be able to see,
and anyone else looking from a distance would just think it was a
watch or some kind of bracelet. She had to make sure she kept her
head up, though. If she leaned too far forward the fluffy neck of
the turtleneck might fall forward to expose the bondage collar.

“You should ask to transfer down here,”
Crosse said. “We give preference to people who live in the
precinct.”

“Especially beautiful ones,” Eduardo said
with a grin.

She laughed. “I've always liked Manhattan.
All that glitter and glam, you know.”

“All that bumper to bumper traffic,” Crosse
said.

“Yeah, there is that.”

“Well, I'm not sure where I'm gonna end up,
to be honest. I was too noticeable in Midtown. Now with this
shooting they might want to move me somewhere quiet.”

“It's quiet here,” Eduardo said with a broad
grin.

She grinned at him, and felt another little
cocky thought. If he only knew what she was wearing under the
sweater and jeans. Oh would their eyes bug out! Instant hard-ons,
she was sure.

Then another black Ford Explorer drove up
next to them and she turned to see Lieutenant Rawlins, who was in
charge of, among other things, her Anti-crime unit.

“McCloud. Good. Get in.”

“Uhm, we going somewhere, Lieutenant?” she
asked.

“Obviously,” he said.

She smiled goodbye to Crosse and Hernandez
and got in the back of the car, even more aware of how she was
dressed under the sweater.

“Brass wants to talk to you,” he said.

“What brass?” she asked warily.

“Assistant Chief Williams.”

“What's he want with me?”

“She. And it might surprise you to learn
that most of us don't ask Assistant Chiefs what the fuck they want
when they tell you to go fetch one of our people. If I had to guess
it would likely be something along the lines of 'Guess where you'll
be working next'.”

“Shit,” she said.

“You were only with us short-term anyway,
McCloud. You knew that. Until they figured what to do with
you.”

“I liked where I was.”

“You're too tall, too.. noticeable. What
happened to the red hair?”

“Trying to be less noticeable.”

“Good idea. Now if you can only chop about
four inches off your legs.”

“And get uglier,” Newman, who was driving
said.

“Why'd they send you all the way here?” she
asked. “They could have had the guys here drive me over.”

“Whether it's a car from Manhattan north
driving here and back or a car from here driving to Manhattan North
and back it's all the same to the department,” he said.

She sighed and looked down nervously. She
hadn't intended wearing this thing for very long. And she sure
hadn't expected to go and chat with the brass while wearing it. The
seat belt crossing her chest pushed the sweater in tighter than she
would have liked given how her breasts were kind of... swollen
feeling. Fortunately the sweater was thick.

The strap was digging into her pussy,
though. Normally that made her start to ache, which was the idea.
The ache would make her pussy throb and feel more and more
sensitive over time. Which was great when she took it off. But
there was no way she was going to be able to take it off any time
soon now, which meant she was going to get a lot more … sore down
there.

She was squirming uncomfortably by the time
they got to West 100th Street, on the upper West side.
She and Rawlins got out while Newman searched for a parking
spot.

“This is the Twenty-Fourth?” she asked.

“Yeah. This is where the borough HQ is.”

They went in, or at least, she went in. He
was delayed when someone called to him. Which put her in a suddenly
very awkward position when she went through the metal detector and
suddenly remembered she didn't have her badge.

Her pulse rate shot up as the cop standing
next to it asked her if she was carrying a weapon, and she had
visions of being strip-searched! Even a cursory pat-down would show
the wrist restraints, and likely the collar! Not to mention the
thin chains leading to her nipples!

“She's a cop and she's with me,” Rawlins
said, coming in behind her and also setting it off.

Jamie felt a wave of relief but her heart
was still beating pretty quickly as he led her off to the side and
then into an elevator. They rode up to the fourth floor and he
walked her down the hall like he knew the way. They wound up in
front of a desk manned by a short, busty black civilian woman with
neatly tied back dreadlocks.

“This is Officer McCloud to see Assistant
Chief Williams,” he said.

She gazed at him briefly, then somewhat
longer and more interestedly at Jamie before picking up her
phone.

“Officer McCloud to see you, Ma'am,” she
said.

The door opened and a tall black woman in a
white uniform stood there. She was in her late thirties or early
forties, with shoulder-length hair combed very neatly down on
either side of a narrow face. She had a slim nose, dark brown eyes,
and high cheekbones, giving her an aristocratic bearing. Jamie
remembered now that some of the people in the borough called her
the Zulu warrior queen.

“McCloud,” she said. “Come in. Thank you,
Lieutenant. We'll be a while and I'll find someone to drive her
home.”

Jamie walked past her nervously and the
woman closed the door behind her, then walked past and sat down
behind a wide desk.

“McCloud,” she said, looking her up and down
intently. “You have been mentioned in reports that come before me
far more often than any other officer in this borough who isn't a
fuck-up.”

Jamie didn't know what to say to that.

Williams leaned back in her chair.

“Are you an angel, McCloud?”

“Uh, Ma'am?”

“You know that expression, where angels go,
trouble follows?”

“Uhm, no, Ma'am, I'm not an angel. Trust me
on that,” she said with a grin.

“You seem to attract trouble. What's
astonishing about that is it doesn't even seem to be your fault, as
far as I can tell. You just have a knack of being in the wrong
place at the wrong time.”

“Isn't that what Anti-Crime is supposed to
do?” Jamie asked.

“Hmm. You have a point, but you just seem to
do it more often than most. You were moved to the Two-Six to let
things calm down behind you.”

“I didn't choose to surveil that Lamarre
guy, Ma'am.”

“No, you didn't. And it wasn't even you he
opened fire on in that bar. But it was you that killed him. Not
your first fatal shooting. And that was straight from that messy
business in your own precinct with the Chinese guy.”

Jamie shrugged helplessly.

“Relax, McCloud. You're not here to be
disciplined. If anything I'm just venting my annoyance at the
world.”

“Yes, Ma'am.”

“You've been in the media so can't go into
undercover. You're too young and green for promotion to
detective.”

“I like Anti-crime, Ma'am.”

“Everyone likes Anti-crime, McCloud. That's
not the point. Anyway, I've had a few ideas about how to stick you
somewhere quiet while things calm down. Clearly the Two-Six didn't
work. I thought about the records department at One Police Plaza,
or other administrative sections. But that really wouldn't be much
of a reward for your excellent service.”

“No, Ma'am!” she exclaimed.

“Then I had an interesting idea. You know
what I just said about undercover being out? Well, that's not
entirely true. Undercover is out here in New York. But some of the
country's bigger departments sometimes loan officers out for
short-term assignments.”

“This is generally when the assignment
requires someone with specific characteristics which are not always
locally available, or where those with those characteristics which
are local are already known or might be known.”

“Ma'am?”

“How would you like to go to San Diego for a
week or two?”

“Uh, California?”

“That's the place.”

“To do what?”

“Their investigation unit needs young,
attractive, female officers not known locally for short-term
assignments.”

“Prostitution stings?” she asked.

“No. More in the nature of decoy for the sex
crimes unit. I believe you've done decoy work before in the
parks.”

“Yes, Ma'am.”

“San Diego is alleged to have the best
weather in the country, McCloud. You wouldn't have any need of
turtleneck sweaters there,” Williams said.

“It is starting to get a little chilly out,”
Jamie said.

“Then you'll enjoy San Diego,” she said.

She leaned forward and stretched her hand
out.

“Enjoy the experience, McCloud,” she
said.

“Yes, Ma'am!” Jamie said, her mind filling
with images of sandy beaches.

And then as she leaned forward and shook
hands with the assistant chief Williams frowned, looking down.
Jamie felt a sudden shock of memory and saw that her wrist
restraint had become exposed as she'd stretched her arm
forward.

She tried to jerk it back, but Williams
pulled forward suddenly, as if to get a better look, then looked up
at her.

“Is that a collar around your throat,
Officer McCloud?” she asked in a strange voice.

Oh fuck! Jamie thought, her face
reddening.

“Uh... no!” she exclaimed, her voice rising
unexpectedly into a startled squeak.

Williams tightened her grip on Jamie's hand,
jerking her forward a bit more to push up the sleeve and examine
the restraint. She let go and Jamie straightened rapidly, face red
as Williams sat back in the chair and examined her with a strange
expression.

“Is there something you want to tell me,
Officer?”

“N-No, Ma'am!” she gulped.

Williams got up, stern-faced, and walked
around the desk.

“Stand straight!” the woman barked.

Jamie licked her lips nervously, her mind
spinning, trying to figure out what to say and how someone like
Williams might take it. She was fairly sure Williams was one of
those dignified people who'd never let themselves get tied up in a
million years, and wouldn't think much of someone who did!

She gulped as Williams stood beside her,
then reached out and tugged the collar of her turtleneck back to
view the bondage collar underneath. She frowned at it while Jamie
stood stock still, reminded of her police academy days

Williams reached in and examined the thin
chains attached to the ring, then tugged one experimentally.

Jamie gasped and William's eyebrow rose.

The woman snorted, then gripped Jamie's
right hand, lifting it up and jerking the sleeve back to look at
the restraint. She dropped her wrist.

“You know, Officer, this job requires a
certain amount of emotional balance, psychological aptitude, and
strength of will. Do you have that, Officer?”

“Yes, Ma'am!” Jamie exclaimed.

“Show me what's under that sweater,
officer.”

Jamie's face was hot.

“I... I... don't think I want to,
Ma'am.”

“I don't give a rat's ass what you want to
do, Officer. If you want to stay out of administration and on the
force you'll do as I tell you!”

Blushing furiously, Jamie reluctantly lifted
the sweater up, inch by inch, revealing the latticework of straps
and rings on her torso, then her bare breasts with the chains
clipped to her nipple rings.

“Take it off.”

Jamie thought she meant the leather, but
Williams was indicating the sweater. She gulped and obeyed, her
mind swirling uncertainly. There was something in the woman's voice
and attitude other than outrage or contempt. Something she almost
hoped she wasn't imagining.

“Stand at attention,” Williams said
softly.

Jamie did so, the flush in her face going
all the way down her neck to her upper chest as Williams examined
her. The woman stepped in front of her and then undid her jeans,
pulling the zipper down. Jamie's hands rose, then fell again at a
scowl from Williams.

The woman pushed her jeans down to follow
the straps.

“Well, well, well,” she said.

She left her standing like that with her
jeans around her knees and slowly circled her.

“Now according to Rawlins' text message he
picked you up in front of your house speaking with the precinct
Anti-Crime people. Is that correct?”

“Y-Yes, Ma'am!” she gulped.

“Is this the way you habitually go outside,
Officer?”

“No, “Ma'am!”

“Just when you're dealing with other
police?”

“No, Ma'am!”

“Then explain.”

“I-I was... expecting my boyfriend and...
was hoping to... surprise him,” she gulped.

“And you went outside with this on
because...?”

Jamie licked her lips and then gulped as
Williams reached out and lightly tugged the chain leading to her
left nipple.

“I... I... was... I was checking to see...
if anyone could... notice.”

