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“Jesus! What an ass!”

“Calm down, Jerry,” Mike said in
amusement.

His partner's eye was glued to the 50 power
spotter scope mounted on a small tripod as they sat in the unmarked
surveillance van.

Jerry groaned. “I want that ass, man!”

He zoomed it on the redheaded girl jogging
along the path. She was wearing tight fitting gray sweat pants low
enough on her hips that one string of her black thong was visible
curving up across a bare hip. Her baby blue tank top revealed a
long expanse of creamy skin over a taut, firm belly, and her hair
was in a pony tail bouncing behind her as she jogged.

“You can't have it,” Mike said, examining
his cell phone for messages.

“Oh shit!”

Mike rolled his eyes.

“Now she's stretching!”

Mike sat forward and picked up the
binoculars, looking out the same one way glass as his partner, and
blew a long, slow whistle.

“Woah.”

“Those are nice lookin' titties,” Jerry
asked. “What do you figure, 34c?”

“C cup, but probably a thirty six.”

“She don't look that big, even in that tight
top.”

“She's wearing a sports bra, man. They don't
push em out like normal bras. They squeeze em in.”

“How do you know?”

“What the fuck else would she be wearing to
jog? Man, that's nice. I love the way that girl fills out a tank
top.”

“What I wouldn't give to fuck her,” Jerry
sighed.

“First, you're twice her age. Second, that
is one very fit girl. So even if by some miracle she let you, she'd
probably kill you.”

“Yeah, but what a way to go!”

“Third, if she didn't kill you, your wife
would.”

“Only if she found out.”

The redhead stopped stretching and started
jogging again, back in their direction. They couldn't see her
backside any more, but the front side was plenty interesting too.
He zeroed in on her chest, looking for a sign of the famous nipple
rings.

There was a double rap at the rear doors.
Mike put down the binoculars, moved over and opened it, and two men
climbed inside.

“You guys are late,” Mike said, checking his
watch.

“Traffic.”

“Bullshit, Rossi, you stopped off at the
doughnut shop first. Shit man, you're just starting your
shift.”

“A guy needs energy,” Paul Rossi said in
annoyance.

“What you need is a diet. You look like a
fuckin' blimp,” Jerry said, reluctantly pulling his eye from the
scope at last.

“Eat me, Forbes.”

Dean Evans sat on the small stool and looked
through the spotter scope, made a face, and adjusted the settings
to back down the magnification.

“What the fuck you trying to do, count her
nose hairs?” he grumbled.

“Not exactly where he had it aimed,” Jerry
said with a laugh.

“Oh, nice,” Dean said. “This is the chick
from Midtown South?”

“Yeah. McCloud. Jerry's in love with her
ass.”

“Can't say I blame him on that one,” Dean
said, turning up the magnification again. “That's some kinda ass.
This might be called entrapment.”

“I don't see a lawyer trying to make that
case in court.”

“Okay, you guys get the fuck out of here.
I'm getting claustrophobia,” Paulo said.

“That's because you fill up the van all by
yourself,” Jerry said.

“Fuck you twice, Evans.”

The two outgoing cops grabbed their things
and headed for the rear door.

“She's coming over here,” Dean said. “Is she
ending her shift now too? I hope not. We got no one in the precinct
that is gonna attract perverts like this girl.”

“She just started, and we already grabbed up
a guy for sexual touching and another for harassment. We got her
for half the shift, then she goes back to Midtown South.”

“Good news. Not many out jogging by then
anyway.”

Jerry and Mike climbed out of the back of
the van, and then a moment later Dean and Paulo climbed down, too,
Paulo with some difficulty, cursing mildly. They all turned and
straightened their shoulders as the redhead jogged up, not
evidently winded or out of breath.

“Hey,” she said by way of greeting.”

“Jamie, this is Paulo Rossi and Dean Evans.
They're taking over. We're going off-shift.”

Paulo thrust his hand forward eagerly and
she took it and shook it in a perfunctory manner. Dean did the
same, trying to be cool about it, and trying very hard to keep his
eyes above her shoulders.

Not that there wasn't a very nice view
there. She was a pretty girl, with bright green eyes. Her hair was
loosely tied behind her in a pony tail, but loose strands spilled
across her forehead.

“Yer underwear is showing, you know,” Jerry
said with a grin.

She didn't look down, just raised her
eyebrow.

“I'm trying to attract perves, right? So I'm
sweetening the bait.”

“Uh, good idea,” Dean said.

His eyes flicked down but hurriedly back
up.

“Probably unnecessary,” Mike said with a
faint smile.

She shrugged. “Can't hurt. Two would be too
obvious. One is maybe a mistake.”

“Right.”

“You want me to keep jogging here? I'd at
least like to get some exercise in.

“What'd you have in mind? Dean asked.

“Just do the full circuit of the running
track, all the way around the reservoir.”

“We'd have to move the van,” Paulo said.

She looked at him and her eyes widened
slightly.

He flushed.

“What I mean is, people might wonder why we
was driving along the bridle path.”

“Maybe, but lots of park vehicles need to
use it to get somewhere.”

“We can follow you,” Dean said.

She nodded.

“I think this area is too open. We want
something with a little more in the way of bushes trees to make
them feel brave.”

“As long as we can see you,” Dean said. “But
don't go too far for us to reach you quickly if you need help.”

She nodded and turned her back on them,
walking back to the path.

All four dropped their eyes on her ass, and
licked their lips, either mentally or literally, or both. Then she
started jogging away.

“Man, what an ass,” Dean said.

“You seen those pictures of her in a thong
bikini?”

“What the fuck?!” Paulo demanded. “You're
shitting me.”

“Nuh huh. She was doing an undercover job as
a fashion model and someone got some pictures of her from the
shoot.”

“I got to see these!”

“Love to see that ass with nothing on at
all,” Mike said.

“You and me and every male in New York,”
Jerry replied.

Rossie and Evans got back into the van while
the other two headed off to where the car had been left to head
home. Evens started the van and Paulo took his place at the spotter
scope as the redheaded girl started jogging.

The van lurched forward, following. The
bridle path, like the runners track, circled the reservoir, but few
dozen yards further out.

*

Jamie picked up the pace now that she wasn't
limited to a slow circuit. She wore what looked like an Ipod on her
arm, with thin white wires leading to the earphones in her ears. It
was actually a radio with a microphone sensitive enough to pick up
her words if she spoke them softly.

“You hear me, Jamie?” she heard.

“Yep,” she said.

“Just testing the equipment.”

She didn't reply. She knew the routine by
now. She'd been making trips to the park off and on for several
days now, recruited for a series of bait jobs after female joggers
had been groped in Central Park.

The Reservoir was over a hundred acres in
size, with a billion gallons of water in it. It was no longer used
as a reservoir out of fears some crazy terrorist might poison it.
Now it was just a great backdrop for pictures and for the running
track that ran around it, in the middle of Central Park.

She had to carry her Glock in a fanny pack,
strategically placed near her right hip. She wasn't expecting to
use it anyway. You rarely needed to confront gropers at gunpoint.
Besides, she was six feet tall and had a black belt in Jiu-jitsu.
She rarely had trouble making arrests, even without backup.

If she had her way every cop would have to
have a black belt. She thought the lack of training cops got in
hand to hand combat or even in how to disarm someone with a weapon
was ridiculous. The NYPDs position was if someone had a weapon you
should take out your firearm and shoot them if they wouldn't drop
it. Jamie preferred to have more options.

She kept an eye on the van out of her
peripheral vision, catching glimpses of it through the greenery as
it followed her.

She didn't really put much effort into what
the cops watching her might be thinking. At twenty two she had a
fairly good grasp by now of how men's minds worked, and given what
she was wearing, she really didn't need to make a lot of
guesses.

That sort of thing might have embarrassed
her or made her feel self-conscious a few months ago, but she'd had
a lot of pretty wild experiences since then which had radically
altered her view of herself and her sexuality. Not to mention the
need to disguise the latter, or at least, pretend she didn't
realize what she looked like and what people were thinking when
they looked at her.

Eye candy was perhaps the nicest of the
terms she'd heard. And that was when she was dressed normally.
Maybe she was just sweeter eye candy in the tight jogging outfit
with her thong strap showing.

But she didn't mind. Let them look. She
actually had to work at keeping her sense of ego down nowadays, at
reminding herself she was no damn princess, even if men kept
treating her like one.

Well, except her boyfriend Danny, who
treated her like his sex slave, and who had done a creditable job
in removing most, if not quite all of her inhibitions about sex,
sexuality, and her naked body. And if her family had even the
slightest idea of the kinds of things he'd done to her, or
persuaded her to do, he'd be found floating in the Hudson.

With certain valuable pieces missing.

They were headed into the main time period
for after-work joggers now, but there weren't yet many of them on
the track. She kept her situational awareness careful, not letting
her mind drift too far into other things that she didn't notice who
was around her.

She noticed the guy leaning against a bench
as she jogged past, and she noticed when he stopped leaning and
followed her. That could just be coincidence, or it could be he
wanted to jog behind her and study her ass (which had happened many
times), or he could have more in mind.

She wasn't jogging particularly fast –
perverts were not noted for the discipline to establish a strong
physical fitness regimen – and he quickly drew alongside her. He
turned and looked at her as he ran alongside, his eyes looking down
at her breasts, then up at her face, then down at her breasts
again.

He wasn't salivating at her, though. He was
glaring at her angrily, indignantly, his face looking outraged.
Then he began to talk to her in a low voice, using an extremely
hostile tone. It wasn't English, though, and she had to guess at
what he was saying.

From his tone of voice it wasn't flattering.
She stopped running.

He ran on a few steps then stopped and came
back at her, gesticulating as he pointed at her, as he yelled at
her – all in whatever language he called his own. She could see the
two cops trotting across the lawn out of the corner of her eye but
wasn't at all sure any law had been broken.

“Go the fuck away,” she said, wanting that
on the record.

Then she turned to jog in the other
direction. She wanted him to demonstrate persistence, because that
changed the charges, assuming there were any. There were various
charges for harassment, from violations to misdemeanors to
felonies, and this guy was seriously annoying her.

As she'd expected he would, he jogged after
her, gesticulating and angry. She gave him an insolent look and
then her middle finger.

That drew exactly the response she was
hoping. He grabbed her arm to stop her and swing her around,
shouting in her face. She brought her knee up between his legs and
followed almost instantly with the heel of her palm into his
diaphragm. He fell backwards, trying very hard to breath, but
without much success.

Rossie and Evans hurried up just then,
falling on him as he struggled to breath. Jamie propped herself
against the cast iron fence and watched, letting them roll around
with him. Though since he looked Arab and she suspected his issue
was her brazen sluttishness in displaying her body she was sorely
tempted to jump down there and rub her breasts against him.

She resisted the temptation.

By the time a patrol car had arrived he was
able to breath sufficiently to get to his feet, angrily telling the
cops he hadn't done anything at all, and that he'd simply been
walking around minding his own business when 'the prostitute' had
propositioned him.

“Well that was a nice break and all,” Evans
said as he was driven away, “but not really the fish we're aiming
to catch.”

“Still worth removing him from the pool,”
she said. “I'll just continue on with my jog, if you don't
mind.”

“Sure.”

She headed off and they went back to their
van and followed. She moved about halfway around to the other side
of the running track when a black teenager ran up behind her and
grabbed her ass in a very firm, full squeeze, then laughed and
dodged past her, crossing the greenery to the Bridle Path and
running past the van parked there.