“And if they did?”

“I uhm...”

“Don't these hurt when you move around?”
Williams asked. “Especially without a bra, I mean, these straps
kind of squeeze your breasts a little but I bet they don't hold
them in place as well as a bra.”

“Uh, I wasn't planning on wearing them for
long, Ma'am,” she said, horribly embarrassed.

Williams took her hand again and lifted her
wrist up to examine the restraint.

“So are you some kind of bondage slut,
McCloud?” she demanded.

Jamie closed her eyes and then widened them
as Williams moved behind her, taking her wrists up and back behind
her. The woman reached for her other wrist and pulled that back,
too, and Jamie's pulse began to race as she locked them
together.

“Only... sometimes... Ma'am,” she said in a
small voice.

“Hmmm. And what times would those be,
Officer?”

Jamie gasped as the woman pushed her forward
against the edge of her desk, then bent her over it.

“You're one of those girls who likes to be
spanked, McCloud? Is that it?” she asked, her voice sneering.

Jamie felt another wave of embarrassment,
then another jolt of emotion as she felt the woman's hand suddenly
go to the strap pressed so tight against her pussy. The woman's
fingers slipped beneath and tugged it back a bit, and Jamie heard a
snort of amusement before she let it go.

“As I suspected,” she said.

Jamie closed her eyes in new embarrassment,
then gasped at a slap to her bare bottom.

“Not the way we expect our female officers
to comport themselves, McCloud,” she said.

She knelt, tugging Jamie's jeans the rest of
the way down to her ankles.

“Raise your foot.”

She jerked on Jamie's leg and then pulled
her jeans down, popping her shoe off before doing the same to the
other.

She straightened again and Jamie let out a
little cry of pain as she gripped her hair and pulled her upright
again.

“Let me see you... bounce, McCloud.”

Jamie stared at her, eyes wide, still
gripped by a wild emotional uncertainty about what the woman was
going to do and the consequences for her. Normally she could just
call her grandfather, but she sure didn't want him knowing about
this!

And... it might not be necessary either, if
what she suspected about Williams was true. And it was certainly
heading in that direction.

“B-Bounce?” she squeaked.

“Rise up on the balls of your feet, then
drop your heels back to the floor. It's not hard.”

Confused, Jamie drew in a shaky breath, then
rose onto the balls of her feet before sinking back down again.

“Again. Faster.”

Jamie felt the first dark tingle of heat as
she complied, wincing a bit as her nipples jerked against the rings
impaling them.

“Again. Faster.”

She raised herself up on her heels and
dropped down, wincing again.

“Continue until I tell you to stop.”

Williams sauntered around in front of her
and Jamie rose up and dropped down repeatedly. That made her
breasts wobble and jerked her nipples continuously against the
rings, which were in turn held tightly by the chains. Her nipples
began to throb and ache as Williams watched.

Jamie's mind twisted and roiled in
embarrassment and confusion. Was Williams just doing this to
humiliate her and nothing more? Was that just because she felt
contempt for her? Yet Williams was breaking the rules now,
violating policy. She could get into a lot of trouble too if this
got out. That suggested she had some ulterior motive.

Jamie hadn't heard anything about the
Assistant Chief's sexual preferences, but was now fairly certain
that they included women as at least an option.

She winced, her nipples getting more and
more sore, and she tried to move more gently.

“Are your nipples getting sore, McCloud?”
Williams asked.

“Y-Yes, Ma'am!” she gulped.

“I see.”

She reached up and cupped Jamie's breasts,
squeezing firmly.

“Maybe it would help if I held them so they
didn't move around so much.”
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Jamie felt the sudden throbbing in her
breasts and a simultaneous pulse of heat between her legs as
Williams held her breasts in place, and that dark little tingle of
heat in her nipples grew stronger.

“You have very firm breasts, McCloud,” she
said. “Which is a good thing if you're going to wear things like
this. Otherwise you'd damage your nipples.”

She let go of her breasts, then reached up
to the ring and unhooked the chains there. Jamie squeaked as she
turned and walked back around her desk – still holding the chains.
She had to scurry after her as the woman used the chains as a kind
of leash.

There was a credenza behind her desk, with a
picture above it. She pulled the picture down, then lifted the
chains forward, forcing Jamie to quickly push her thighs in against
the edge of the credenza as Williams clipped the chains to the hook
which had held the picture. That required she bend forward at the
waist, and even then her nipples stretched and ached!

“I believe one of the tasks for senior
officers is to act as mentors to young police officers, McCloud,”
she said. “To teach them a certain level of... discipline.”

She unhooked the strap at the small of
Jamie's back, and peeled it down between her buttocks, at least
until the butt-plug held it in place. Williams snorted in amusement
and pulled slowly, pulling the butt-plug out of her, then
continued, sliding the dildo down out of her pussy.

Her fingers caressed Jamie there, and Jamie
shuddered at the sensation. She was sore and hot and sensitive
there, and the woman's fingers made her ache – and burn.

“Very soft. Very neat. You've had laser
removal, I suppose.

Jamie gasped as the woman's long fingers
suddenly slipped around in front of her and pushed into her mouth.
A moment of sliding in and out and they were pushing against her
pussy and sliding slowly up through the soft folds of her tight
opening.

“A girl who walks around with a dildo in her
pussy obviously enjoys penetration,” Williams said. “A lot.”

Her thumb stroked across Jamie's swollen
clitoris as her fingers twisted and turned inside her, and Jamie
felt her chest tightening to the point of breathlessness. She felt
desperately helpless, and was still horribly embarrassed. But she
was also deeply relieved.

Williams could easily have been outraged,
disgusted, and thought her some kind of sick, depraved degenerate.
Which, she conceded, she probably was. But it seemed Williams was
too. Being discovered by someone with the same vices was infinitely
better than being found out by some kind of moral prude.

For one thing, it made it unlikely the woman
would report her, either officially or unofficially. Certainly not
after this!

Williams seemed quite familiar with the sort
of harness Jamie was wearing, for she was able to remove the lower
straps from it. Then she reached to the straps encircling her
breasts, tightening each in turn until her breasts were squeezed
out hard, throbbing and aching.

Williams went back to her desk and opened
the bottom drawer, then took out a leather case and unlocked it.
She drew a long leather strap... or something like it – from the
case, and then what she took to be a black dildo. Rather than using
them, though, she set them on the desk, then picked up the
phone.

“Get your skinny little butt in here,” she
said to whoever answered.

She picked up the dildo and returned to
Jamie.

“Wh-Who did you call!?” she exclaimed.

“You're hardly in a position to demand
information, Officer,” Williams replied.

She tugged back sharply on Jamie's hair and
she cried out as her nipples pulled against the chains. She jerked
her head far back, and Williams pushed the dildo through her open
mouth, then deep into her throat. The dildo had a wide, soft,
flexible leather base which pressed against Jamie's mouth,
completely covering it and part of her cheeks as Williams pulled
straps around behind her head and closed them.

“This room is largely soundproof, but I
dislike the whining of girls being punished,” she said.

Jamie gurgled around the thing in her
throat. She had learned how to breathe around cocks in her throat
by now. Danny had seen to that, but it wasn't easy, and had to be
done with deliberate effort. She was aware of the door opening and
closing behind her, though, and jerked her head around wildly.

It was the receptionist, and she smirked to
see Jamie standing there.

Jamie's face reddened and she turned it
away, trying to focus on breathing.

A moment later she felt hands on her thighs,
jerking them apart, and cried out as she felt the pull against her
nipples. She rose on the balls of her feet, twisting her head
around once more, but didn't see the receptionist at first. That
was because she was now on her knees behind her.

A moment later the girl had pushed her face
in against her and her tongue began to thrust up into her pussy.
That tongue was longer than any tongue Jamie had ever felt before,
and she gasped in shock as it slid deep inside her, lapping and
licking and sweeping up and down against the inner walls of her
sex.

“Lawanda is very good at teaching straight
girls the joys and art of pleasing women,” Williams said as she sat
at her desk watching.

Jamie moaned around the penis gag as she
felt small fingers tugging the lips of her sex apart, and felt the
girl's lips pressing in harder, her tongue thrusting in and out and
flicking around hungrily. The tongue withdrew, but only so those
lips could fasten around her clitoris and suck rhythmically.

The fingers, meanwhile, thrust up into her,
several of them, pumping and turning and twisting as the girl
sucked. Then her tongue came out again, lapping strongly against
her now-quivering, pulsing clitoris as the raw sensations billowed
up through her body.

“It's clear she loves penetration, Lawanda.
Give her some,” Williams said.

Jamie shuddered and moaned and yelped, her
hips jerking as the girl's fingers thrust into her harder and
faster, twisting and turning as she licked and sucked on her
clitoris. That she and Williams were virtual strangers did not seem
to matter as her body began to heat up quickly, her pulse racing
and heart pounding.

She had worried – in the abstract – about
that over the past months, wondering if Danny had conditioned her
body and mind to respond to things like being tied up and helpless,
not to mention penetration, with a rush of heat which would make it
impossible for her to resist.

Every time it happened she had multiple
orgasms, after all.

Now the girl was thrusting four fingers into
her, twisting and turning them as she licked furiously at her
clitoris, and Jamie's hips were starting to jerk and spasm as the
heat flooded her mind.

The girl drew back suddenly as Williams
stood up, then there was a strange whooshing sound, and a minute
later a sharp crack of sound as a stinging blow cut across her
bottom. Jamie cried out in pain, her hips jerking forward against
the edge of the credenza as she jerked her head around and stared
with wide eyes.

“Never seen a tawse before, little girl?”
Williams asked. “Well, a play tawse. We wouldn't want to cut up
that pretty skin of yours.

The 'strap', Jamie now saw, was a short
leather handle attached to a foot-long length of leather which had
been split in three. And as she watched Williams drew her arm back
and swung again, and then again and again in rapid succession.

The leather strap snapped down against her
buttocks hard and fast and she squealed and cursed and yelped in
pain as she half tried to climb the credenza to escape it. But with
the wall before her that was nothing but instinct.

The thing hurt! A lot! Her bottom was
already on fire, the pain cutting deep into her buttocks as the
woman swung the leather tawse down repeatedly.

“There, nice and red,” Williams said, calmly
caressing her trembling buttocks as she lowered the tawse. Now heat
her up on the inside to match.”

She sat back down and Lawanda jerked Jamie's
thighs apart again and plunged her face in between, licking and
sucking hungrily.

Jamie moaned in relief. She never really
liked the punishment Danny meted out, but he always led up to it
through a slow progression. Williams hadn't bothered. She'd brought
the tawse down against her writhing bottom with rapid-fire blows
that made her feel as though her skin was burning!

Her heart, which had gone into overdrive as
the stinging blows had landed on her bottom, began to ease its wild
pounding and she slumped a little, gasping for breath around the
dildo in her throat. She'd become a little light-headed as the pain
from the tawse had distracted her, and now tried to focus again on
breathing.

The girl's actions were... distracting her
from that.