Until the door opened and Evans jumped on
him.

They had enough time, after he was driven
off, for her to resume her jogging. About a quarter mile further
along, another black kid ran up behind her. This one swept his arms
around her, roughly groping her breasts and swinging her around to
throw her off to the side, probably so he could make his break.

She had hold of his right wrist, though, and
when he tried to pull away she twisted sharply enough that he wound
up screaming in pain and doing a sideways flip to land on his belly
on the ground.

“Police, you little asshole,” she
snapped.

“Man, they're biting hot and heavy this
evening,” Rossie said, breathing heavily as he hurried up.

“This bitch attacked me!” the teenager cried
as they began to pat him down.

“Not yet, but don't tempt me,” she
growled.

Dean led him off to the van and Rossie shook
his head.

“Too fuckin' close to Harlem for babes like
you to be running around, McCloud.”

“I'll run around like this on Lenox Avenue
and shoot every motherfucker who objects,” she said, glaring at
him.

He put his hands up in surrender. “Don't get
mad at me. Just stating the obvious.”

She sighed. She understood him, but didn't
like listening to it.

And it raised all sorts of conflicting
thoughts in her head, pitting the old her, who was indignant
whenever anyone disrespected her and treated her like a sexual
object, against the new her. That was the monster slut Dannie had
created, who loved showing off and being seen as hot and sexy.

She had always gotten a certain amount of
harassment as she walked on the streets of New York. Particularly
in Manhattan. There was something about the size and crowds that
lent men a sense of anonymity to behave however they liked – as
long as they didn't break any laws.

She, and virtually every young woman she
knew had gotten rude stares, catcalls, whistles, and obscene
comments beginning when they were teenagers. That had been
something she'd had to deal with when her job had become one of
basically walking around downtown Manhattan.

It had gotten worse, though, as her clothing
choices had become less conservative. Men's eyes were, predictably,
drawn to form fitting clothes, and shades and colors that
accentuated her figure. It wasn't that she was dressing slutty by
any means – at least, not while on duty. But she was putting very
little effort into appearing asexual, which she'd once focused
on.

And of course, off-duty, her clothes were
even more eye-catching. Not that she dressed slutty in her off duty
hours either. Except when she was with Danny. But even so, the
cat-calls and invitations and come-ons and leers and jeers and
obscene comments were more common now.

And yet she liked being noticed and thought
of as hot! She enjoyed it when men looked up as she walked by or
entered a room! She never used to, but now she did. As long as they
weren't rude about their... approval. And that was usually the
case. And when it wasn't, well, she could deal with that.

She continued jogging. The numbers were
picking up now that most people were getting out of work. She was
propositioned several times by male joggers, but they were polite
about it and took a polite 'no' for an answer easily enough.

A couple of others were less polite, but
more cocky than threatening, basically flattering her body as if
she'd appreciate that. She kind of did but kind of didn't
appreciate the disrespect.

She passed a group of Hispanic teenagers
sitting on a bench and her alertness tweaked up when they all
started to jog down the path after her.

She wasn't the least bit surprised that most
of those she had trouble with were non-white. The NYPDs crime stats
said that whites were a suspect in about 10%-12% of sex crimes. The
rest were mostly Black and Hispanic. That was roughly true of other
crimes, too but these ones weren't driven so much by economics as
by, she thought, the rather greater degree of arrogant, macho
culture of the Black and Hispanic communities.

“What do you want to do?” she heard one say
in Spanish.

“We could just yank her pants down and grab
her,” another said.

“I wanna grab her tits!” another one said
enthusiastically.

“You wanna do a strip?” another voice
asked.

“Too many people around for that, man.”

That perked her up considerably. There had
been a problem in the late evenings both here and in the Bronx with
a small group of males in their late teens and early twenties
(according to witnesses) getting their jollies by literally
stripping women naked in the parks, groping them and then running
off gleefully – with the woman or girl's clothes along with any
other items of value like Ipods and cell phones.

The attacks never lasted more than a minute,
and usually less than that, but they'd certainly been terrifying
and humiliating for the victims. If these were the guys she would
love to take them off the streets.

“I'd like to put it to her,” another voice
said. “I never done no redhead.”

“Too many people,” another replied.

Jamie saw a bushy area ahead, with a lot of
trees. There were a lot of joggers on the path right now. They were
right about that. But if she moved off into that bushy area –
towards the bridlepath – they'd have more cover. Maybe they'd even
try to do a 'strip'. And if that was what she thought it was she'd
have four felony arrests and make a lot of women happy.

She turned off the paved path and onto the
grass, and slowed, acting as if she was winded, then headed into
the trees.

She couldn't hear them as clearly because
they'd dropped back, possibly so as to not spook her. She turned
her head a little to the left and a little to the right, her
peripheral vision skimming as far around as she could.

“Jamie? What are you doing?” she heard Rossi
ask.

“Reeling in fish,” she said softly.

She sensed the quick movement before she
heard it and dodged to the side as one of them ran forward to grab
her. He couldn't adjust fast enough, overbalanced while trying to
stop, and fell. Another one grabbed her from behind, his arms
around her, his hands on her breasts. He was laughing, while
another grabbed at her legs.

She didn't put up as much of a fight as she
could have.

Proving what people intended to do in the
face of their earnest denials was a lot harder than proving what
they had done. So she was prepared to accept a certain amount of
indignities, like one of them yanking her jogging pants down.

The fourth one grabbed the bottom of her
tank top and tried to yank it up, but the other guy's hands were on
her breasts. She let the guy at her pants yank them off to free her
legs up, then kicked him in the face – hard. She brought her heel
back and slammed it into the knee of the guy behind her, who howled
in a shrill voice and let go of her breasts, then she brought the
same leg forward, slamming her knee into the crotch of the guy
grabbing her tank top.

The guy she'd kicked in the face got up, his
mouth bleeding, fury in his eyes, but he ran right into Rossi's
bulk. Then the fourth guy threw a punch she managed to get an arm
block up in front of. It hurt, though, and when he turned to run
she ran after him – not far, leaping up onto his back and letting
her weight swing him around and down so she landed atop him.

A quick punch to the throat took much of the
fight out of him as his hand grabbed at his throat. She slammed her
knee into his crotch a couple of times, then shifted to the side
grabbed his leg and rolled him. She had to punch him in the ribs to
get his right arm back so she could cuff it, then did the same to
his left.

Rossi and Dean had two of the others. The
third, the one she'd kicked in the knee, had snuck off somewhere.
But probably not very far. And they'd called for backup.

“Uhm, here,” Dean said, uncomfortably.

He held her jogging pants in his hand while
he ostentatiously tried to not look at her below the waist. Jamie
thought that was cute. She took them and patted his cheek, then
casually slipped them on.

She'd stripped in clubs on amateur night.
She sure wasn't embarrassed about a few people seeing her in a
thong.

“We're real sorry we didn't get here sooner,
Jamie,” he said anxiously.

“No worries. I've worn less to the beach,”
she said. “Besides, I'm not unhappy. I heard them talking about
they wanted to do and I figured this might be the group stripping
women. I wanted to give them a chance to prove it.”

“You speak Spanish?” he asked in
surprise.

She nodded. Nobody seemed to expect someone
who looked like her to speak anything but English – and maybe
Gaelic.

It was near enough end of her borrowed time
here in Central Park, and they had enough paperwork to do with the
three she'd just arrested, and the two others from earlier to head
back to the station. Central Park station, that was.
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Central Park was the oddest station in New
York. It had been a collection of stables and sheds in the
19th century, and was converted into a police station in
1936. It had then been a collection of two story brown and gray
stone buildings with dormer windows, and slate and copper
roofs.

It had been recently renovated and
modernized so that the former exterior buildings and courtyard were
now under a large modern glass and steel roof. It reminded Jamie of
a historical theme park when they passed through the glass doors.
But what had been an outdoor courtyard was now a lobby, and she got
a lot of attention as she walked through it.

She muttered to herself, considering tugging
up the sweatpants to cover the visible thong strap, then decided to
brazen it out, at least until no one was watching.

She followed the cops into one of the
'buildings', reaching down as soon as no one was looking, to push
the thong string down below the waistband of the sweatpants.

The Anti-crime squad was in a modern,
computerized office with cubicles, but there was a separate desk
set out in the open near the door for visiting cops to fill out
forms and they showed her to that.

She sighed, then started in on the first set
of arrest forms. She had to spend a lot of time moving around,
though, getting information. She had to go to booking, in another
'building' to get the names, ages and other identity information of
those arrested, and that took time because every guy there wanted
to chat with her.

Which wasn't entirely unpleasant. A lot of
them were pretty hunky young cops and treated her like... a
princess. And even if they'd seen a picture or two of her in a
thong bikini – which had gotten out from an undercover job she'd
done masquerading as a model – no one was rude enough to mention
it.

But she didn't deceive herself about how her
sparkling personality was drawing them. She knew very well the gray
sweatpants were tight across her shapely bottom. And she knew that,
hanging low on her hips as they were, it incited their
imaginations, especially with that wide strip of bare abdomen above
the waistband.

Men were so very predictable, she thought,
especially the young ones. All hormones and testosterone. They
seemed like boys compared to Danny.

Of course, they were still driven by the
same desire as Danny – to fuck her, she thought cynically.

She finally finished with her paperwork and
got up, considered her options, then walked across the floor to the
small glass walled office occupied by Lieutenant Diaz. He was the
supervising officer in charge of Anti-crime, among others, and had
'suggested' she ensure all her paperwork was cleared by him.

She wasn't entirely sure why. True, she was
still technically a rookie. Also true that she wouldn't be back for
some days, so making changes would be more difficult if she had to
sign anything. On the other hand, Midtown-South was practically
next door, and the computers between there and here were, of
course, linked.

Diaz gave off a strange vibe. She knew he
was ex-military. He certainly made no secret of it. He'd been a
Marine, and there were pictures of him in uniform on his office. He
wore his uniform like he was expecting to be on parade, flawless
and every crease perfectly creased.

He was an attractive man, and very macho.
And his shape was similar to that of her boyfriend, though a few
inches shorter, with his skin several shades darker. He had very
short hair; military short.

And he had an attitude like he was still in
the marines. She irreverently wondered if he had his jaw surgically
enhanced so it would stick out pugnaciously at everyone he spoke
to.

In any event, he definitely did not approve
of Jamie. He might accept that she was useful in certain instances,
but he was clearly one of those guys who had absolutely no use for
'girl cops'. The arguments against female officers were mostly
physical. And there was logic behind them, or would have been if
most of those trying to use such a claim weren't so out of
shape.

“Lieutenant,” she said, knocking at his
door. “I'm pretty much finished here.”

“I'll be the judge of that, McCloud,” he
growled as she handed her reports over.

He looked her up and down, scowling. Jamie
wasn't sure if he was looking for something to criticize or using
the look as an excuse to skim his eyes over her body. She'd become
more accepting of guys doing that over the last few months, but
also more aware of it.

The strange vibe she got from Diaz was that
he didn't like her. She wasn't sure why, unless it was just that he
didn't like female cops. But she also suspected he was one of those
guys who would dearly have liked to 'teach her a lesson'. Namely
about how weak females are to their gloriously penis-equipped
counterparts.

And if that lesson involved tearing her
clothes off, putting her on all fours, and giving her what she
deserved, well, that would certainly teach her her proper
place.