She had four fingers inside Jamie's aching
pussy, thrusting and twisting, twisting and thrusting as she sucked
hard on her clitoris, then swept her tongue across it faster and
harder than she could remember ever feeling done before.

Jamie's head was pounding and swirling, and
now the dark heat churned up around her, dragging into the kind of
feverish hunger which Danny had managed to instill in her so often
of late.

The girl withdrew even as she saw Williams
rising out of the corner of her eye. Then the tawse began to snap
down across her buttocks again, hard and fast, again and again. The
sharp, stinging blows tore up through her bottom and made her twist
and jerk in pain, crying out weakly around the dildo in her mouth
and throat as Williams wielded the tawse with determination.

Her bottom felt absolutely flaming hot by
the time she stopped and Lawanda resumed her licking and sucking.
Jamie sagged against the wall, gasping for breath, moaning weakly
around the dildo as Lawanda sucked rhythmically on her
clitoris.

The girl's fingers slid up into her sopping
pussy once more, turning and twisting as she licked her clitoris.
Then, suddenly, her tongue moved upward and Jamie's dazed eyes
blinked as she felt her beginning to tongue her wrinkled little
back opening.

She'd only had that done once before and it
felt as strange now as it had then! She squirmed and moaned as the
tongue swirled and circled and licked and the fingers continued to
twist and turn. The fingers pushed harder and harder, stretching
wider and wider.

Jamie cried out in denial, realizing what
she was doing, but unable to protest, unable to be sure she even
wanted to. She felt the mouth of her sex aching more and more as
the girl's knuckles twisted from side to side, then they were
grinding past and up inside her and she felt a sense of relief as
the girl's hand passed into her and her pussy lips were clamped
down around her more narrow wrist.

Her tongue returned to lapping at her
clitoris and Jamie felt the heat roiling her mind. Then Williams
was there, gathering in her hair and yanking sharply.

“Are you enjoying the penetration, slut?”
she whispered.

Pulling back her hair made Jamie's back
arch, which tugged her aching nipples more sharply against the
chains. They stung and burned, but her mind was swamped with the
sensation of the fist slowly working its way up deeper inside
her.

Williams undid the strap behind her throat
and then slowly drew the long length of the penis gag up and out of
her throat. Jamie coughed and gasped for air as it finally came out
of her mouth.

“I suspect you've had a lot of experience
with big cocks sliding down your throat, straight girl,” Williams
said.

Jamie could only gurgle and gasp and moan
helplessly as Lawanda sucked on her clitoris and twisted her fist
from side to side.

“Are you sorry for coming into my office
dressed like a slut, McCloud?”

“Y-Y-Yes, Mistress!” Jamie moaned.

Williams chuckled softly. “Ah, you have had
some experience with women. Good.”

She looked down behind her.

“Deeper, Lawanda. Shove your whole arm into
her. She's a filthy slut and she loves penetration.”

Jamie trembled and moaned as Williams
lightly tugged her head back by the hair – which of course lightly
tugged her already straining nipples against the chains.

“You are a filthy slut, aren't you,
McCloud?” she asked softly.

She jerked on her hair.

“Yes, Mistress!” she half sobbed.

“Then apologize.”

“I'm... ungh! I'm s-sorry... ungh, for...
being... ungh a f-filthy... ungh... slut, Mistress!”

Lawanda had much of her forearm up inside
Jamie by now, and was starting to pump her fist in and out. Her
pussy was so tight around her hand and arm that every time she
pulled back Jamie's hips were pulled back as well.

“Next time you come to see me, McCloud, I
expect you to be more respectfully dressed,” Williams said.

She slid the dildo into her mouth and down
her throat, then pumped it slowly in and out even as Lawanda began
to work her fist in and out with longer strokes. Jamie felt herself
dissolving, her mind sinking into a bubbling, boiling liquid
heat.

The orgasms began, then. First came one
massive one that left her almost shell-shocked, her knees rubbery
and eyes glazed, then a whole series of smaller ones lighting off
in her nervous system one after another.

Williams unhooked her nipples from the wall
and she was pushed to her knees, then bent forward, her face to the
floor as Lawanda resumed fisting her. The long penis-gag was pulled
from her throat and then her face was pulled in between Williams'
legs as the woman drew her skirt up and spread them apart.

“Let's see what those other women have
taught you, slut,” Williams said, using her hair as a handle to
guide her in against her pussy.

Those other women consisted primarily of
Victoria Bryant, a lesbian dom she'd met in the course of her work
who Danny had arranged a meeting with. So he could watch, of
course. Bryant had taught her how to please her with a crop in one
hand and Jamie's hair in the other.

She had learned quickly.

Now she had the same dazed eagerness to
please as Williams held her hair in one hand and the chains to her
nipples in the other. Her tongue lapped frantically against her, at
first, before the woman made her settle down. Then she did her
best, despite Lawanda behind her still pumping her fist in and out
while her skillful fingers rubbed and stroked Jamie's clitoris.

Jamie gasped and moaned as the girl's tongue
returned to licking and swirling and pumping in and out of her ass.
The flood of sensations from all over her body were overwhelming
her ability to sort them out, much less cope.

Another orgasm rolled her mind as Lawanda
worked her fist in and out with longer strokes. Then another as her
nipples burned from the chains and her clitoris exploded in the
girl's sucking mouth.

She managed to make Williams come, then the
woman 'gave her' to Lawanda as a present while she dressed and left
for a meeting.

The girl leered at her, sliding her hand
slowly out of her body, then pushed her onto her back on the floor
so she could ride her face. An exhausted, dazed Jamie licked as
best she could as the girl ground her sopping pussy up and down
against her mouth and face and finally came against her.

*

She had to make her own way home, and she
had to do it in the same leather and ring harness she'd worn to
Manhattan – including the dildo and butt-plug. Lawanda also
insisted on attaching the chains to her nipple rings as before.

If she'd been thinking clearly Jamie would
have gone into a bathroom and removed the chains but by the time
her mind had started to turn from sorting through the implications
of everything that had happened she was already on the street
headed for the subway.

She intended to go into a bathroom there but
was just in time for her train, so trotted down the stairs, glad
that Williams had tightened the straps around her breasts, and just
made it through the doors before they closed.

The tight straps made her look bustier than
she was, even under the loose, heavy sweater, but that was better
than having her nipples yanked against the rings every time she
moved. It did make her breasts throb, though, with every beat of
her heart.

Crosse and Hernandez were still sitting in
their car out front when she arrived, and there was no way to avoid
them since Crosse rolled the window down as she walked up the
street. She muttered a curse under her breath but sauntered
over.

“So you gonna be around for a while now?” he
asked.

“You mean here? Or in New York?”

“Huh?”

“The Assistant Chief offered me an acting
assignment in San Diego.”

“Oh, lucky you!” he said.

“Should be a little warmer than here,”
Hernandez added.

“I've never been to San Diego.”

“It's got more gangs, and it's a lot more
spread out,” Hernadez said. “Lot of interaction between there and
Mexico. So lots more illegals.”

A black sedan drove slowly past as they
talked, and Crosse pulled his eyes from her to watch it. An instant
later so did Hernandez, and Jamie turned to look too. There were
two young, skinny black guys in the car, and they were looking at
them.

“I think that car has a damaged taillight or
something,” Crosse said, starting the engine.

“I'm coming!” Jamie said, jumping in the
rear seat.

“You armed?” he demanded.

“Always.”

He pulled away from the curb and they went
after the car. Hernandez pulled a pair of small binoculars up to
his eyes and read off the license plate, then punched it into the
computer.

“Registered to a Leona Maxwell on
144th Street.”

“That's like seven blocks from where Lamarre
was living,” she said.

“I don't like coincidences like that,”
Crosse said. “Why's he all the fuck the way down here?”

He picked up the radio and called for
assistance with a traffic stop, and Jamie carefully pulled up her
long sweater and took her Glock out of its holster. It was her
personal gun since the department still had the one she'd shot
Lamarre with.

It occurred to her that if she got shot or
needed medical attention wearing this damned leather thing – not to
mention the dildos – she'd never live it down.

A blue and white showed up and moved ahead
of them, then turned on its lights. The sedan, a Ford Fusion, took
off. Hernandez turned on the lights and siren a moment after the
marked unit put its own siren on and the engine growled as they
sped up.

Jamie sat back, a hand on the back of the
seat in front of her as they twisted in and out among the streets
of northern Brooklyn, soon joined by several other cars. Police
chases in New York City were rare and seldom lasted long. It was
too built up, the streets were too narrow, and there were too many
police, and they lacked the patience of some of the cities out
west.

Marked units began trying to cut the Fusion
off, but it drove on the sidewalk to get around them the first
time, through a parking lot the second, and over someone's lawn the
third.

“These guys are starting to piss me off,”
Crosse said.

They squealed around a tight turn to find
the street blocked by two cruisers nose to tail. An SUV behind the
Fusion hit it from behind, swinging it around, and the driver tried
to pull around, but ran into another car. He stepped on the gas,
trying to back out, but hit the nose of another which pulled up
behind him.

There were already a number of cops out of
their cars, pointing guns and shouting. The Fusion was spinning its
wheels trying to force its way past an Explorer. Crosse pulled in
so he'd be blocking the way even if the Fusion got through, then he
and Hernandez jumped out.

Jamie had glanced into the rear of the
Explorer when she'd gotten in, mostly out of professional
curiosity, to see if they'd arranged their cargo the way Midtown
did. The first thing she'd noticed was a large can of pepper spray
sitting on top of other items in a plastic milk carton. There were
already twenty-five odd guns pointed at the Fusion so she snatched
up the pepper spray before jumping out.

The two guys inside weren't suicidal, but
they weren't cooperating either. The guy in the passenger side had
his hands up against the window. The other guy had both hands on
the wheel but kept his foot on the gas pedal trying to make his
little car shove a much larger SUV out of the way.

One of the uniforms was hitting the driver's
window with his baton, but not accomplishing much. Everyone was
still shouting.

The thing about windows was you had to hit
them in a corner to shatter them. The idiot with his baton was
hitting the thing in the middle. He hit it hard enough the baton
bounced back and he dropped it. When he scurried over to pick it up
she jumped forward, slammed the heel of her hand against the top
corner of the windshield and it shattered, with the pieces falling
in on the two idiots inside.

She emptied half the can into their faces
and then jumped back, her nipples aching.

The uniforms dragged them out of the car,
coughing themselves given she'd practically drowned the car in
pepper spray, then dragged them away from the car just so they
could breathe.

Most of the cops moved further away to avoid
the fumes, and Jamie moved back behind Crosse's SUV, then moved
alongside it, opened the door, and got inside, and tossed the can
in the back. No one was looking at her, so she pulled the sweater
up enough to get her hand inside and unclipped the chains from her
nipple rings.

Then she got hold of the straps and
carefully worked first one, then the other loose. Or at least –
looser. She sighed in relief as her straps loosened and her breasts
stopped throbbing. She hurriedly pulled her hands down and let the
sweater drop again before anyone could notice, then she got out of
the car again and acted as casual as she could.