Jamie couldn't respect that attitude. To her
it spoke of a lack of self-confidence. At the same time, she found
it weirdly arousing. The thought that this strong, macho guy
sitting right in front of her would have loved to spring up, tear
her clothes off and do her right there across his desk excited her
imagination.

Her dirty imagination, the one Danny had
planted, fertilized, watered and weeded so that it was pure and
strong and glowed with life in the dark of her mind.

Of course, lots of guys she met would have
liked to fuck her, including most of the ones she'd talked to
tonight. She didn't have a problem with that. But she never got the
vibe from them that their preferred method of doing so would
involve violence.

She was certainly not going to look around
the office while he read her reports. The walls were covered with
his military pictures – which she again thought of as bragging. And
she didn't want to give him the imaginary satisfaction of thinking
that impressed her.

So instead she pulled out her cell phone and
flipped through her messages. She could tell right away that he
noticed and didn't like that.

There was a text from Danny. She opened it.
It was, as it often was a picture of her... no, it was... a gif.
She felt a moment of awe at what a bastard he was. He'd actually
taken the time to make an animated gif out of one small section of
a video he'd shot.

And it was taken from the side, showing her
full head, with a big hand gripping her hair. Her lips wrapped
around the head of a long, thick cock, then slid forward all the
way to the base, and endlessly repeated. She smiled as she looked
at it, not because it didn't make her want to sigh and shake her
head and give Danny a smack to the back of his head, but
because she was looking at it right in front of Diaz.

It was probably the kind of thing Diaz
dreamed of doing – preferably with her trying to resist, in her
little girl way.

“Am I boring you, McCloud?” he growled.

“No, sir,” she said. “Just reading a text
from my boyfriend. He's so sweet!”

She pitched her voice higher, hoping it
would annoy him. It did.

“Maybe you could put aside your romances
until you're finished here!” he snapped.

“Sure!” she said, still affecting a perky
voice and look. “What would you like me to do?!”

He glowered at her.

Go ahead and say it. I dare you, she
thought as she smiled perkily.

“Just stand there until I'm done with
these.”

“Okay!”

She stood up straight, making sure her
shoulders were back and chest out.

“This arrestee...Abboud,” he said, scowling
at the report. “How do you know what he was saying if he was
speaking a foreign language?”

“I'm guessing,” she said.

He glowered at her.

“It's not much of a stretch. Honestly. The
tone he was using was definitely not friendly. Anyway, he was
arrested for his physical actions, not whatever dirty words he was
spitting out in Arabic.”

“Did it occur to you to request a
translation of the tape recording?

She let herself look confused. “Why?” she
asked in a puzzled voice.

His jaw tightened.

“Because what he said might be relevant to
the charges laid,” he growled.

“Oooooh. Yeah. I suppose,” she said
happily.

He glared at her and thrust the document
back at her.

“Put in a request!” he snapped.

“Yes sir,” she said, taking them
happily.

“And these people arrested for trying to
tear your clothes off. You say you heard them discussing it in
Spanish?”

She nodded.

He glared at her.

“And yet you walked into a wooded area
without giving your backup any notice?”

“There was limited time, Lieutenant, and I
knew they were right there. They arrived within seconds.”

“Not before you were sexually
assaulted.”

She rolled her eyes. “I don't consider that
any big deal, sir.”

He stared at her.

“I mean, I'm not particularly shy. I
considered it worth the risk if it would get these people off the
streets.”

“Did it occur to you they might be
dangerous? That they might be armed?!”

“Well, none of the women in any of the
previous attacks saw any weapons nor were they physically
harmed.”

“But you don't know these are the same
suspects.”

“No, sir,” she admitted.

“And if they had a weapon?” he demanded.

“Then I'd have had to get rough, I guess,
sir.”

He glowered at her. “The department does not
allow female officers to put themselves in this kind of jeopardy,
Officer McCloud, not even voluntarily. I'm sure your own
supervising officer at Midtown South will be discussing this with
you at greater length.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Now get out.”

She turned around, headed to the door and
dropped the papers.

“Whoops.”

She bent over... way over, and picked up the
scattered papers. Normally she'd have squatted but not this time.
Then she picked them up and walked on out, smirking to herself.

*

Dean had an RMP drive her back to her own
'house'.

RMP stood for Radio Motor Patrol, the
official name for marked police patrol vehicles. That had always
struck Jamie as kind of amusing since as a rookie she had never
seen a marked patrol car which actually had a radio in it. Old
timers like her partner Sergeant Mueller had driven them, but the
NYPD had removed them some time before she came on the job.

Today's 'RMP's had computers, but no radios.
The cops wore radios on their belts instead. It was still called an
RMP, though. Maybe CMP for computer motor patrol didn't sound as
good.

They headed down Eight Avenue, and she
sighed as they passed 54th Street. That was where the
Midtown North precinct house was located. She'd worked there for
some months and really liked it. But then her uncle – actually
great uncle – Jacob had been assigned as the precinct commander,
and in order to avoid any suggestions of nepotism she'd had to
move.

She'd bargained to stay in Manhattan, and
her grandfather – one of the NYPD's deputy commissioners, had
called in a favor and had her moved to the precinct next door. The
only problem was that there were no day shift openings on
Anti-crime. There was going to be, for one of the officers on
Anti-crime was leaving, so she was sent in temporarily on the
evening shift to replace an officer out on injured status.

Then the first guy's transfer had gotten
hung up.

Then Jennings, the guy she'd been replacing,
had returned.

That left her as a surplus, which was why
she'd spent half the shift in Central Park Precinct helping them
attract perverts.

She had a lot of experience, after all,
given her boyfriend was one.

“I hear you caught those motherfuckers been
stripping womens clothes off?” the female cop in the front
passenger seat said, turning to look at her.

“Looks that way,” Jamie replied.

“Fucking A,” she said. “Too bad you couldn't
have cut their dicks off while you were at it.”

Jamie smiled. “The NYPD doesn't let me carry
knives. All I could use was my knee.”

“Fucking A,” the woman said, thrusting her
fist back. Her name tag said Hernandez

Jamie knocked fists with her.

“We'd have done a lot more than slam a knee
into their balls in Iraq,” she said.

“I'm beginning to wish I wore a cup today,”
the male cop driving said.

“You got such a little one we'd need
scissors,” Manuel,” she said with a laugh.

She turned back to Jamie. “You know, we
caught one of them in camp, once. Sneaky little fucker managed to
get under the wire. Must have took him two fucking hours moving
like a snail. And all it was for was to peep at women going in and
out of the shower. So the Major asked the local tribal council what
to do with him and they acted like we was crazy. They said to just
shoot him.”

“I don't notice a lot of restraint from our
brothers in the Arab community towards women,” Jamie said
dryly.

“Yeah, yeah, that's because you're a fuckin'
infidel. Anyway, their elders are more into the morality thing than
the young ones. The young ones are like young guys here. They'll
fuck anything that can't run faster than them. There's a reason
they don't let their women and girls go out alone, you know.”

They dropped her off at the 35th
Street precinct house and she went inside, and then, hesitated. She
intended to go downstairs and change, but decided to instead go
upstairs to Anti-crime and see if Cruz was there and if she had
anything she wanted her to do.

Jamie had ridden with Sergeant Elena Cruz
for about a month. It had been an interesting experience. She was
much younger than her former partner, Mueller, and much smaller.
She was slim and short and about five years older than Jamie. But
she was an extremely precise and dignified woman.

She did not curse (except at suspects), nor
speak in slang or try to pretend to a ghetto cool she did not feel.
She was a graduate of NYU and didn't even try to pretend otherwise.
The street slang lots of cops used was not for her.

And Jamie was 99% sure she was hot for her
redheaded body.

Cruz had never said anything, nor made any
sort of move. As far as Jamie knew no one in the precinct thought
she was gay – if in fact, she was. Jamie wasn't sure why the woman
would try to cover that up if it was the case since she'd get added
'diversity points' to help propel her career upward.

But she'd gotten a vibe off her, just from
the way she'd caught her looking at her at times, and the way she'd
spoken to her. She could be wrong, she thought, but she had
developed a pretty good awareness by now of men and women who …
appreciated, her looks.

She pushed her jogging pants a little lower
on her hips as she headed up the hall to Anti-crime, not even sure
what she was doing other than perhaps teasing Cruz, or maybe
flaunting her body. Neither of these, she knew, was something she
ought to be doing. But since Danny had kind of turned her into a
slut, she figured being a cocky tease was an unavoidable side
effect.

Unfortunately, when she walked in the door
the place was largely empty. Only Chris Jackson was there, tapping
away at the computer on his desk. He looked up when she came in,
then did a doubletake.

“Hey,” he said appreciatively.

“Hey yourself.”

“You been doing perve jogging in the park,
right,” he said, as if he'd just remembered.

“Uh huh.”

“Catch any?”

“Uh huh.”

“Not fuckin' surprised,” he said with a
grin. “You wandering in a park looking for perves is like me
wandering around at a KKK picnic and looking for racists.”

Jackson was very, very black.

“Especially in that outfit,” he said with a
grin.

“What? Just looks like a normal tank top and
jogging pants to me,” she said innocently.

He laughed softly. “Maybe on some normal
woman, baby. The affect when it's combined with that body is
something else again.”

“Her body is perfectly normal, Officer
Jackson,” a voice snapped out from the doorway.

They both turned and saw Cruz there, glaring
at him.

“I only meant...”

“Women don't always appreciate men openly
appreciating their bodies,” she said. “And it's most definitely
against NYPD harassment policies, so don't let me hear it
again!”

“I didn't mean anything by it, Elena,” he
protested, surprised.

“I didn't take anything bad from it,” Jamie
said.

“I don't want to hear from you until I tell
you!” she said, glaring at Jamie and pointing her finger.

She turned and glared at Jackson again, who
held his hands up in surrender, then turned back to Jamie.

“Come with me,” she said.

Jamie and Jackson exchanged confused looks
but Jamie followed her into the empty glassed in Lieutenant's
office in the back, and closed the door behind them.

“Are you all right?” she asked, her voice
concerned now.

“I'm fine. Why?”

“Lieutenant Diaz phoned me and he said you
were attacked by a group of men you lured into some bushes and
almost sexually assaulted!”

Jamie rolled her eyes.

“Diaz is exaggerating,” she said.

“He said you put yourself unnecessarily at
risk and did not warn your backup,” she said sternly.

“And he's full of crap.”

“Why would he lie to me?!”

“He didn't... exactly... lie.”

Jamie explained to her what had happened as
they sat on chairs in front of the Lieutenant's desk.

“They tore your pants off!?”

“It's no big deal, honestly!”

Cruz stared at her in disbelief.

“I'm not really very body conscious,” Jamie
said, trying carefully to explain.

She certainly couldn't tell her about all
the times Danny had exposed her naked body to other people,
including complete strangers, and what this had done to her sense
of self-consciousness about her body, after all.

“I've worn less to the beach. In fact, when
we were in Brazil I went around on the beach in just a thong, with
no top,” she said.

“That's not the same thing,” Cruz said,
glaring.

“No. I get that. I'm not saying I like guys
pulling my pants down, but it's not exactly a traumatic event. I'm
not ashamed of my body. And it was worth the risk to get these
guys.”

“No it was not. We'd have gotten them
eventually anyway!”

“But not before they did it to some other
women, one who wasn't a cop with backup nearby who didn't have to
be terrified out of her life.”

“You still took a chance the job does not
want its female officers ever taking,” Cruz said firmly.

Jamie shrugged helplessly. “The job puts a
higher premium on my being temporarily... exposed a little, than I
do.”

“That may well be true but the NYPD will
make that determination and not you,” Cruz said firmly.

“Okay, okay.”

Cruz took her round glasses off, sat back in
her chair and shook her head.

“Young officers take too many chances,” she
said. “You all think you're superman, or supergirl.”

Jamie smiled. “You're like, twenty-seven,
Sergeant.”

“Five long years, officer,” Cruz said
frostily. “It makes a difference. Plus, I don't think I was ever as
… aggressive as you are to begin with. Anyway, the NYPD has
counselors available to you if you need them,” she said.

Jamie looked at her in disbelief? “For
having my boobs grabbed and my pants pulled down? Jesus, If I
needed counseling for that I'd have to stay away from my
boyfriend.”

Cruz rolled her eyes. “I had to offer. You
act very much like a guy sometimes. Do you know that?”

“Uh huh. But you know us dykes. We're all
wannabe guys.”

Cruz snorted.

There had been rumors about them almost as
soon as they'd started riding together, simply because they were
two attractive young women riding together. Had Cruz been a guy
there'd still have been rumors. They'd just have been less
interesting to the men at the station.

“Speaking as one of those alleged dykes, I
don't want anyone else seeing your naked butt but me,” Cruz said in
amusement.

“Or what, lover girl? You gonna spank me?”
Jamie teased.

“Don't tempt me, Red.”

“I didn't think that was possible. The cool,
calm, collected, composed and always careful Sergeant Elena Cruz?”
she asked with a smile.

“Sergeant Cruz cannot be tempted. Elena
Cruz, who has been to Brazil, thank you very much, can be a
hotheaded Mexican bitch.”

“Ever got topless on the beach?”

Cruz glared at her, but not seriously. “None
of your business, white girl.”

Jamie laughed.

She had never actually gone topless on the
beach herself. She'd only been a teenager, and that had been
pre-Danny. But she needed some way to explain away her casualness
about nudity.

“Look, I'm glad we got these animals, Jamie,
but this department's central focus is to protect it's officers as
much as we can while getting the job done. I don't want to see you
dragged off into the bushes by a pack of feral animals and gang
banged.”

“That wasn't going to happen and isn't. I'd
have killed them first.”

“Your black belt does not make you
invincible. And one of these days I'm going to prove that to you so
you stop feeling like you are.”

“Well, you could try that spanking,” Jamie
said, smirking.

“Don't get cocky, Red. Go downstairs, change
into something more... less, and we'll go do a patrol.”
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“Isn't this carrying the slave girl thing a
bit far?” she asked.

“Nope.”

Jamie was naked. Danny had a new set of
restraints he wanted to see on her. They were studded leather –
with chains, a matching set of seven restraints, rather than the
usual five. He had a set that went around her wrists and ankles,
plus the collar.

These ones had a pair of leather restraints
for her upper arms as well. The whole bunch were attached with
chains. A bright, stainless steel chain dangled from the rear of
the collar to the top of her shoulder blades, ending in a ring.
Three chains were attached to the ring, two angling down and out to
the sides, attaching to the restraints around her upper arms, and
drawing them back a bit, a third, longer chain dropping down to
attach to her wrist restraints.

Then he put a ball gag, a black one, with a
chain instead of a strap, into her mouth and drew the chain around
her head. His finger combed her hair out from under it and he
smiled at her.

“No need to speak.”

He sat down and pulled her belly-down across
his lap, and then casually enjoyed himself by sliding his hands all
over her body; kneading her breasts, pinching her nipples, and
massaging her sex. She felt him pushing a butt-plug into her, and
then his fingers slid into her pussy, gently massaging the inside
of her sex as he rubbed her clitoris until Jamie was feeling hot
and frazzled.

He turned her over, then, and propped her
up, sitting across his lap, with her legs spread. Then he turned on
the TV. The big, flat screen had a porn movie on it – starring
Jamie. She moaned as her eyes were drawn to it.

She hadn't even known this one existed! It
had been taken at a club he'd brought her to, where she'd been
blindfolded before she even entered! He'd led her in, naked and
leashed, and kept her blindfolded for much of the action.

Now she stared at the image of herself being
led naked in among a crowd of dozens of people, all of them staring
at her! She watched herself bound, spreadeagled, standing up, her
breathing growing more ragged as Danny's fingers pushed into her,
dipping and stroking and caressing.

Then came the Chinese girls, kissing,
caressing, stroking, fingering her, licking her, front and back.
She stared, wide-eyed, at the two Asian girls kneeling, one before
her, one behind, their faces buried between her thighs in front and
her buttocks in back.

God! The things Danny had made her do!

She watched the blindfolded her writhing and
grinding as the crowd looked on, and couldn't stop her hips jerking
and spasming and bucking against Danny's fingers. He plunged them
deep and she came, crying out helplessly, twisting and writhing and
bucking against them as she let her mind fall into a dark, feverish
sense of sexual hunger.

It didn't stop there, of course.

Bryant flogging her. Terris, big, Black,
powerful, ramming himself into her from behind.

And all those people... watching! Staring
excitedly!

She came again, her hips bucking wildly,
seeking to impale her on Danny's fingers as he jerked her hair back
painfully and bit into her breasts – bit into them!

“Slave girl,” he whispered.

She moaned, dazedly, panting, going
limp.

Danny resumed his gentle stroking and
fingering, and the video changed. Now it was her hanging from her
wrists in the 'play room' Danny had built here. Literally dangling,
her long body stretched out tautly, light and shadow playing across
her soft curves.

But there was a vibrator stuffed inside her,
and a large dildo up her ass. She remembered this. It hadn't been
that long ago.

Danny had flogged her, and as she writhed
and danced on the end of the chain, she climaxed repeatedly.

As she did now, staring at herself, Danny's
big fingers thrusting into her hard and deep.

When he decided she was 'warmed up' he took
the ball gag out and put her on her knees before him.

“Time to service your master, sex slave,” he
said. “Take your time about it. Show me what small amount of skill
you've learned.”

That, of course, was a challenge, and a
panting Jamie took it up.

She spent long minutes tonguing her way up
and down him, licking and nuzzling the insides of his thighs,
mouthing his balls, licking at his cock as if it were an ice cream
cone, then licking her way up along his abdomen, his stomach, and
his chest, to lick and suck on his nipples.

She cried out as he gripped her hair and
jerked her head up and back sharply.

“Are you my sex slave, slut?'

“Yes, Master!” she panted. “I'm your sex
slave!”

He jerked her forward again and she resumed
licking and tonguing her way back down to his cock. She slid down
its length to the base again, her throat muscles working on the
shaft, and then grunted as he held her head tightly, firmly,
keeping her locked in place as he stood up.

He looked down at her, and jerked on her
hair.

The message could not have been more
blatant. There he was up there, strong and tall and proud and
muscled, while she knelt naked and in chains with his cock deep in
her throat.

Jamie trembled with rising heat as he pulled
back, then pushed deep, pulled back, then pushed deep, then began
to pump faster and faster.

She had gotten used to this over the months,
but it was still a challenge. Ordinary deep throating was easy now.
But him fucking her throat made it hard to control her gag reflex,
at least at first.

Her eyes watered and she gurgled as he
pumped in and out, harder, faster, jerking on her head until he
pulled back out to let her breath.

“Who's your master, slut?'

“Y-Y-You a-are, Ma-Master!” she gasped.

He drove himself down her throat again,
using her roughly, using the full length of him to fuck her face as
she jerked in and out.

And then the phone rang – insistently.

“This is fucking annoying,” he said.

He leaned over, still gripping her hair, and
snorted, then pushed her back on her heels.

“It's your mother.”

“I-I'll call her ba – .”

He grinned and held the phone to her
ear.

“Uh, h-hello?” she gulped.

“Jamie? You forgot to call when you got
home,” her mother said accusingly.

“Uh, I-I forgot,” she said, breathing
heavily.

She had been more than a little
distracted.

“You know I can't go to sleep until I know
you're home safely.”

“Sorry, ma. I'll make sure I call from now
on.”

Danny slid down beside her, kneading her
breasts and then rubbing her clitoris.

“You sound out of breath.”

“I... was exercising!”

“I would have thought you'd get enough of
that running around Manhattan all evening,” she said.

“I-I... spend a lot of... time sitting in
a... patrol car,” Jamie said, her breathing slowing.

“Emily's birthday is next weekend. Are you
going to be able to make it?'

“Uh... I don't know.”

“You can bring your boyfriend.”

“I know that, ma. I uh...”

“She's your cousin, Jamie.”

“I know that!”

“And she came to yours.”

Jamie sighed, then gasped as Danny tilted
her forward a little. She felt something other than fingers pushing
into her sex, something a lot thicker. It wasn't him. It was one of
his dildos.

God! He was such a pervert!

And so was she! She was kneeling here naked
and in chains and leather restraints while talking to her
mother!

Who would probably have a heart attack if
she had the first idea of the kind of kinky shit Danny and her got
up to!

“Hannah wants to make sure enough people
show up,” her mother said.

“Because Emily has a crappy personality,”
Jamie replied.

“Don't be bitchy, Jamie. She can't help it.
She lacks self-confidence.”

“For good reason,” Jamie muttered.

“I told Hannah you'd be there.”

Jamie rolled her eyes.

“Don't make a liar out of me.”

Jamie gasped as the dildo slid achingly
deep! Then Danny began to rub her clitoris with an expertise few
other men possessed.

“Okay, ma!” she said.

“How is Danny?”

“He's uhm, fine,” she gulped.

He drew her head back by the hair, slowly,
but forcing her back to arch, while still holding the phone against
her ear. Then he began to suck and chew at her nipples.

“We were just... just about to eat,” she
said.

“Eating? I thought you ate at work?”

“Ah, usually we do but... we decided to eat
together!”

“That's sweet. You need to bring him over
here for dinner soon.”

“We're n-not on the right schedule, ma.”

“You'll be going back to days soon,
right?”

“I think so but I don't know when!”

Danny was holding the dildo in with his
fingers while rubbing her clitoris with his thumb. He was
alternating the pressure with his fingers, jabbing the head of the
dildo against the back wall of her sex while grinding his thumb
from side to side against her already very moist entrance.

All while sucking hungrily on her aching,
throbbing nipples!

“Your grandfather says you could be on days
tomorrow if you'd go to some other part of town.”

“I like Midtown!” she gasped.

Danny drew her forward, bending her over the
sofa, and put the phone next to her ear, then spread her legs and
pulled the butt-plug out of her.

“I-I gotta go, ma!” she gasped. “The food is
getting cold.”

She felt Danny's cock pushing into her ass,
and bit her tongue as it slid deeper.

“What are you eating? Are you eating
right?”

Jamie's mind was unaccountably blank for a
moment, even as Danny began to pump, sliding deeper and deeper into
her ass.

“Jamie?”

“Steak!' she blurted.

It was the first thing she could think
of.

“What kind of steak?”

“I don't... know. Steak! Danny made it!”

“Danny cooks? You're lucky since you never
seemed capable of learning.”

Danny's cock slid deep enough she felt
cramps in her abdomen and gasped, twisting her mouth away from the
phone while turning her head to the side to keep the ear part
against her ear.

“Ma, I really got to go!” she said, trying
to keep her voice steady. “I'll call you tomorrow and we can talk
longer.”