Crosse came over to her.

“You practically fuckin' drowned them in
pepper spray,” he said, half accusing, half admiring.

“Oh was I supposed to use less? I never took
any course in it,” she said.

He snorted. “They both had Hi-Point Nines,”
he said.

The Hi-Point C-9 was a cheap handgun.

“I'm sure they're both licensed and
registered to carry,” she replied.

New York City gun laws were among the
strictest in the country.

“Not fuckin' likely. Same guns as those
gomers who broke into your place the other night were carrying.
Must have bought a case or something.”

“These people really hold a grudge,” she
said.

“Yeah, well there's fewer and fewer of them
out on the streets to take that grudge anywhere. These two are
going to Rykers.
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San Diego was a beautiful city. It also
didn't give her the closed-in feeling she got throughout most of
New York. She was met by a Sergeant O'Connor, who despite the name
was Hispanic, though he spoke English without an accent. He quickly
switched to Spanish, though, after welcoming her, which she figured
was to test her own language skills.

“You ever been to California?” he asked.

He was a short, thick man, with short dark
hair and rounded face.

“My parents took us to LA when I was
younger,” she said.

“San Diego is the best city in California,
maybe in the world,” he said proudly. “It usually isn't too hot or
too cold. We get rain but not too much. We got the ocean and the
beaches and we're a nice sized city without being so big everyone
is anonymous.”

He loaded her luggage into the back of an
SUV and she got in the passenger side while he moved around and got
into the drivers side. There he turned and looked at her, then
grinned.

“Love the pale skin,” he said.

She looked back in surprise.

“Uh, the weather hasn't really been up to
much tanning in New York lately.”

“You misunderstand me. Around here, pale
skin means tourist. And tourists are the main victims of these
attacks. Get some SPF nine hundred sunscreen or something. Try not
to get tanned. The less tanned you look the less anyone will think
you're a local.”

“Or a cop.”

“That too.”

He started the engine and pulled away from
the curb.

“You'll be working Northern Division,
mostly. Hope you brought lots of bikinis.”

She stared at him again, frowning, and he
grinned at her.

“Our problems are on the beaches and the
parks next to them,” he said. “Pacific Beach runs for several miles
down the coast and then becomes Mission beach which runs for
another mile. They've both got boardwalks filled with shops and
vendors along the edge. Mission Beach has got an amusement park
alongside it while Pacific Beach has a major park.”

“And they're both major tourist attractions,
I'm guessing.”

“You got it. And the mayor doesn't like
tourists getting hassled.”

“Mayors usually don't.”

Northern Division was located in a small
brown brick building attached to a Fire-hall. The first thing Jamie
noticed was it had a lawn, which was weird enough. The second was
it had a parking lot. Compared to the cramped, crowded NYPD
precincts where marked patrol cars had to be parked half on the
sidewalk and there wasn't a speck of green to be found it was like
another planet.

Not only was there a parking lot for
official and employee vehicles there were parking spaces on the
street for visitors! And most of them were empty! The street was
wide and straight, with a long, low school on the other side. It
had a lawn, too. There was sky everywhere!

She looked at it distrustfully as they
walked into the building.

Inside she met with Lieutenant Abrams, a
tall, thin blond in a brown suit who gave her a limp handed
shake.

“Officer,” he said, gesturing her to a
seat.

She sat down.

“I've been told you've worked decoy jobs
before.”

“Mostly in parks,” she said, “pretending to
be a jogger.”

“This will be almost the same except for the
jogging,” he said.

He showed her a map of the beach area and
pointed out the different locations of problems they'd been having.
As he was talking, a youngish Hispanic woman came in and propped
herself on a low table. Abrams ignored her until he was finished,
then introduced her.

“This is detective Martinez, she'll work
with you.”

Martinez got up and strode forward very
quickly, thrusting her hand out. Jamie blinked and then took it
uncertainly and Martinez shook her hand with a short, too-energetic
shake that made Jamie want to rub her hand afterward.

If she's not gay I'm a four-headed
cow, Jamie thought.

She was about shoulder high to Jamie, with
wide shoulders and a crewcut. She had a lithe, compact body and if
she had breasts they were on the small side.

“Listen to her. She knows how things work
and knows what to watch for,” Abrams said. “She'll also run you
over to your temporary home away from home. You can drop your
things off there and get settled in before you start up.”

“Okay.”

Martinez had an unmarked Crown Victoria, and
she transferred Jamie's bags into it from O'Connor's SUV with an
energy that made Jamie suspect she was on amphetamines.

She soon came to understand that was just
the way the woman was. She moved and talked as if she was in a
hurry at all times. Her voice spoke rapid-fire English while her
eyes flicked around front, back and either side as she drove.

“I'll make any arrests we have,” she said.
“Otherwise the courts will have a shit-fit over an out-of-state cop
arresting citizens,” she said.

“What about me being armed?”

“You don't need to be. There'll be a team
around us, and you'll have a hard time hiding a gun in your bikini
or shorts anyway.”

“I can carry it in a bag. I prefer to be
armed.”

“Since one of the first things these guys do
is grab your bag that's probably not a great idea.”

“I thought the first thing they did was grab
my ass.”

She snorted. “As a distraction. Although in
your case they might put more effort into it. You got a great
ass.”

“Thanks I guess.”

“Bet you look good in a bikini, too.”

“I think so,” she said cautiously.

Martinez laughed. “Don't worry, honey. I'm
not gonna come on to you. I got married last month. Not interested
in any other girls, especially straight girls from out of town.
Well, that don't mean I don't appreciate the scenery, of course, if
you take my meaning.”

“Uh-huh.”

“The better you look in a bikini, though,
the more interest from the slugs we get. I hate hanging around for
hours doing fucking nothing. I'd rather have a gorgeous bait girl
to draw them in quick so we can snap them up.”

“Bait girl?”

Martinez shrugged. “Hey, I don't have the
assets. I especially don't have the tits. Don't have the lily-white
skin either. I could sit out there half the day and not get a bite.
I'm hoping you draw them in like flies to honey.”

“So how do we work this? I just go and sit
on the sand or something?”

“Fuck no. Stroll. Stroll along the
boardwalk, then out onto the beach. Look for an empty area they'll
feel comfortable in. There's a bunch of tactics we use.”

“Where will the rest of you be?”

“I'll be with you for most of the time.”

Jamie looked at her in surprise.

“Pretty girls your age do not come out here
alone, babe,” she said. “These people are feral and shrewd. They'd
wonder why the fuck a hot chick like you was wandering around
alone. You have to be with someone. If you're with a studly guy
they'll back off. So they'll put you with me. But the way we work
it is you go wandering away from me. Let them see us together, then
you go wandering somewhere they have a chance to grope and
grab.”

“Grope and grab?”

“That's what they do. They rob their
victims, but also do some quick, heavy groping while they're at it.
Satisfy two urges at once, huh.”

“Do I get to break their hands if they grope
me?”

“Feel free,” Martinez said with a smirk.

Martinez showed her a low two-story building
where they'd rented an apartment, then drove her around the
neighborhood before they dumped her clothes there. There was a
grocery store nearby so Jamie wandered over and got some groceries,
then went back to the apartment to unpack.

She was pondering how to do things. She'd
brought a few bikinis, of course, but they were mostly reasonably
modest. She'd do better with something less modest. Not a thong,
since she didn't want to tempt Martinez too much, but maybe
something very small, something with a cheeky bottom. She wouldn't
wear them if she was working with NYPD cops, but here she didn't
worry about people talking about her.

Of course, they talked about her at the NYPD
anyway, she thought.

*

The next morning she and Martinez strolled
along the boardwalk. Martinez was wearing a reasonably modest
one-piece and jean shorts. Jamie wore her yellow bikini. They eyed
the shops as they strolled, and Jamie stopped at one that sold
bikinis, examining them.

“Think the SDPD would pay for my bikinis?”
she asked.

Martinez smirked. “Since they're kind of a
required uniform I don't see why not.”

Jamie bought a couple of bikinis with
smaller tops and bottoms, then at Martinez's suggestion, a pair of
girlish sunglasses.

“These are stupid looking,” she
complained.

“Lots of girls wear them.”

Jamie sniffed derisively.

“You need to act more girlish, hon.”

“What does that mean?” she demanded.

“It means you're walking around like you're
looking for trouble.”

“Well.... we are.”

“Yes, but you're supposed to be a careless,
thoughtless girly tourist. Don't act like you're expecting to be
jumped. Act all girly. Squeal a lot.”

“Squeal?”

“Well, act all excited.”

“Yuck.”

“Think of it as acting. You're playing a
role.”

“What kind of role?”

“Vulnerable. Helpless.”

“That's not my best thing.”

Not unless I'm tied up, she
thought.

“Try.”

Martinez coached her in exaggerating her
movements, waving her arms more, scurrying from one interesting
booth to another instead of walking in a dignified manner. Jamie
was glad she had the big sunglasses since it embarrassed her to act
like that. But it seemed to garner attention.

Then again, it might have been the tiny pink
bra cups squeezing her breasts up and out.

Her first customers were a pair of black
guys around twenty. As they'd been doing since the start, she and
Martinez had split up some. She had a small plastic container, and
wandered out onto the beach while Martinez wandered into one of the
little shops. When she was away from the crowds Jamie squatted and
scooped some sand into the little plastic container.

Apparently tourists did this a lot, so it
would be considered normal. She had just straightened up when the
two of them bracketed her, one gripping each forearm.

“Hey, baby,” the taller of them said. “Let's
have your wallet.”

“And if you make a sound I'll cut you!” the
other growled, holding a small knife against her stomach.

Jamie let the tall one reach into the bag
she was carrying and pull out the wallet. It wasn't her wallet,
after all, and it had a bug in it in case they ran off. She was
half decided it would be better to just let them take it and run
when the one with the knife decided to let go of her forearm on
that side and reach out to grope her breast.

She grabbed his wrist, twisted sharply and
stepped back, and he cried out in pain, dropped the knife and
flipped over to land on his back on the sand. She kicked the other
one in the kneecap to drop him as well. She hesitated, then. She
would normally have told them they were under arrest, but she
wasn't really a cop here.

It didn't seem to matter as several large
guys in beach clothes were running towards them. The guy whose
wrist she seemed to have broken cursed furiously and staggered to
his feet so she kicked him in the balls. That dropped him down
again with another cry. The other one was still clutching his knee
and rocking back and forth.

They were jumped by three large men and
handcuffed while Martinez ran out from the boardwalk. She stared
down at the two, then turned to Jamie.

“I thought you were kidding about breaking
their hand.”

“I only broke his wrist.”

The next encounter were also a pair of young
men. These ones didn't grope her, but apparently had a novel way to
keep her quiet while they ran off with 'her' wallet. The one with
the knife sliced through the thin string of her bikini bottom, then
did the same to the top before she could react.

They ran off into the park while she was
cursing and trying to cover herself. She had to squat to keep the
bikini bottom somewhat in place, then roughly tied the cut string
together before pulling the top together and trying to tie it
between the cups.