“All right. You take care of yourself,
Jamie. It worries me you being a police officer.”

“I'll be fine, ma. Trust me!”

“I trust you. It's the other people I don't
trust.”

“Good bye, ma!”

“Good bye, sweetie. I love you.”

“I love you too.”

She jerked her head away and rolled her eyes
up and back at him and Danny took the phone and hung it up,
grinning.

“Fucking pervert.”

“What's your point... slut?”

“Ahgh!”

He jerked back sharply on her hair and
started thrusting harder and faster. His other hand alternated
between squeezing her breasts, slapping her bottom, and sliding
down between her legs to force the dildo up deeper again and rub
her clitoris.

“I love your tight ass, you horny slut!”

Jamie moaned, her body flaring with wilder
and wilder burst of heat as Danny used her, as his fingers played
her body like a fine instrument, and as he leaned in to chew and
lick and kiss along the edge of the collar around her neck.

Another orgasm rose up from down low and she
shuddered and cried out, rutting back against him as his hips
pounded against her buttocks and his cock buried itself in her ass
again and again.

“Remember who's sex slave you are, baby!” he
growled.

He thrust harder, faster, and then came hard
himself, gasping and cursing as he rode her writhing, twisting,
moaning body.

That, of course, was not the end of it.
Danny decided she needed to wear the chains and restraints all
night. So she slept in them. In the morning, he rolled atop her,
waking her up, thrusting into her, riding her to a climax.

They showered together, with him washing her
body and her hair, then drying her and brushing and drying her
hair.

They ate together, with him at the table and
she on the floor, on her knees, taking food from his fingers. Then
they watched a movie, with him teasing and fingering and taunting
her body to drive her into more orgasms.

“I think I'll have you wearing these from
now on at home,” he said. “I like the effect.”

“Are you going to do all the cooking and
cleaning and laundry?”

“I can undo the chains now and then for you
to do a few chores.”

“You'll get bored of me being naked if I'm
naked all the times.”

“Baby, that's just not possible,” he said
with a grin.

“And I really do need to exercise, and I
can't do it in these!”

That was a challenge which he accepted. He
put a pair of sneakers on her feet, and then tried to get her to
run on the treadmill. Her breasts were too big for that, and he
grumbled and gave up.

“Date a flat-chested girl next time,” she
said with a smirk.

“Athletic bras are just not very sexy,” he
grumbled.

He let her wear a thong for balance, but
that was it. She ran on the treadmill, and then started to do her
Pilates. But he decided she no longer needed clothes for that, and
enjoyed her being in a number of positions which, given she was
naked, were quite obscene.

And Jamie enjoyed him enjoying it.

She got dressed and they went out to do a
little shopping, then returned home again to a quickie before she
got dressed and headed for work.

The best job in the world, she thought, as
she rode the subway into Manhattan.
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Jamie changed into a pair of Lululemon Dance
studio pants and a button down short sleeve shirt. The pants were
bluish, loose (except at the butt) and light and easy to move in,
with an elastic waistband and cord tie. The shirt was gray. Both of
them would make her mostly unnoticed in the dark. Except for her
red hair, of course.

She joined Cruz in her black Ford
Interceptor and they set off.

Not having to answer radio calls, and being
in an unmarked car sometimes made Jamie wonder how she'd wound up
in a job where she got paid to just drive around and people watch
in Manhattan.

They kept the windows down as headed down
Ninth.

“So what did you think of Lieutenant Diaz?”
Cruz asked. “Aside from him phoning me?”

Jamie eyed her uncertainly.

“Friend of yours?”

Cruz shook her head briefly.

“He gave off unfriendly vibes.”

“Unfriendly, huh.”

“Yeah.”

“Unfriendly vibes. I suppose that's one way
of putting it,” Cruz said softly.

“You ever work with him?” Jamie asked.

“Not closely. He's very... old
fashioned.”

“Meaning he doesn't like women?”

“I'm sure he likes his mother,” Cruz said as
she turned on 30th.

“I get some men thinking women shouldn't be
cops, but it seemed a lot stronger with him,” Jamie said. “Nothing
I could point to or complain about. Just... vibes... tone,
expression, you know?”

“Yes. Those are cute pants, by the way.
Where'd you get them?”

“Lulu.”

“Ah. They look comfortable.”

“They are. As long as it's not cool or
windy. They air cuts right through them.”

“Must be good when it's hot then.”

Jamie nodded.

Cruz herself was wearing the kind of outfits
Jamie would have once worn when she absolutely did not want her
gender to even be noticed, let alone remarked upon. She had black
trousers and a loose sweatshirt.

She pulled over next to a park park and they
got out to walk through it.

“The reason I check the parks is because the
RMPs don't have the time,” she said. “And someone should.
“Especially small parks without a lot of traffic.”

Like a lot of parks it had a low black
wrought iron fence around it, with a lot of bushy greenery just
inside.

“I particularly like to see if anyone is
hanging around the entrances, like maybe to force someone inside to
rob them – or worse,” Cruz said. “There aren't a lot of places to
do that, but parks are good. You can't see a thing from the street
once you get someone down behind these bushes, and the street
noises would drown most sounds out.”

She and Jamie walked the circuit of the
park. It was very early so the place was far from abandoned. It was
well-lit and there were couples on the benches and tables and
gathered around the fountain in the center. The Shake Shack was
doing a decent business, too. Everyone seemed happy, or at least
content, and they headed back to the car.

Cruz headed north.

“Bryant Park usually has concerts in the
summer,” she said.

“It's too bad New York even has a winter,”
Jamie said.

“You aren't going to get any disagreement
from me, girl.”

A call came over the radio asking for a
supervisor at the CUNY graduate center, and since that was on the
next block they turned off on 34th while Jamie put them
in on it.

“I don't always, but it's right here,” Cruz
said by way of explanation. “Besides, it's CUNY. Do you have any
experience with their graduate center?”

Jamie shook her head.

“Stuck up, self-important entitled little
snots,” Cruz said.

“At CUNY? I mean, it's not like its Harvard,
or even NYU.”

“They have more people from what the social
workers call disadvantaged minority communities, plus they're all
working on either their masters or their doctorates, so they have a
disrespectful attitude towards police officers.”

“Do I get to disrespect them back?”

“No.”

“Well that sucks.”

They pulled up in front of the main entrance
on Fifth and got out. It was almost nine but the place was still
quite busy. And there were a lot of voices being raised inside as
they pushed through the doors. They spotted a couple of uniforms,
both black, trying to separate two groups of people, mostly women,
yelling at each other. One seemed to be mostly Black and the other
Hispanic.

There was a lot of ghetto slang being flung
from the Black group – despite them being all college graduates,
while a fair number of curses in Spanish were being hurled back at
them. Some of the black group were holding their hands up shouting
“Hands up, don't shoot!” towards the two black cops. Which struck
Jamie as fairly ludicrous.

They dropped their badges onto their chests
and Cruz pushed her way through to one of the cops.

“You got a whistle?” she yelled.

He fished one of out of his pocket and then
blew it – loudly.

In the brief sudden silence she held her
arms up.

“I want one person from each group to talk
to me!” she shouted.

“Who asked you here anyway?” a woman
demanded in Spanish.

“You are disrupting the activities of other
people which is why we were called,” she replied. “Do you think you
can talk like an adult or do you want to act like a resentful
child?”

The Hispanic side didn't like that at all,
and a number of them started yelling about oppression and
disrespect and patriarchal institutional arrogance and Cruz had the
uniform blow his whistle again. It was loud enough she felt like
clapping her hands to her ears. A lot of others did, cursing.

“If you can't explain the reason why you're
disrupting the building in a calm, informative manner then I'm
going to have to ask you to leave,” Cruz said.

“This is our campus, bitch!” an overweight
black woman snapped.

“No, this building belongs to the state of
New York. And you people are disturbing the peace. Break it up and
go about your business or we'll have to remove you.”

“We are not going anywhere until the
university acknowledges the need for a day of atonement for white
privilege!” one of the black women exclaimed.

Jamie fought to keep from smiling.

“A day of atonement?” Cruz asked,
confused.

“A day of atonement in which the
disenfranchised and marginalized can study together and engage in
mutual discourse free of the oppression and expectations of the
mainstream community!” the woman declared angrily.

“Uh huh,” Cruz said.

She looked at the Hispanic group. “And uh,
you don't agree?”

“Of course we agree!” one of the women
snapped. “But they think they can dictate to us which Hispanics are
marginalized or not!”

“Yeah, they think lighter skinned Hispanics
should stay away on the day of atonement!” another Hispanic woman
said indignantly.

“Glad I didn't send my kid to this place,”
one of the uniforms muttered.

“So the university hasn't even agreed to
this day of yours and you're already fighting about whose more
marginalized?” Cruz asked dryly. “Tell me, what about a white
lesbian or transgendered person?”

The two groups looked at each other
uncertainly.

“Well of course they're marginalized!”
several said.

“Even if they have white skin?”

There seemed to be some uncertainty about
that.

“At least they can pass as normal!” one of
the black crowd shouted.

“That's a pretty heteronormative assumption,
isn't it?” Cruz asked sarcastically.

“Yeah! Fucking cisgendered bitch!” one of
the Hispanics shouted.

“And this university is, what, three
quarters made up of racialized minorities? With some number of the
remaining whites being gay or transgendered. It seems to me that in
this atmosphere what you're doing is trying to racially oppress the
white straight students.”

That brought a lot of outraged shouting
until the uniform blew his whistle again. Almost everyone clapped
their hands over their ears this time.

“That whistle is a physical assault!” one of
the women shouted.

“Your idea for day of atonement is stupid,”
Cruz said flatly, looking at the Hispanics.

She turned and looked at the Blacks. “And
your attempt to disenfranchise lighter skinned Hispanic women is
racist.”

“You would side with them!” one of the black
men shouted.

“What do you think, officer, as a neutral,
unbiased person?” Cruz asked Jamie with raised eyebrows.

“I think everyone here is a graduate student
in the richest city in the richest country in world history and
none of you qualifies as oppressed,” she said.

That drew howls of outrage.

Several of the CNY Safety Patrol officers
arrived and Cruz held up her arms.

“You can complain to the university
administration all you want but you can't fight it out in the
entryway because other students are feeling threatened by your
violent arguments. So break it up or we're going to start making
arrests. And that won't look very well when you start looking for
jobs.”

That certainly struck home, and a lot of
them started to fade away into the side corridors.

A black Safety Patrol officer who was about
five feet tall and four feet wide wearing a white uniform with a
bar on her shoulder pushed through the dissipating crowd to
confront them.

“What is the NYPD doing in here? This is the
CUNY Public Safety Department's business!”

“Well I assume no one could find any of
your... officers, so they called the NYPD,” Cruz said.

“You should have called us!”

“Not my department. Take it up with higher
authority.”

She signaled the two NYPD officers to
leave.

She also half pushed Jamie to get her
started and followed her out, mostly ignoring the high pitched,
bleating complaints from the lieutenant as they made their way out
onto the sidewalk.

“I hate universities and everyone in them,”
Cruz said.

“Except my brother. He's okay,” Jamie
replied.

Cruz snorted and they got back into her
car.

“At least we got away before anyone
recognized you as the evil oppressor of the Muslim people that you
are.”

“I would've had to shoot em' then,” Jamie
said.

“I'm surprised you got through university
without shooting anyone. Then again you didn't have a gun
then.”

“Why? It's not like I'm a raging
conservative. I don't even like conservatives.”