Martinez ran up and grinned down at her.

“I miss the show?”

“Very funny!”

Her backup caught the two fairly quickly
while Jamie took one of the other suits she bought out of the bag
and went into a bathroom to change.

The next customer was a white guy with other
things than money on his mind, apparently. He caught her near a
small wooded area between the noisy amusement park and the
boardwalk, put an arm around her with a knife up against her
chest.

“Let's take a walk, baby,” he said.

Jamie let him walk her into the woods, where
he looked around anxiously, then undid his zipper.

“Take off the bikini.”

“No way.”

“Listen, bitch, you either take off the
bikini and get down on all fours or – .”

“Freeze, motherfucker or I'll blow out your
fucking spine!”

He froze as Martinez ground the muzzle of
the Glock into his back.

“Drop that fucking knife, you
cocksucker!”

He did and Jamie stepped away, turning
around and bringing her knee up between his legs.

He let out a strangled cry of pain, clutched
himself, and dropped to his knees.

She looked around quickly.

“Quit resisting!” she exclaimed before
swinging her knee into his face.

He flopped backward to land in the dirt,
dazed and moaning.

Martinez raised her eyebrow.

“What?”

Martinez rolled her eyes and then the two
backup cops ran up and rolled him over to cuff him.

“Baby, you're the best bait I ever worked
with,” she said. “but you got a temper.”

“I'm not sure I should thank you for
that.”

Martinez shrugged.

They arrested two more men for groping her
while they wandered through the amusement park, and then another
who groped her breast as he rode by on a bicycle on the boardwalk.
He had to ride slowly past her to get his grope in, and he wasn't
expecting just how fast she could sprint up behind him as he tried
to increase his speed.

She yanked him off his bike before he could
get away, and unfortunately there were too many people around to
let her indignation get physical.

“This is like shooting fish in a fucking
barrel,” one of the backup cops said.

“Yeah, better hope we don't get in trouble
for entrapment,” the other said, grinning at Jamie.

“Hey, I'm not even blonde,” she said.

She paused. “I wonder if I should try this
with a blonde wig.”

“I don't think it's the hair,” Martinez
said, as they led the bike rider away. “It's the tits.”

Jamie looked down at her breasts.

“It's not that small a bikini. Other girls
have smaller ones.”

“Yeah but... it looks better on you. And you
got a fuckin' incredible body. You sure must work out.”

“Well, I kind of have to. And just
practicing my Jiu-jitsu takes a lot of physical effort.”

Not to mention her pole dance classes, but
Jamie wasn't going to mention that.

Martinez didn't seem to be saying that to
hit on her, so Jamie felt kind of happy at the compliment. They had
lunch, with Martinez glowering at any guy who looked like he might
even imagine hitting on Jamie.

Jamie appreciated it but at the same time,
smirked at the woman.

“You realize that they're just getting more
turned on at the thought that I'm a lesbian?”

“Never fuckin' understood that. Why would
girls who don't like men turn men on?”

“I think it's just that two hot naked girls
together is more of a turn-on than one alone.”

“So which of us gets to be the man? As if I
don't know,” Martinez smirked.

“Well, you do look like the scary,
tough-girl type.”

“Yeah, but I bet you could throw me around
the beach like a rag doll. I ain't got no black belt and you got a
lot of reach on me.”

Jamie shrugged.

“The guys at the NYPD don't hassle you?”

“Oh sometimes. I've gotten used to it and
don't take little things seriously.

“Yeah but we shouldn't be looked at as sex
objects all the time,” Martinez said with a growl.

“I am a sex object, just like some of the
hot guys are to me. That's life. It wouldn't be so bad except my
first undercover assignment was as a bikini model – ironically –
and some of the pictures got out.”

Martinez shook her head in disgust.

“And then there was my phone. My boyfriend
had just sent me a naked picture – of me, when it got stolen. And
the detectives recovered it.”

Martinez stared at her, open-mouthed. “They
passed the pictures around!?”

“Yup.”

“Fuck! You should have filed a
complaint!”

“You know how that works out. Everyone would
hate me. Anyway, it wasn't, fortunately, a bad picture. It was
taken from behind while I was standing in the kitchen.”

“Oh, well, that's not so very bad.”

“Not completely from behind, but a bit to
the side, while I was reaching up to a cupboard, so... there was
some side boob in there.”

Martinez looked at her. “I'd have to see
this picture to judge how bad it was. Got it handy?”

Jamie smirked at her.

They went back to work, making several more
arrests as Jamie perfected her 'girly girl' act. She began to get
into it as the day went on, pitching her voice higher and acting
like an excitable teenager, much to Martinez' amusement.

*

Every day started with her walking several
blocks to North Division to pick up Martinez. She wore her bikini,
with a pair of short shorts and a tight tank top over them on the
street and in the station. As the days went by there were more and
more men there hanging around grinning and finding reasons to meet
her and chat with her.

“The guys on the detail bragging about how
hot you are,” Martinez muttered apologetically. “Wasn't me.”

“Oh well. I don't really mind.”

It was, in fact, flattering. And she'd gone
several days without sex by then, which was making her feel like an
addict suffering withdrawal symptoms. She wished she'd had the
courage to bring her 'real' cock, but she'd had visions of it being
pulled out by those assholes at the TSA and held up for everyone to
see.

She was wary of her weakness making her
cheat on Danny, so didn't take up any of the invitations the guys
at the station gave her. And Martinez was wary of cheating too, so
was spending the evenings with her 'wife'. That left Jamie feeling
bored and frustrated in the little apartment.
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She went wandering. Since the university was
only a few blocks to the west there was a lot of nightlife around,
clubs, restaurants, bars – and strip clubs. Being horny, and
feeling the effects of several days flaunting her half-naked body
on beaches and boardwalks, she felt an interest in the latter.

She wandered into one – not having to pay a
cover fee, as usual – and sat down at the bar to order a drink. The
bartender was a blonde with puffed-up hair and a bikini top and
greeted Jamie with interest.

“Hey,” she said. “Waiting for someone?”

“No, just bored. Thought I'd get a drink,”
Jamie said.

“Not looking for work?”

Jamie laughed. “I'm just in town for a few
weeks. Business, sort of.”

“Yeah? Too bad. I bet you could make good
money here.”

“I could make good money anywhere, honey,”
Jamie said with a grin.

“You ever danced?”

“Only once or twice, on a kind of a
dare.”

“How'd you like it?”

“It was... kind of... fun,” she said.
“Different. Having all those guys panting after me at once.”

“Some girls can make a thousand bucks a
shift here,” the girl said.

Jamie laughed. “I never actually got any
money for it. It was more like, well, amateur night, kind of
thing.”

“Ah, yeah. We have those sometimes. We get
some new talent that way.”

She looked towards the girl on the stage, a
big busted blonde.

“You know, we're short-staffed tonight.”

“Yeah?”

“Two of the dancers called in sick.”

“I have a job,” Jamie said with a smile.

The bartender moved up the bar to serve
someone else, then went in the back before returning. Jamie watched
the girl on stage. She was good, though not as good as Jamie was
with the kinds of things she could now do on the pole.

A middle-aged man sat down next to her and
grinned.

“Hey there,” he said. “Jamie, right?”

Jamie looked at him in surprise.

“I'm Joel. I'm the manager here.”

“Oh.”

“Heard you have some experience
dancing.”

“Some, not a ton. I'm not looking for a new
job,” she said. “I'm only in town for a few more weeks.”

“Are you, by chance, a millionaire?” he
asked.

She snorted.

“Maybe you could use a few thousand
undocumented, untaxed dollars to take home with you when you go
back... east?”

Given her lack of tan that wasn't a hard
guess, Jamie thought.

The thought was not an unpleasant one. She
did get paid well by the NYPD but there were a lot of deductions
for taxes, union fees, social security, unemployment and others.
And there were some things she would have liked to buy for her new
apartment...

More importantly, though, was the way her
chest was tightening and her body was starting to hum at the
thought of stripping here in front of a large crowd of mostly men!
Getting into the role of stripper!? Actually doing it all
evening?!

That would be crazy! And hyper-slutty for
her! Then again, she'd done a lot of exciting, hyper-slutty things
lately.

She resisted, but not as strongly as she
could have, and Joel was persuasive, suggesting she just try it for
a few hours for fun. And hey, maybe she'd pick up a few hundred
bucks in the process.

“I... I don't have any kind of outfits!” she
protested.

“No problem! We have a bunch of extras for
amateur night!”

Jamie knew she was being an idiot, but she
let him persuade her into giving it a try. And her nipples were
already tingling and her pussy throbbing before she even got on the
stage!

This is insane! she thought
wildly.

But everyone she knew was thousands of miles
away.

Since Danny liked her to dance for him – in
private – she'd gotten into several routines. She wore a short
tartan pleated skirt, a white blouse with snaps down the front, and
an over-sized sweatshirt that said University of San Diego on the
front.

Well, she'd only graduated from college
herself a year ago so it wasn't hard to pass for a college girl,
and for some reason men loved the idea of a real college girl
stripping.

That was how she was introduced, too, as a
college girl making some money on the side.

She felt the rising tension, then as the
music started, strode out onto the stage and began to dance. It
wasn't exactly the same as she did for Danny, but the movements
around the pole were the same. She swept the sweatshirt up and off
quickly, her heart pounding. And then with every article of
clothing she removed her heart beat faster, her pulse racing
wildly.

Stripping the top off was a shock, and
sliding the skirt off even more. She swung around the pole in her
bra and thong, showing off what she'd learned in the lessons, then
popped the bra and yanked it open.

There were so many men watching! And while
she'd done this before Danny had been right there. Now she was
alone, with all those male eyes looking at her! The chairs around
the stage were filled with men staring at her hungrily, and she
swirled and twirled, jumped up on the pole, then hung upside down,
her breasts wobbling. She grabbed the pole underneath, then arched
her back – upside down, before letting her body undulate.

She swung down again, panting, not so much
from the effort as from the way her heart was pounding as the
excitement filled her with sexual pressure. She slipped off her
thong, and then felt an incredible rush of heat and excitement as
she continued her dancing, swaying and rolling, grabbing the pole
and sliding her hands down as she slowly bent over, her legs
apart.

God, I can't believe I'm doing this!
she thought wildly.

She was filled with adrenaline, though, as
she wrapped herself around the pole and swung her legs up and out,
then dropped her feet back to the stage and let her breasts squeeze
in around the pole as she taunted them with her most vampish look,
her tongue sliding out as she slid her breasts up and down around
the pole.

She slid down the pole and then lay back on
the stage on her back, arching her back, rolling her hips,
undulating her body. She drew her knees up so her heels were flat
on the stage and spread her feet wide apart, then arched up, then
back, pulling her legs up over her head before rolling back onto
them and standing up.

She got a lot of applause, and left,
panting, flushed, her body charged up with sexual electricity.

It was very hard to get through the lap
dances without giving in to the sexual hunger and frustration
building up inside her. She did her best to focus on the money
instead, while she ground herself against eager, mostly middle-aged
men with erections tenting up their pants.

She spent several hours at the club, and had
no lack of eager customers. She discovered that lap dancing
required a degree of restraint. If she made them come too quickly
they stopped wanting more. So she spent more time posing
seductively, arching her back, sliding her hands over her bare
breasts, fingering her nipple rings, or just bending over and
showing them her pussy.

On the other hand, it gave her a degree of
satisfaction every time she made them come in their pants, and it
wasn't like she really needed the money. Using the 'girly' role
she'd used with Martinez that very day, she teased, seduced and was
paid by one man after another, making her feel extremely sexy and
desirable.

It was an interesting night, she mused, on
the way home. She'd made dozens of men come and she'd never even
seen their cocks. She'd also picked up eight hundred dollars in
'tips' from the lap-dances. That was a lot of money, and she was
tempted to deposit it in an ATM, but was wary of having it on the
record.

Who knew what might happen in future,
perhaps from some complaint or investigation, where Internal
Affairs looked into her behavior. They might ask about any large,
unexplained deposit of money. And she'd be hard-pressed to tell
them.

She hid it under a drawer in the bedroom,
then went to sleep. The next day was somewhat like the first, only
without quite the same degree of success. Still, she did draw out a
number of people interested in screwing over tourists, cheating
them on fraudulent tickets, or outright stealing 'her' wallet.

Only one groped her, and she didn't get a
chance to break anything on him, which wasn't very satisfying.

Over the next few weeks she was moved around
to different beaches to wander them, the boardwalks, or nearby
parks. The team with her made dozens of arrests, all duly witnessed
by her San Diego Police backup, with their words recorded on a
pendant she wore. That made it very unlikely she'd have to come
back to testify.

She also made thousands of dollars
stripping, though she got aroused enough doing it she had to buy
herself a few vibrators and dildos so she could work off her
frustration once she got home afterward. She'd toss them away
before going home. The cost was pretty small compared to what she
was raking in stripping anyway.

She and Danny exchanged a number of phone
calls and text messages during this time. Given she had a safe
distance from him, she informed him about the efforts of the
Eastside Hoodrats to get her back for killing Lamarre.

And of course, about killing Lamarre.

Not to mention that little incident in her
apartment.

He had taken it in stride, far too casually,
she knew. His voice had gotten less playful, though, and she knew
he was pissed, and knew she'd hear a lot more about it when she was
in range.

“I mean, it's not like it mattered,” she
tried to explain. “But I would have told you but it had been a bad
day and I just wanted... you know, some romance,” she said.

“Uh-huh. And after?”

“I didn't want to spoil the mood!”

“And the next day?”

“Well, the next day, well, you were busy and
I had to meet with the firearms team and all, and I didn't want to
tell you over the phone or anything, and then, you know, that other
thing happened.”

“Which you also didn't tell me about.”

“Well, I didn't want – .”

“To tell me over the phone. Right. I
understand.”

She doubted it, but sighed. He'd make his
unhappiness with her lack of communication known when she got home,
no doubt.

Both of them teased and taunted each other
in the following discussions, but she was better at it. In part
that was because her day job of being hot, sexy bait for criminals,
and her night job of being hot, sexy bait for men who wanted to get
off, left her feeling highly sexual pretty much all day long.

The dildos and vibrators helped ease her
frustration, but she really wanted a real cock inside her! And if
she didn't get one soon she was going to wind up giving into
temptation and unzipping one of the customers and then riding their
cock to such an orgasm her screams would alert the manager and
she'd get fired.

Fortunately, she managed to hold off until
it was time to head home. She had $9300 in an envelope in her
blazer pocket, having exchanged all the fives, tens and twenties
for hundreds at a bank. She had a bit of an anxious time when she
went through the TSA line and their stupid metal detector went off
due to her nipple rings, but they didn't check her pocket.

She'd also been in contact with the NYPD, of
course, and was kept informed as most of the members of the
Eastside Hoodrats were arrested and jailed. The remnants couldn't
hang onto the territory they'd taken, and given the hostility of
other nearby gangs, the fatality rate among those who tried had
been high.

Danny had volunteered to pick her up at the
airport. That made her both anxious – wondering what kind of
punishment he'd come up with for her not telling him about things –
and extremely aroused – also anticipating what kind of punishment
he'd come up with.

One thing fairly predictable about Danny's
punishments was that they always wound up giving her multiple
orgasms. That didn't mean she might not feel a good deal of pain
first, or humiliation, or something bad. It was a punishment, after
all. But it was always worth braving the punishment to get to the
reward.

He was waiting for her at LaGuardia and
acted very much the normal boyfriend and lover when he greeted her
with a big, and very long and skillful kiss. He didn't seem to be
mad or upset or in any way bothered as he guided her outside to the
car he was currently driving.

In his job as a federal agent he had access
to a startling number of cars, most of them seized by the DEA from
various criminals and then forfeited. He also had access, at least
temporarily, to a number of buildings, either through cooperative
owners or other criminals who had lost possession.

“So tell me about the trip,” he said.

“Well, it was one long experience in
cock-teasing.”

“So you enjoyed yourself immensely, I
assume.”

“Well... yes. We made a bunch of arrests of
lowlife criminals who preyed on tourists, especially female
tourists.

“You didn't get much of a tan.”

“They didn't want me to. They figured I'd
look more touristy staying pale, so I wore some pretty high SPF
sunscreen.”

“What'd you do with your evenings?”

“Oh, watched TV, played on the internet,
that kind of thing. I mean walking around all day left me kind of
tired and it's not like San Diego is a big party town anyway. Plus
I didn't know anyone there.”

“That seems very unlike you.”

“What do you mean? I stay home most nights
here.”

“That's because I come and see you most
nights, or you go home to your parents and brothers, or out with
your cousins or something. You're not big on sitting around by
yourself.”

“I talked to people on the phone.”

He turned off the highway and she looked
around uncertainly.

“Where are we going?”

“Home.”

“This isn't the way home.”

“It's A way home.”

“Is there a reason for the detour?”

“You ask a lot of questions for a sex
slave.”

“I'm not a sex slave, you pervert.”

“No?”

“No!”

“I bet if I handcuff you right now you'll be
wet inside sixty seconds.”

“I haven't had sex in over two weeks.
Getting me excited isn't going to be a challenge.”

“It never is.”

“Are you saying I'm easy?” she demanded.

“Would you like me to play back some of the
confessions you've made?”

“Confessions?”

“That you're a slut, a whore, a fuck-toy, a
sex slave, a – .”

“Those weren't confessions! You made me say
that!”

“Tough girl like you? I don't think so.”

“Well, they were under duress, then.”

“This isn't a court.”

He pulled into an empty parking lot and
parked in front of a brick wall next to a closed metal door.

“Where are we?”

“Just a place. You've been here before.”

“I have? I don't recognize it.”

“Really? I'm hurt. You had a rather
memorable experience here.”

He got out and then came around the car as
she stepped out, as well.

“Is this one of your perverted setups?”

“Of course.”

“What if I have a headache?”

“I'll give you some Tylenol.”

He led her to the door, unlocked it, and led
her inside. There wasn't much there but a dark, unimpressive stone
floor and a narrow industrial type corridor.

He suddenly pushed her against the wall.

“Hey!”

“I want it to be a surprise.”

He slipped a silk blindfold over her eyes,
then drew her hands up behind her neck and pinned them there with
one hand before pulling her away from the wall and leading her
further along the hall. They turned and went through an open door,
and the sound – changed – opening up, as if they were in a much
larger area.

While holding her wrists, he let his other
hand slide around her, his fingers caressing her lips, then sliding
down along her throat and over her chest. He kneaded her breasts,
then the hand moved lower, undoing her pants and pushing down
inside.

Jamie gasped as his fingers slid into her
thong and began to rub her clitoris.

“Hot little sex slave,” he whispered in her
ear. “You've been a very bad girl.”

“No I... I haven't!” she gulped.

His fingers rose, undoing the buttons down
the front of her shirt, then he drew her blazer and shirt back,
pulling her arms up and back to slide them off. A moment later her
bra loosened, and he peeled it off.

Jamie felt thick leather restraints going
around her wrists, then he lifted her up and peeled her pants and
panties down and off along with her shoes.

Her chest was tight and her breathing
already getting labored as he set her bare feet down on what felt
like a concrete floor.

He moved her forward a little, then lifted
first one arm, then the other up and apart. They were high enough
she had to almost stand on her toes not to be hanging from her
wrists. But then she felt more restraints going around her ankles
and they were pulled apart as well, so that she was fully suspended
by her wrists.

Daaannyy!” she moaned in protest.

“Master,” he said.

She felt his fingers at her breasts,
pinching and rolling her nipples, then sliding downward. She
shuddered as his lips and tongue found her pussy, which was already
wet. It took mere seconds before her hips were grinding her
excitedly against his talented tongue

He stopped, and a moment later she felt him
behind her. Something was being pressed against her back opening.
She suspected a butt-plug, but as the well-oiled sex toy slowly
pushed into her she realized it had to be a dildo. It was too long,
and it just kept going and going as he twisted and pushed and
pulled it.

His other arm was around her hip, his
fingers stroking her clitoris lightly enough to keep her aroused
without letting her come as he worked the dildo higher and deeper.
She groaned as the nose began to give her cramps, then gasped as it
abruptly widened near the base. It stretched her opening, and then
sank completely inside her.

Or so she thought, at first. After a few
seconds she realized that like butt-plugs, it had left a small
round, coin-sized base pressed against her on the outside.

She felt deliciously full!

His fingers massaged her clitoris and
kneaded her breast, and her body began to writhe in place as she
gasped and moaned softly.

“The appropriate punishment for a slave girl
who is not honest with her master is what?” he asked.

“A hard fucking!” she moaned.

“Try again.”

“Make her come so hard she screams!”

“Hmmm. I don't think you quite have the
right concept. Let me suggest something else. Let me suggest she be
whipped.”

“I wasn't dishonest!” she moaned.

“Lying by omission is no less
dishonest.”

“Oh... bite me,” she gasped.

She was going to get punished anyway, after
all.

She squealed as she felt his teeth digging
into her breast around her nipple, her body jerking and straining
against the restraints as his teeth bit harder into her breast than
she was used to.

“Ow! That hurts!”

“I can't hear you until you use my proper
title.”

“Dumbass? Pervy boy? Masturbater?”

“None of the above.”

She gasped as he yanked her hair back. At
the same time she felt what she soon realized was a dildo ball gag
pushing into her mouth.

He slipped the blindfold off her and she
looked quickly around, seeing nothing but him and the floor. She
was in a very large open space, like a warehouse. All the lights
were out except one narrow spotlight overhead which was pointed
straight down at her.

Now she recognized the place. He'd brought
her here once before, also blindfolded, pretending to auction her
off to an audience which consisted of high-quality speakers he'd
set up in advance which broadcast cheers and obscene remarks as
he'd displayed her, then bids as if people were buying her.

“Lying to your master, is never a good
idea,” he said as his eyes ravished her.