“Or liberals.”

“Well, no.”

“Everyone is so political on campuses now.
They don't take kindly to someone telling them they're petty and
childish and stupid.”

“So how come you did?”

Cruz glared at her.

“Because I can't stand liberals or
conservatives either.”

Jamie snorted.“I did get into quite a few
arguments,” she said.

“I'll bet.”

“People stay out of my face and I'm
fine.”

“Yeah, well, you know that Daniel Boone
thing doesn't work well at universities?”

“Daniel Boone?”

“You know, the lone, independent, tall dark
and silent type who's self-sufficient and doesn't get involved in
things. People think you're looking down on them when you act like
that.”

“Well...”

“But you're not supposed to let them know,”
Cruz said reprovingly.

“Why not? I can beat them up.”

Cruz gave her a suspicious look, as if not
sure if she was serious or not.

“I'm just a cisgendered redhead who doesn't
want any part of stupid politics.”

The computer beeped and she glanced at
it.

“Want to check out a fight at an Irish pub
on 36th.”

“There's always a fight at an Irish pub,”
Cruz said.

“Aren't you being ethnically
presumptive?”

“Is that a thing?”

“I don't know. It sounds like it could
be.”

“Let the men handle it.”

“Superheros are fighting it out on Madison
Avenue near 40th.”

“Well that sounds more interesting. Does it
say what superheroes?”

“Nope. You think it's those people who want
to get paid to get their picture taken?”

“They're not usually this far south. They
usually hang around Times Square. We'll go take a look.”

When they pushed through the crowds it was
to see two men in black bodysuits pummeling each other on the
sidewalk while rolling over and over cursing and shouting.

“Looks like another cat fight,” Jamie
said.

Cruz tsked as she moved forward.

“All right, break it up. Police!” she
shouted.

The bodysuits covered them from head to toe,
and the headpiece, which covered their faces, was shaped like a
cat. Jamie recognized them as the outfits Black Panther wore in the
movies. Both of these guys had extremely muscular chests, just like
the movie, but it looked to her like that was just the pattern of
the suit.

Cruz grabbed one and tried to pull him back
from the other, shouting 'police' several times. One of them fell
back but the other swung the arm she had hold of violently,
whipping her forward to sprawl across his body. Jamie grabbed the
arm Cruz had let go of, thrust the sole of her foot in against the
guy's neck and twisted his arm sharply enough to make him cry out,
and pretty much freeze him where he was, half on his side.

“Police!” Cruz shouted, scrambling to her
feet again.

The other black panther stood up quickly and
took off his mask to reveal a middle aged black man with a skinny
face and a mustache. Cruz leaned over the other one and pulled his
headpiece off and glowered at him.

“Do you want to go to jail? Do you?”

“Nuh uh!” the youngish black guy said.

Cruz nodded at Jamie, who released him. The
man drew his arm in against his chest and hugged it, then stood
up.

“What are you fighting over?” Cruz
demanded.

“This stupid fuck jumped me!” the younger
one said.

An RPM showed up and two uniforms pushed
their way through the crowd.

“He called me a little pussy!” the older one
said. “He was making fun of me on account of my height!”

“So what? You think people don't make fun of
my size?” Cruz demanded. “And I actually am a superhero!”

The man looked at her in frustration. “It
ain't the same thing, woman!”

Jamie grinned, though she understood what he
meant. Short girls were cute. Short guys were... not entirely
manly, to some.

“If you're going to dress like a cat you'll
have to expect pussy jokes,” Cruz said. “Does either one of you
want to press charges?”

The two men glared at each other, but
neither apparently wanted to go through the hassle of laying
charges.

Cruz sent them on their way, and they spent
a few minutes chatting and joking with the uniforms, including a
very friendly Hispanic woman named Ruiz, who introduced herself to
Jamie, and then they went on their way.

“You ever wonder why calling a guy a pussy
is like the ultimate insult but we don't ever call each other
cocks?”

“Being feminine or girly is an insult to
guys. Being manly isn't or never was an insult to women. Speaking
of which, Ruiz certainly was friendly.”

Jamie shrugged. “I wouldn't call her manly.
Although... maybe kind of boyish.”

“She wants you,” Cruz said with a grin.

“Spoken for,” Jamie said.

Cruz laughed.

“All the dykes in the precinct want
you.”

Jamie sighed and rolled her eyes.

“I'm sure it was the same at North.”

“Yeah.”

“Well, you can't really blame them.”

“Why?”

“Because you're like this super tough,
strong willed, tall chick that beats up men and guns people down,
which is extremely masculine, in a way, and then you're...
that.”

She gestured vaguely at Jamie.

“That?”

“You've seen yourself naked in a mirror,
girl. More importantly, so have several of the sisters.”

“Jamie rolled her eyes again.

“Not many girls have all the parts in the
right shape like you do. I mean, me, for example. I have a nice
body, and a nice butt. And I'm kind of pretty. But I don't have
those perfect breasts you have.”

“I didn't design or build them.”

“No, but you must work out a lot to have
them as freaking perky as they are given their size.”

“I'm not the only girl that works out.”

“Working out doesn't make smallish boobs
like mine perfect like yours, or give long perfect legs or miles of
smooth, toned belly. So you're like the perfect sex object for
lesbians. The fact you're allegedly completely straight makes it
even better, because you're unobtainable, fantasy material.”

“Allegedly?”

Cruz smiled. “Some lesbians don't accept
that any woman is irredeemable. If they could just get their hands
and lips on you they'd surely convince you to come over to the dark
side, or the pink side, or whatever side. Besides, you got those
nipple rings. That says you're open to experimentation to a
degree.”

“It does?”

“Some people think. I'm not making you
uncomfortable, am I?”

“No, but you're probably exaggerating.
Anyway, lots of people want me. Doesn't mean they're gonna get
me.”

“Hope springs eternal.”

“What about you?”

“What about me? Do I want you?” Cruz asked,
grinning.

“What about you as a fantasy target?”

“Oh sure. Lots of guys want to do me. I've
got that cute ass going for me, I'm pretty, and I'm short, which
brings out that strange kind of protective, paternalistic lust that
men sometimes get around shorter women.”

“Paternalistic lust sounds wrong.”

“Yeah, but it's a kind of, I don't know,
sense of older guy protectiveness that wants to tear off your
clothes and fuck your brains out at the same time. Smaller women
are seen as younger and more helpless. Lot of guys like that.”

“And the lesbians?”

“Oh yeah. They'd like to cuddle me to
bits.”

Jamie laughed.

“You they want to tie spreadeagled on a bed
and drip hot wax on.”

“Why?”

“Because you're tough and tall and a
superhero and they want to tame you,” Cruz said with a grin.

“Well, let them get in line. My boyfriend's
been working on that for months.”
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Coming home to Danny's house was a whole
different experience than coming home had ever been before. She
still lived at home, and heading there filled her with the mindset
that the day was over, and she'd get home and relax and take it
easy, with a little friendly conversation with her family over
dinner, maybe some TV, maybe some internet surfing. At least during
the week.

Coming home to Danny had considerably more
anxiety attached to it, but also an enormous amount of heat and
anticipation. That was especially so given they were both, as it
happened, on the same schedule the next few days. His work as an
ATF agent often involved undercover assignments, and most of the
people he met with, at least this time, were only available in the
evening.

So he'd be getting home around Midnight,
too.

Jamie wasn't sure what was on the schedule,
but was almost certain it involved hot, steamy sex.

She found the place empty, as expected.
There was no need to make dinner since both of them had eaten at
work. She went to the bathroom and had a quick shower, then pulled
on a nightie.

She hadn't brought many of her things over
from home, resisting the idea of moving in. The nightie was one
she'd bought recently. God knew she would never wear the thing at
home.

It was a pale lilac. The strip across the
top of the nightie, across her breasts, was tight, lacy, and nearly
completely see-through. It hugged her breasts nicely, with a tight
line of stitching going along the bottom.

What descended from that lace was opaque,
but it was also only attached front and rear – with the sides open
all the way up to the stitching. And it only fell to her upper
thighs, and that only when standing up. It was not the sort of
thing she would ever have even considered buying before Danny, and
even now her own preference would be a thong and t-shirt.

But with Danny coming back, well... No point
in worrying overmuch about what to wear because she wasn't likely
to be wearing it long. Better to make a statement.

She wore no panties beneath the nightie.
Again, why bother? She did have a butt-plug in, though, in case
Danny wanted anal sex. And she had his newest little toy.

It was a vibrator. There was nothing new
about that, of course. Danny had discovered her weakness for them
some time ago and often used them. But on the weekend he'd found
something new. Instead of being long and hard and shaped like a
penis, this was small and curved, sort of like a distended egg.

It was three inches long, with a slim,
flexible little arm protruding a few inches from the bottom. It was
meant to be worn under her clothes, and it could be activated and
controlled through a cell phone app. She had, of course, outright
refused his suggestion she wear it to work.

The compromise was she'd wear it when she
got home. She slipped it into herself fairly easily, but that left
the little protruding arm sort of dangling. It was meant to be held
in place by panties, which she wasn't wearing. She decided to solve
the problem with a little body tape she'd bought to ensure the low
cut dresses he bought her didn't come open when she was at a
club.

She taped the little arm in place so it
curved up across the top of her sex – across her clitoris in other
words, then texted him to tell him she was waiting for him at home.
She didn't say anything about the vibrator, and apparently didn't
need to. Less than sixty seconds later, while sitting on the sofa,
it activated.

She let out a yelp of surprise and then sat
still, analyzing the sensations.

It wasn't one vibrator, she quickly
determined. The one inside her, which was lodged firmly against her
G-spot, was pulsing, sending waves of vibrations out. The little
arm thing was sending a steady thrumming, throbbing vibration.

She pulled the nightie aside and spread her
legs, looking down. She couldn't hear much. But she could certainly
feel it!

She got back on the cell and texted him.

Perve, was all she said.

He would know his little toy was
working.

Very well, in fact.

She closed her thighs, and sucked in a
breath of air. That made the vibrations seem even more powerful!
She spread her legs and slumped down, but there was no way to
ignore them.

And then they changed tempo. The one inside
her pulsed faster, while the little arm just vibrated hard.

Jamie squirmed and felt the shimmering,
thrumming heat building up inside her lower belly, then spreading
up through her body. She could see her nipples were rock hard, and
cupped her breasts with her hands, squeezing them softly as she
laid her head back on the sofa.

She picked up the cell phone again.

I guess I'm starting without you, she
texted.

I'm not worried. You'll still be dripping
wet by the time I get there.

For a machine! Not you!

You're in lust with me, babe.

The vibrator stopped.

Afraid I'll be done and not in the mood when
you get here?

You're always in the mood around me, slave
girl.

Which was actually the truth.

She picked up the remote and flicked through
the channel guide. Then the vibrations came on and she gasped and
dropped the remote.

“Shit!”

It was even stronger now!

She picked up the remote, feeling her chest
tightening and her breath quickening, and her phone chimed
again.

By the way, I forbid you from touching
yourself.

Who made you God? she typed.

“God made me so women could worship
me.

Why should we when you do such a good job
yourself?

Someone is looking for a spanking, he
said.

She hesitated. A part of her was, actually,
but another part of her would prefer not to have the pain before
her pleasure. Then again, teasing him was always a pleasure too. On
the other hand, spankings hurt! On the other hand, what came after
was usually pretty wild.

Well if you pull down your pants, bend
over my lap, and tell me you've been a bad boy I'll give you your
spanking, she typed.

The vibrator stopped, which seemed
ominous.

Bitch, she added.

No point in going for halfway measures, she
thought, a tad nervous and a tax exultant.

A minute later the vibrator started up
again. And this time it brought her almost to the point of orgasm
before stopping. Over the never ten minutes it started and stopped
intermittently, heating her up and making her squirm. It was also
making her more and more sensitive, her nerve endings becoming
raw.

Before very long it wouldn't matter how
quickly he turned it off. It was going to push her over the
edge.

Her breathing was becoming ragged and she
had a hard time keeping still. She also had a hard time refraining
from just stroking herself to an orgasm, something she was quite
certain she could do in seconds by then.

Not because he had ordered her not to, of
course, but for the challenge.

And because when she did come she wanted his
cock inside her.

Are you dripping wet yet... slut?

She snorted and then smiled and texted back
Hey, you woke me up. I already came and then decided to lie
down. See you in the morning.

She had a nice bottle of chilled wine ready,
though, on a tray with two already filled glasses, sitting in the
fridge. She hoped to see him coming in time to dart in, grab the
glasses and greet him just inside the door. She had the TV on and
was impatiently looking up at the windows constantly, feeling more
and more frazzled by the vibrator.

And then she did catch sight of movement in
the window of the basement apartment. The curtains were drawn, but
she jumped up as she saw legs pass by an opening, rushed into the
kitchen, and got the two glasses, then hurried back as she heard a
key in the lock.

She leaned against the wall just inside and
when he opened the door, smiled lazily at him.

“Welcome home,” she said.

He grinned at the glass, then caught his
breath at the nightie and grinned appreciatively.

“Nice … everything,” he said, coming in and
taking his glass in one hand, and her free hand in the other.

“Woah,” said the guy who came in behind
him.

Jamie gasped, instinctively trying to jerk
back and twist away – which was no-doubt why Danny had grabbed her
hand, to pull her back.

The man was a complete stranger to Jamie. He
looked to be about forty, with short curly hair and a light beard
and mustache – the kind that looked like someone had just not
shaved for a few days. He was extraordinarily tall and broad
shouldered. Danny was six feet three, but this man looked to be
easily six foot six or seven.

“This is my friend Brian,” Danny said.
“Brian, this is Jamie. I've mentioned her a time or two.”

Jamie's face reddened despite all her recent
experiences at being seen in various shades of naked by any number
of people. She wasn't prepared for this, didn't have any previous
acquaintance with the man, and this, unlike a strip club full of
distant faces, was a much more intimate setting!

And his presence implied she was supposed to
have sex with him, even though Danny had said nothing!

Of course, he could not have known what
she'd be wearing when he got home, but he wouldn't have teased her
with the vibrator before bringing a guy home for nothing! He wanted
her in the right frame of mind! Damn him!

“Hi,” the man said enthusiastically.

He had enough of a dumbfounded look on his
face to make Jamie question whether he had any idea what he'd be
seeing, either. Had Danny even told him that he planned for him to
get involved in some kinky sex session?! Or was she completely
wrong and this – .

“And this is Adam.”

Jamie flinched as another man appeared! He
wasn't small but he had been invisible behind the bulk of Brian! He
was closer to Danny's age, maybe a little older, tall and lithe,
but standing tall and straight-backed in the style she had come to
recognize was either military or ex military.

He looked at her silently, his eyes flicking
down to her virtually bare breasts and back up again, but showing
no more than a slight smile.

“Danny has told us a lot about you,” he
said. “I thought he was exaggerating, though.”

“Uhm, uh, oh?” she gulped, her anxiety
rising.

“You work for the city, right? As a
clerk?”

Jamie looked at him in confusion then gasped
as Danny pulled her sharply around to kiss her. Whirling her
around, of course, made the lower part of her nightie swirl open,
and her blush deepened.

“You didn't bring enough wine,” he said to
her.

“I... didn't know you'd have company!” she
gulped.

“That's freaking obvious!” Brian said.
“Damn. Wish my girlfriend wore something like that for me.”

“Young love,” Adam said. “Or maybe young
lust.”

He smirked again.

“You sit down and entertain our guests and
I'll get some more wine,” Danny said.

“Oh I'll get it!” she exclaimed, not at all
anxious to be left alone with the men. “It's just in the kitchen! I
should change!”

“You're fine the way you are,” he said.

“Yeah, I like the outfit!” Brian
exclaimed.

“It seems quite flattering,” Adam added.

Smirking.

Danny insisted on leading her into the
living room and sitting her down, which caused Jamie to hurriedly
snap her legs together and ensure the nightie was covering her
despite the gaping side openings, and also try and cover her chest
with her arm.

Brian sat on the love seat at right angles
to the sofa while Adam sat next to her.

Before Danny's kinky games she'd have been
mortified and would have run from the room. Now she was just
very... self-conscious, and embarrassed, as well as being
completely uncertain of her footing.

The two men looked at her, and she smiled
nervously.

“That's a very nice nightie,” Adam said.

She gulped. “Thanks,” she said,
flushing.

The vibrator went off and she gasped and
jerked suddenly, apparently surprising the men.

Did they have any idea!? She just didn't
know! Damn Danny!

Danny returned, with beer instead of wine.
Which the men accepted gladly.

He sat down next to her with a grin and put
his arm around her.

“Had an exciting day?”

“Compared to what?” she gulped.

His right hand slid down and inside the
nightie to cup her thigh right next to her crotch, and there wasn't
anything Jamie could do about it since her right hand was currently
on her left breast.

The vibrator buzzed.

“Adam and Brian work with me at the plant,”
Danny said.

She looked at him in confusion, then
remembered he was pretending to be working at a factory in the
Bronx that made shipping containers. Allegedly, some of those
containers had hollow segments guns were hidden in.

Were these two just innocent workers he had
brought home, or were they involved in the scheme in some way!? Was
she a part of some kind of undercover operation without being told
about it!?

“I'm in sales,” Brian said.

“You don't look uhm, like a sales guy,” she
said, fighting to keep from squirming.

“Yeah, I get that a lot. I'm a really big
guy so people figure I must do something like lifting heavy cartons
around or something. Nope. I played football and lift weights but
that doesn't pay the bills. Sales pays the bills.”

“I drive a fork lift,” Adam said.

“He uses the fork lift to carry Brian
around,” Danny said.

The two men laughed.

The vibrator pulsed powerfully and she
gasped and squeezed her thighs tight.

“It's not a hard job,” Brian said. “Cartons
sell themselves, mostly.”

“You know what else sells itself?” Danny
asked.

He chucked a small, light, apparently empty
box to Brian, who looked at it in confusion.

Jamie gulped, recognizing it!

“What is this?” he asked, turning it in his
hand.

There was a picture of the vibrator on the
back.

“Remote control wifi operated vibrator,” he
said.

Danny grinned broadly.

“Uh...”

Jamie flushed even more as Brian looked at
her, and then his job dropped.

“What am I missing?” Adam asked.

Brian tossed him the box. Adam looked at it,
looked at her, and then smirked.

“How uh, does it work?” Adam asked.

Danny took out his cell phone and showed
them the app.

“It's got a dozen different patterns you can
run through,” he said.

He rolled his hand over one and the
vibrations shifted making Jamie clench her teeth.

“You control the strength with this bar,” he
said,

He moved his thumb along the screen and the
vibrations suddenly intensified!

The three men all looked at her, all
grinning, except Adam, who smirked.

“She can wear it out to a show, to a
restaurant, even to work,” Danny said.

“And you can control it anywhere?”

“As long as her phone is nearby.”

“So it's going off now? I don't hear
anything.”

“I bet if you had a stethoscope you could
hear Jamie's heart pounding.”

Jamie glared at him as the men laughed.

“Bastard,” she gulped.

“You see, Jamie and I play these little
games,” Danny said. “Don't we, slave girl?”

Jamie felt a jolt at the words and kept her
lips tightly closed.

“I've taught Jamie a lot of things about how
much fun sex can be, and how much pleasure it can bring.”

He did something with his thumb on the
screen and the vibrations changed pitch. Jamie gasped and jerked
sharply.

“What did you do there?” Adam asked in
amusement.

“Changed patterns.”

“Jamie likes being my little sex slave,”
Danny said.

“I'm not your s – ah... Sex slave!” she
exclaimed.

The pattern shifted and her voice broke in
the middle of her sentence as her fingers dug into the arm of the
chair and her arm squeezed in harder against her breasts.

Danny grinned and handed the phone to Brian,
who inspected it curiously, then began to move his thumb across the
surface, altering the pattern and intensity of the vibrations. He
got up and went to the closet, then returned with the stripper pole
she herself had bought and installed in his old apartment.

He pushed aside the carpet with his foot,
pressed the bottom into the waiting receptacles in the floor, then
raised it upright. A strong pull eased the spring near the front
down, and then he pushed it up to fit neatly into the waiting
openings up top. He squatted low to lock the bar in place and then
stood up and beckoned her.

Jamie gulped and shook her head.

He grinned and briefly left the room, then
came back with a small brown, wooden box. He sat down next to her
and opened it, and Jamie's face flushed as she saw the blue felt
and the collar sitting on it. It was stainless steel, with a large
ring dangling from the front. He'd only used it once, and then sent
it away for adjustments. She hadn't seen it since.

Now he picked it up and she was aware of the
intense interest of the two men looking on as he opened it and then
leaned over and fit it around her neck.

She considered resisting but... didn't.

The collar fit perfectly around her throat,
and he closed it and then locked it, taking the key and placing it
in his pocket.

The interest of the men was even more
intense now, and she felt a bubbling, churning rush of liquid heat
swirling around inside her, all mixed up with embarrassment,
uncertainty and anxiety.

“Are you going to dance for us, sex slave?”
he asked softly.

“I'm not a – .”

She gasped, sucking in air sharply as his
hand slid into the open side of the nightie and cupped her sex.

“Spread your legs,” he ordered.

He was using that voice!

Jamie flinched and her thighs jerked apart,
then she blushed at the hunger in the eyes of the two men staring
at her.

His middle finger gently rubbed against her
and she felt her breathing getting ragged as she fought to control
herself. She stared down, blushing, then gasped as his other hand
gripped her hair and forced her head up and back.

“Are you being a bad girl, little sex
slave?” he asked.

His hand left her sex and then he lifted her
up and sat her across his lap, his other hand still firmly holding
her by the hair.

“Oh! Wait! Oh!” she gasped.

He chuckled and the other two men licked
their lips as they watched.

“Spread your legs,” he barked.

Heat rushed through her.

“Or do you want a spanking?”

She gulped and shifted her thighs apart.

“Wider.”

She shifted her thighs wider.

“Hands behind your neck.”

She moaned low in her throat, but let him
grip her hands and place them behind her neck, then jerk down to
force her back to arch.

“These seem to be awfully hard,” he said,
examining her nipples.

They were pushing out sharply against the
sheer top, and he caught one between thumb and forefinger and
rolled it slowly. Then his hand slipped under the nightie and his
finger rubbed her gently, actually stroking along the narrow
buzzing tail of the vibrator pressed against her.

“Do you think she's hot?” he asked.

“Fuck yeah!” Brian said
enthusiastically.

“Gorgeous,” Adam said.

“You see that, sex slave. These men think
you're pretty damn hot and sexy. And they like your breasts.”