It was then she saw the whip in his hand and
felt a jolt.

“Oh, this little thing? It's new. But I'm
sure you'll like it. It's very lightweight, practically a
feather.”

It looked to be at least six feet long; a
single-tailed whip with a leather-wrapped handle. He moved slowly
around behind her and she twisted her head back trying to follow
him with her eyes.

“Oh, you want to see what's happening?”

He took something from his pocket and her
eyes were jerked back forward. There was a big, flat-screen TC
there. She hadn't seen it in the shadows but it had now come to
life. No, two of them, side by side. And she was on both of
them!

The one on the right was showing her from
directly in front of her, which meant there was a video camera
there somewhere. The second TV showed her from behind. The pictures
were crystal clear, though slightly shadowed because the light was
above and not in front of or behind her. The contours of her body
were quite clear as she stared at herself.

Then she saw him step forward, saw his arm
swing out, and saw the whip fly forward. She stared, eyes wide,
transfixed, as the thin whip cut across her back.

It was indeed very thin and lightweight. It
landed with hardly any sense of impact. Just a thin sharp... very
sharp sting.

Very sharp.

She squealed into the gag, twisting in
mid-air, her back arching at the sharpness of the sting. She was
astonished at just how much it stung, but had little time to ponder
it as another blow cut across her buttocks, sending her hips
bucking forward. Another wrapped around her middle, and the next
cut across her back again.

She twisted and jerked and writhed and cried
out as the blows continued, staring at herself on the TVs. She
could see the thin red lines across her back and buttocks
proliferating as her skin began to feel hot and tender, growing
worse with every blow.

He paused and moved around in front of her,
standing to the side so as to not block the camera.

“Starting to feel a little achy?” he
asked.

He had something else in his hand. It was a
large dildo. But no, he reversed it, using the dildo as a handle.
There was a small ball at the end, the size of a billiard ball. And
it... vibrated, as he rubbed it slowly up and down against her
sex.

“You're going to have to learn to be honest
with your master, as well as obey his wishes,” he said as he
pressed more and more firmly.

Jamie moaned helplessly, her wrists hot, her
arms and shoulders aching, her back throbbing. She gurgled as his
hand came up around her throat, squeezing.

“Slave girls need to submit to their
master,” he said.

He released her throat and she gulped in
air, panting and moaning as he pushed the ball harder. She felt it
sinking into her, spreading her lips wide. She groaned as it filled
the mouth of her sex and he ground it against her.

Her hips began to grind back as he slid it
out and then pushed it in, slid it out and then pushed it in, again
and again, grinding it against her clitoris. The penetration,
shallow as it was, made her body burn, but produced more
frustration than satisfaction.

He drew it out and turned it over, and she
stared hungrily at the big dildo in his hand, but he only smiled
and walked back a few steps. He picked up the whip again and sent
it flying forward to snap down across her breasts.

Jamie cried out in startled pain, then
again, and again and again as the whip swept down on her taut
breasts repeatedly before shifting downward along her chest and
belly.

The pain, the stings, jolted her entire
body, and exploded like firecrackers in her mind. But her mind was
already aflame with lust and hunger and passion and a dark, almost
masochistic sense of wonder and excitement at being suspended like
this, spreadeagled, helpless, naked, and being whipped!

Whipped!

She cried out at every sharp blow, her body
instinctively jerking back from the sharp pain, but her mind and
body were crackling with sexual electricity.

He used the ball again, grinding it against
her, popping it in and out, then picked up the whip and started in
on her back again, until it was criss-crossed with red lines. He
knelt before her, his tongue licking, his lips sucking until she
was panting and whimpering and writhing in place.

Then he stopped once more and picked up the
whip. He moved behind her and then undid the strap holding the gag
in place before working it out of her mouth.

Jamie coughed several times, then gulped in
deep lungfuls of air.

“What is my title again, slave?”

“M-Master!” she moaned.

“And you are?”

“Your sex slave,” she groaned.

She cried out as he yanked back on her hair
and then held up the envelope of cash before her.

“This fell out of your jacket. Mind telling
me how you made nearly ten grand in San Diego?”

Jamie stared at it, still gasping.
“N-No.”

He snorted and drew back. The whip flew
forward and curled across her hip and down between her legs. She
cried out much louder now as it sent a stinging line of pain
through the soft skin of her pussy. Another blow followed and
another, curling across first one hip, then the other, always
ending between her legs until her pussy burned!

He used the vibrator again and she trembled
and gasped and whimpered as he roughly kneaded her breasts.

“Confess, slave.”

“I-I was bored.”

“And so you did what?”

“I... went walking and... there was a... a
strip club nearby.”

“I see.”

“It's all your fault,” she moaned.

“Because I persuaded you to strip at a club
and you got off on it so much that you're hooked?”

“You made me an exhibitionist!' she
moaned.

He slapped her face.

“You forgot to say master.”

“You made me an exhibitionist, Master!” she
gasped.

“True.”

He moved behind her again and the whip
sailed forward to snap around her ribs at her breasts, and down
across her hips at her pussy. Blow after blow landed as she twisted
and strained and cried out in pain and heat, her mind feverish with
both as the whipping continued.

He stopped, moved before her and slid his
fingers into her. The lips of her sex felt swollen, sore and hot.
They ached as he spread them apart, but that hardly mattered. The
flare of heat as his big fingers pushed into her was far more
important.

His other hand closed around her throat and
her eyes bulged, her head pounding as she tried to breathe. His
fingers thrust in roughly as his thumb ground against her clitoris.
And then the orgasm exploded inside her. Her body was wracked by
convulsions as he stared into her dazed eyes, his fingers working
roughly as she trembled and shook in place, the orgasm consuming
her mind.
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One of the things about Danny's ability to
rouse her into a sexual fever was how he played with her mind, and
how outrageous his game of domination and submission was. She was
raised on the idea she was the equal of any man, raised on the
moral need to not show off her body, and on the definite need of
mutual respect with anyone she had a relationship with.

Danny, of course, completely flipped that
end over end.

He had not let her have the cock she wanted
so desperately. He'd brought her off with his fingers before
letting her down. Then he'd used her mouth and throat as roughly as
his fingers had used her pussy, before coming in her face. Then
he'd driven her home.

They were no sooner in the door, though,
when he'd ordered her to strip.

He had bought her a large, buttoned leather
ottoman as a housewarming gift. It was so large she'd actually
replaced the coffee table with it. Now she was kneeling on it, face
down, knees spread and tied to the opposite sides. Her wrists were
pulled down along the ottoman between her legs and tied to the near
side.

The tension was enough to jam her chest into
the ottoman, and bend her body tautly, with her bottom raised up
and out. She still had the big dildo in her ass – he'd never taken
it out. Now she had another in her pussy. He'd drawn her hair into
a braid, tied a cord to it, and pulled it up and back to bind to
the base of the dildo shoved into her ass.

It was his favorite position for her;
helpless, degrading, and obscenely exposed.

There was no need to tie her down. He could
have sex with her any way he wanted. She wasn't going to say no.
And there was no reason to wait. But he was waiting, imposing that
discipline on himself, as well as her so he could draw things
out.

And make her beg.

The game between them thus became how long
she could hold out from doing so, and how determined he was to make
her. He had to wait, too, after all. This time, though, she knew
she would lose. She hadn't had a real cock in too long. She felt
like an addict missing its fix.

Of course, he was waiting fully clothed,
sitting back on the sofa with a beer in his hand while she was
bound into a very tight, uncomfortable position with a dildo jammed
deep into her pussy.

“It's occurred to me on a number of
occasions that a slut like you could make me some money,” he said
thoughtfully. I mean, you're not very bright or skilled, but you do
have a pretty face and a nice body. And I have managed to teach you
at least a little bit about how to please a man.”

“Ugh you,” she gasped.

It was hard to talk without moving her jaw,
and the way her hair was pulled back pulled on her scalp and forced
her jaw open wide.

“There are some places south of here in
particular, where a pretty white girl could get a lot of customers
if she can find a free corner. Especially if she dyes her hair
blonde.”

Her wrists were tied back but her hands were
free, and she managed to thrust the middle finger of both up at
him.

“Maybe I'll offer up samples, say, have you
gang-banged by thirty or forty guys from the hood so they can see
and feel what a lovely body you have.”

She thrust her middle fingers up again, more
energetically.

“But you're clearly going to have to learn
some discipline, not to mention respect for your betters,” he said.
“A woman who doesn't obey her man isn't worth much.”

She was about to try and say something rude
when she gasped in pain instead as what felt like a dozen claws
snapped down across her thighs and buttocks.

It was a short, thin flog. The laces were
lightweight, but they stung when they hit, and they hit in a
mass.

“Naughty sex slaves get punished,” he
said.

He swung the flog again, and again, and
again, in rapid succession, and the thin laces slashed down across
her buttocks and thighs and pussy as she gasped and winced and
jerked against the ropes.

That she couldn't see him added a strange,
dark sense of dislocation. She couldn't see what was happening to
her body either, but only feel it. So all she could focus on were
physical sensations.

He had a vibrator, and ground it lightly
against her clitoris until her hips started to buck. He pulled it
back, which completely exposed her pussy, and then swept the flog
in again and again as she gasped and jerked and moaned at the hot,
stinging pain.

Then the vibrator played up and down against
her once more.

“Are you ready to beg yet, slut?”

“Ugh... you!” she gasped.

He snorted and she felt his fingers rubbing
against her clitoris.

She gasped, her hips starting to grind back,
but he soon stopped, letting the vibrations of the sex toy echo
through her body.

“Are you going to deny you're a slut?” he
demanded.

She really couldn't, not given the things
she'd done since meeting him, the things she'd let him do, the
things she'd let him push her into. Anyone who knew of them would
call her a slut, including her own family. He'd introduced her to
more than just kinky, degrading sex, but sex with multiple
partners, both men and women. Not to mention stripping...

She felt the dildo pumping slowly in and
out, twisting and turning, then pull free as her hips began to
grind back at it.

“You certainly are wet,” he said. “Surely
only a slut would get wet from being treated like this.”

His fingers pushed into her, deep, twisting
and turning, stroking in and out. They pulled out and the dildo was
thrust back in. Then he appeared, coming around the ottoman. He
pushed his fingers into her open mouth, rubbing them along her
tongue.

“Maybe I should just call you Slut from now
on. As a name, I mean. I wonder if you could get your name
officially changed to that.”

He pulled his fingers out and unzipped his
jeans, then pulled his cock out. He was hard and thick and long,
and Jamie moaned as he pushed himself through her open lips, then
began to pump. He moved deeper and deeper until his cock drove into
her throat and kept going.

“Ahh, nothing like burying every last inch
of cock in the hungry mouth of a slut,” he sighed.

He did just that, grinding himself against
her lips for long moments. Then he started to stroke, in and out,
using long, fast strokes.

Deep-throating him had given her trouble in
the beginning, especially when he got rough. Now she was more
accomplished. Still, as he fucked her throat she had to focus a lot
of effort and attention on getting a little air in around his thick
cock. Her head began to pound and she moaned as he continued to
pump in and out.

He pulled out and she gasped for breath as
he rubbed himself back and forth over her forehead, then down along
her cheeks and across her nose.

“Slut,” he said.

He stood up, hard-on and all, and moved
behind her. Jamie flinched and gasped as he employed the flog,
bringing it down across her straining buttocks again and again and
again until they burned hotly.

He came back around her and buried himself
in her throat once more, then, as he thrust in and out, brought the
flog down overhand, first on her buttocks, then aiming at her
pussy, then along her back.

Jamie was growing light-headed as he
continued to fuck her throat.

He pulled out and moved away, then pulled a
chair over in front of her and put a laptop on it.

“I thought you might be bored,” he said.

She thought he was going to play her one of
the videos he'd taken of her, and he did – sort of. He went to a
porn sharing site, one with millions of members, and then called up
a video there.

It was her.

Jamie gasped as she saw it, recognizing it
at once!

She was tightly bound, even her breasts were
bound in rope so they looked bloated and hard. She was bent at the
waist over a sawhorse, her wrists stretched out and down towards
the legs, as were her arms, all bound tightly in place.

She was wearing a full hood, one which had
only one opening, one for her mouth.

The camera, a very high-quality one, moved
slowly over her body, giving anyone watching an excellent up-close
view of her breasts, her hard nipples, with the rings pulled down
by thin cords, her pussy, which was penetrated by a large dildo,
and the butt-plug against her back opening.

Then a man moved into the picture, a black
man, shown from the waist down. He pulled out a large cock and
gripped her by a kind of handle on the top of the hood, pulling her
head up as he thrust his cock into her open mouth.

She watched him fucking her mouth and
throat, watched the bulge in her neck as his big cock moved in and
out, then watched him pull back and shove a ball gag in.

He moved behind her, and again the camera
only showed him from the waist down. He pulled the dildo out of
her, then drove his cock in and began to fuck her. Hard. His heavy
hips rammed into her upraised buttocks as he fucked her, and he
reached down to grip the strap atop her head, pulling it up and
back, forcing her head back, pulling her nipples against the
chains.

Jamie remembered that. It had happened about
a month ago with Malcolm Terris, a cop she'd worked with in the
First Precinct.

“This has over a million views so far,” he
said.

She felt the dildo pulled out, leaving her
feeling utterly vacant.

Her mind spun as she watched the video.
Partly it was shock that this was out there, partly wild, anxious
reassurance that no one could possibly recognize her from it. Not
even the color of her hair was visible, and she had no tattoos or
other visible marks to identify her to someone she knew.

Her gagged howls of pleasure as she came
were also unrecognizable.

He made the dildo glide gently up and down
along the line of her sex. Her hips bucked back at it every time it
neared her clitoris.

“I wonder how many men around the world have
jerked off to this video,” he said.

“Beg... slut.”

A million men watching this!? Watching her
like this!? A million! Holy fuck!

“You could definitely be a porn star,” he
said. “You've got a better body and prettier face than almost any
of them I've seen. And we know you love cock – and pussy. You love
multiple partners. You're an exhibitionist. You could clearly make
a lot of money as a full-time stripper, too.”

He was playing with a riding crop now,
sliding the thin, leather-covered shaft between his fingers. There
was a small, flat leather flap at the tip, and he extended his arm,
then let the flap slide into her open mouth and across her
tongue.

“You're a dirty girl,” he said. “Definitely
meant for life as a sex workers, if not a sex slave.”

He got up and moved behind her, and Jamie
gasped as she felt the tip of the crop, the flap, rubbing against
the soft, swollen flesh of her sex. She felt the vibrator pulled
back, then the crop began to slap lightly but stingingly at her
pussy.

Each blow made her flinch and gasp as the
sharp sting erupted against her sensitive flesh. The stings got
worse as her flesh became more and more sensitive. The blows
weren't harsh but each of them made her flesh ache just that much
more.

She winced and gasped and moaned as he
rapped the tip of the crop against her faster and faster, her body
now squirming as she tried to twist free.

Then he stopped and instead the vibrator
pushed against her. She gasped at the abrupt shift in sensations.
Her body seemed to lurch in confusion, too. Then the nerve endings
began to quiver more and more violently as the vibrator ground back
and forth over her clitoris.

Her hips jerked back more frantically as she
trembled and moaned, and then... he stopped again.

She cursed helplessly as he turned the
vibrator off.

“Would you like to come, slave girl?”

“Yeth!” she moaned.

“I could be persuaded to let you masturbate.
If you asked nicely.

She did her best, given the way her hair was
being pulled back, and given her frustration. Sometimes his nasty
sex games were annoying as hell!

Finally he airily decided she had begged
enough. But there was a condition.

“We're going to make another video to put on
the internet,” he said, “In furtherance of your soon-to-be career
as a porn star.”

The words drove a sharp spear of heat
through her mind. He'd been taking videos and pictures for some
time. But she hadn't known about the one on the internet. And
now... for the first time, she would be deliberately making a video
for other people to see!

Which was incredibly slutty! And darkly
thrilling.

He had brought the hood. He slipped it over
her head and she made sure her hair was pushed up under it. The
hood came down under her jaw collar

Then she felt his cock rubbing against her.
She ground her hips back frantically, then cried out as it pushed
deep! At last! She felt a deep, delicious sense of relief and
rightness as his cock drove deep into her throbbing, overheated
pussy.

And then the orgasms began, orgasms she knew
would be recorded for thousands, hundreds of thousands to watch!
The idea blew her mind! And the orgasms sent her into a dark fever
of pleasure which had her muscles straining and spasming around his
thick, pounding cock.

*

She felt as if her bones had melted. She was
limp and exhausted, her muscles aching all over as she sprawled out
on the bed, strapped spreadeagled to the corners.

He was giving her a tongue bath, paying
special care to her aching pussy, and of course, her breasts. Jamie
felt shell-shocked, her mind blasted, and just lay there groaning
as his tongue and lips and hands moved over her.

The phone rang, and he looked up, then
reached for it.

She felt like asking if he was crazy,
telling him to ignore it, but couldn't quite get up the energy.

Then, to her surprise, he put it on her
chest, set to speakerphone.

“Hello?” a voice called.

“H-Hello?” she asked.

It was her grandfather.

“Did I wake you up? I know jet lag can be
bad,” he said.

“S-sokay,” she moaned.

“Anyway, I just thought I'd let you know
you've been cleared to go back to work. The departmental
psychiatrist said you were perfectly normal.”

What an idiot the woman must be, she
thought.

“You're going to be moved to south Manhattan
again for a while. The Ninth precinct. Should be calm there, then
again, it's you,” he sighed. “Anyway, you get another day off, then
report to Captain Bradley.”

“H-Hokay,” she panted.

“Now go back to bed. We'll talk later.”

Danny snorted and hung up.

“Now let me show you some of the new toys I
got while you were away.”

She groaned weakly and dropped her head
back.

 


END
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Molly's Black Master
(Molly's Black Masters series)

Can a nerdy blonde tech support girl survive
the kinky attention of a very black, very muscular very tall
company vice president? I was about to find out! One of the first
things Mr. Blake insisted on when I came to set up his computer was
that I call him 'Sir", and that set the tone for me to wind up
naked and in chains at his feet as he taught me how much heat and
pleasure a girl could feel.

 


Working For the Smiths

Nicky thought it was a great summer job,
working for her friend Emily's parents at their beautiful estate.
It was a bit annoying that Em's dad decided to teach her
discipline. But him tossing her in the pool a lot meant she got to
wear her bikini all day. And the swats on the butt didn't seem
sexual - at first. But slowly, Nicky learns to submit and obey, and
service the Smiths in all their needs.

 


Taylor's New
Chauffeur (the Black Chauffeur
series)

Taylor is a spoiled rotten Beverly Hills
blonde with a habit of throwing things at clerks and servants who
displease her. When her father hires a muscular black chauffeur she
instantly gets in trouble by taunting him, and gets yanked across
his lap for a 'reprimand'', then is schooled in submission!

 


The Nerd Girls

Paige is a tall, athletic pre-law student
rooming with a short nerdy arts student, an odd couple about to get
far beyond odd. Somehow, she lets herself get talked into being the
subject of Nicky's nude photo assignment, not realizing it's an
erotic nude and Nicky intends to tie her up! As Nicky's nerdy
friend April joins them, Paige finds herself helplessly aroused and
completely at their mercy!

 


 


Zoe's New Boss

Zoe's new boss was a man who got what he
wanted, and he wanted Zoe. He was obnoxious and arrogant, yet
despite that, Zoe found herself unable to resist her own body each
time he forced himself upon her. His skillful fingers and tongue
made her cry out in pleasure, but he wanted more submission than
that. He forced her to submit utterly, to crawl before him and his
clients, and be their sex toy.

 


In The Vampire's Lair

On a foggy London night, Samantha feels a
strange, dark inner heat which blossoms to a shocking lust which
all-but consumes her in the middle of a crowded subway car. Yet
none of the other riders see as she strips naked and begs to be
used by a smirking young man. So begins her introduction to the
world of vampires, to a world of enslavement, of uncontrolled lust
and shocking pleasure.

 


Nigger's Girl

A blonde girl has no business getting
involved with a Black man in rural Georgia. A blonde girl who's a
deputy sheriff especially has no business getting involved with a
Black ex-con with a violent temper and a hate on for white people.
But from the moment Dara sees Emery she's gripped by a feverish
need. However violently he treats her, however he shames and abuses
her, whoever he gives her to.

 


The Temporary Harem Girl

It's difficult to describe what being in a
modern harem is like, or what it's like to have no control over
your body. I thought It'd be kinky fun, and told myself it was only
temporary, for a story I was doing, but I just wasn't prepared for
how I began to lose myself to the lust and excitement and total
submission, to the dark eroticism of being a sex slave, being
shackled, punished, and used.

 


Mr. Stirling's Chauffeur

Danielle becomes a chauffeur to a
startlingly wealthy, handsome, and arrogant man who seems do do
nothing but work and drink and growl at people. But when he becomes
taken with his insolent chauffeur she finds out his domineering
ways extend to the bedroom - and the car! And as she melts his cold
exterior he makes her burn with the dark, thrilling heat of his
dominance and submission games.

 


Owned by Mister Trask

When Melody Blue was offered a condo on the
ocean to house sit, she thought it was a chance to relax and write
her novel. It worked great, until the owner's son came for his
monthly visit. Evan Trask was breathtaking in his looks and
arrogance. In one shocking afternoon he stripped away both her
clothes and inhibitions, introduced her to a collar, and taught her
the wicked thrills of submission.

 


The Mirror Box

FBI agent Rachel Corey and her female
prisoner wake to find themselves captives in a large mirrored box,
nude. Day after day, cool, synthetic voices gave them orders, and
images appeared on computer screens ordering them how to position
their bodies, how to obey and display, and then to perform sexual
services. But their captors have a hidden motive, for it is the FBI
itself conditioning them
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