She gasped as he forced her arms back
further, forcing her chest out even more. This was so outrageous!
Her heart was racing and a wild dark rush of heat was roiling her
mind!

“She has nearly perfect breasts,” he
said.

“They look pretty fuckin' nice!” Brian
growled.

“Nice rings,” Adam said, smirking.

Danny lifted her and turned to his left,
sitting her on the sofa again.

“Spread your legs wider,” he ordered.

Panting, Jamie obeyed.

He was still holding her wrists, still
forcing her head back. But now he let go.

“Don't move, slave girl.”

 


 





Chapter Six

 


 


 


 


Danny took the phone back from Brian and
Jamie gasped as he shifted to to another of the patterns, the one
he had discovered had the most intense affect on her. Then he
ramped up the intensity.

Jamie moaned, twitching and trembling, face
flushed as the heat swept up through her in greater and greater
waves.

In a sudden epiphany, she understood
something about what Danny was doing. This, like stripping, and all
the other moments he had shown her off to others, could not be more
different from her previous stolid determination to be treated as a
person, as opposed to some sort of hot, sexy girl.

She had always run away from the idea of
herself as one of 'those girls', the giggly, seductive, sexy girls
who used their bodies to get compliments and attention. Up until
him she'd dressed to look nice, but not sexy. She'd never worn high
heels, nor short skirts, nor low-cut tops. She had rarely sought to
accentuate her sexual attractiveness, especially from
strangers.

But over and over again Danny had made her
do just that, and surrounded the event with such wild raw animal
hunger, heat and pleasure that she had almost entirely abandoned
her previous reluctance. Now she was proud of her body, and of how
hot people thought she was, and didn't at all mind being looked at
and desired, even by strangers.

Not only that, but she now found it both
outrageous and exciting to be exposing herself and looked at
sexually, at least in circumstances like this. She wondered if she
was becoming an exhibitionist!

Whether she was or not that didn't mean it
couldn't also be incredibly embarrassing! She was sitting here on
the sofa with her legs spread wide out to the sides, and only the
thin strip of opaque clothe protecting her lower body. Her back was
arched, her breasts basically naked, and nothing beneath the thin
nightie!

Her legs trembled and her toes curled as
Danny rolled his thumb up and down on the screen of his phone, and
the vibrations grew suddenly intense, then eased, then grew intense
again, then eased...

“You wouldn't think a little vibrator like
that would do a lot,” Adam said.

“Well, it depends. This one presses right
against her G-spot, and then has like, a little tail that comes out
and presses against her clit,” Danny said. “I've used bigger,
harder vibrators on her before, though, and she's kind of addicted
to them. She's very responsive. Aren't you, sex slave?”

Jamie closed her eyes and dug her fingers
into the palms of her hands.

“Aren't you?” he asked.

He reached over and gripped the loose front
of the nightie, then tossed it aside. Since it was only attached to
the stitching below her breasts, and completely open at the sides,
there was nothing to hold it in place, and it easily flipped aside
to reveal everything below it.

Jamie gasped, grabbing it and pulling it
back.

“Oh niiiice,” Brian groaned.

“Are you being bad again, sex slave?” Danny
asked.

“I-I'm... not... your.... s-sex slave!” she
gasped, panting and clenching her teeth.

“See, when they get bad you have to punish
them. It's for their own good,” Danny said.

He reached over and grabbed her, then yanked
her forward, belly down, across his lap.

An instant later he flipped the rear of the
nightie up.

Crack!

“Bad girl,” he said.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“What's that?” Brian asked.

“This?”

She felt his fingers tracing over the
butt-plug.

“This is a butt-plug. She puts it in so I
can fuck her ass more easily. She's got a tight little ass.”

“She's got a gorgeous ass!” Brian said
enthusiastically.

Jamie shuddered and squealed as his hand
came down on her bottom again, delivering sharp, stinging jolts
into the fiery overflow of sensation rippling through her.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Nasty little girl,” he said.

His fingers slid along her sex and then
spread them apart, tugging the egg part of the vibrator out of her
body. Then she felt his fingers thrust into her.

“Hnngghh!” she gasped.

Her legs jerked violently and she cried
out.

“Very wet,” Danny said.

He thrust three fingers into her and twisted
them from side to side, and the orgasm exploded within her. Jamie
tried to make it less obvious, tried to keep from crying out, and
so all that emerged were a series of frantic gasps, croaks and
gurgling half-sobs as her hips rolled and bucked against his
twisting, plunging fingers.

The little vibrator was still taped to her
body, so the 'tail' part was still pressed firmly against her
clitoris, and vibrating powerfully.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

Danny slapped her bottom with one hand while
the other plunged his fingers in and out of her sopping pussy until
she went limp save for her trembling.

“Hot, horny, and very responsive. That's how
you get to be a sex slave,” Danny said, kneading her buttocks.

He slipped the egg back inside her, then
played with the controls again, and Jamie shuddered, her hips
lurching wildly.

Crack!

“Obey your master, sex slave,” he said.

Crack! Crack!

“You know what your purpose in life is.”

Crack!

“It's to please men.”

Crack!

“Especially me.”

“I can think of something I'd rather shove
up inside her than that little thing,” Adam growled.

“Can you? Well, as a matter of fact, so can
I,” Danny said.

He reached down beside the sofa and came out
with a large, and very realistic shaped dildo. It was thick, but no
more than eight inches long. He removed the vibrator egg and
pressed it against her.

Jamie moaned as she felt the hard pressure
against her sex. She felt the pressure of something grow as it
twisted and turned, pushed and eased, pushed again and eased, then
slowly stretched out her opening and pushed through the lips of her
sex.

Her heart was beating wildly and her entire
body felt overheated – not the least her face, for she knew full
well what the two men behind her were watching!

“Oh!” she gasped, as she felt the thick
dildo sliding deeper and then deeper still.

Danny forced it all the way inside her, his
fingers pressing against the base so that too disappeared inside
her, and then continuing to push against it, forcing the head even
deeper up her tight, elastic sleeve. When he felt it was wedged
deep enough inside the gasping, moaning redhead, he pushed the egg
back inside her, too.

Crack!

“Now dance for us, slut!” he ordered.

He yanked the nightie up, and since her arms
were stretched out before her, peeling it up and over them was not
overly difficult.

Jamie was naked!That reality hit her like a
hammer, and she closed her eyes briefly as another wild rush of raw
dark heat and excitement spilled through her veins. She gasped as
Danny gripped her by the hair and pulled her upright, then pushed
her off onto the floor.

“Get up there and dance, slut!” he
ordered.

Jamie cringed and burned at the same
time!

She climbed to her feet and then threw
herself against the pole, swinging around it. She moaned as the
front of her body pressed against it, and briefly ground her pussy
against the pole before leaping up and grabbing it, then swinging
around.

She could feel the big dildo jammed up
inside her, could feel the fullness and ache, along with the
vibrator's purring and buzzing. Her pulse was racing as she slid
down and around, then leapt up once more, this time with her back
to the pole. She swung her feet up and back and out to either side,
then dropped them to the floor again and arched her back.

She turned and twisted, climbed up the pole,
then clutched it with her thighs – which caused her to cry out as
that jammed her pussy and the little tail of the vibrator hard
against the steel. She dropped upside down, though, holding the
pole between her thighs.

She slid down it to the floor, then flipped
onto her belly.

“Come here, slut. Crawl to me,” Danny
ordered.

Moaning, dazed by the wall of heat
enveloping her, Jamie obeyed, and he gripped her hair, roughly,
almost violently, jerking her forward, then jerking her onto her
back to cup one of her breasts.

“Anyone want this whore to suck his cock?”
he asked casually.

“Fuck yeah!”

“Fucking right I do!”

He chuckled, then jerked her up further and
put her on the sofa on her knees, with her face down and her bottom
high. He jerked her legs apart and then fingered her briefly.

“Not just yet,” he said. “There's one thing
missing.”

He got up and left the room, leaving Jamie
alone with the two men. Two strangers. Naked, with her ass up and
legs spread, while they stared at her with hunger and lust and the
vibrator buzzed inside her.

He returned and gripped her wrists, jerking
them up and back together behind her back, and Jamie felt metal
restraints being locked around them, then locked together. Moaning,
she felt another jolt of emotion, of heat and dark, almost
masochistic heat. She cried out as he jerked sharply up and back on
her hair again, tumbling her off the sofa and onto the floor.

“Crawl over to Brian. Now, slut!”

Another dark jolt of emotion hit her, wild
embarrassment and discomfort, both at her nudity and at being
treated like... like his bitch, like a weak... female! But it was
overwhelmed by a wild, scalding heat. Panting, she wriggled across
the floor on her belly to where the big man sat.

“Would you like to see how a sex slave gives
blow jobs, Brian?” Danny asked.

“Fucking right!”

He unzipped and Jamie cried out as Danny
gripped her hair again, roughly jerking her up onto her knees. Then
he flung her forward against him, between his legs.

He was treating her... with contempt! And
that was another dark rush to Jamie! For she'd always insisted on
her dignity and equality! Yet now he was treating her like his
bitch, and darkness rolled through her!

She moaned, then licked at his cock. It
was... big, like the rest of him, and she licked up and down the
shaft, then took the head into her mouth. She sucked the head, then
bobbed up and down, two inches, four, six, eight, then swallowed it
as he cursed and moaned in pleasure.

She bobbed up and down, using her throat,
not just her lips, sucking and licking as he reached down and
gripped her hair.

Crack!

“Spread those legs, slut!”

Gasping, she obeyed, pushing her bottom back
and spreading her legs, her mind squirming as much as her body at
his crude, casual, scornful tone and behavior. She sucked and
bobbed up and down as Brian reached down and eagerly groped her
breasts.

Crack!

She gasped as something cut across her
bottom – a belt or strap.

“Suck harder, slut,” Danny growled.

She trembled with the heat inside her as she
slid her lips and mouth and throat up and down on Brian's stiff
cock

Crack! Crack! Crack!

The strap cut across her bottom, making her
gasp and flinch, but she kept sucking as Brian groaned in
pleasure.

Then she felt fingers at her dripping sex,
pulling the egg out. His fingers thrust into her, and latched onto
the base of the dildo, then slowly pulled that free as well. A
moment later, hands gripped her hips, and then a familiar cock
drove deep into her body!

She cried out at the deep penetration,
shuddering as Brian gripped her hair, as he repeatedly and roughly
kneaded one of her breasts while Danny fucked her, slapped her
bottom, and groped the other!

It was so insane! And she came, sobbing and
trembling as her hips bucked back frantically against Danny.

Brian came in her mouth and throat and
groaned as he relaxed. She raised her head, but Danny gripped her
hair as soon as Brian let go of it and then dragged her over in
front of Adam. Adam was already pulling his erection out, and he
took her hair from Danny and forced her mouth down on him.

She shuddered at the wall of heat around
her, at the outrageousness of what she was doing, of how she was
letting them treat her! It wasn't just the sex it was... treating
her so... crudely, so roughly, so insultingly! It was blowing her
mind simply because it did so much to reduce her to the status
of... a sex slave!

Danny pounded against her from behind while
Adam thrust up into her throat and jammed her head down ruthlessly.
Her mind spun, and she gasped and moaned and cried out, dazed, as
Danny slapped her bottom and Adam slapped her breast and both
called her a whore and a slut!

It was all insane! And it drove her over the
edge into another mind-blowing orgasm!

When Adam came in her mouth and Danny spent
himself inside her she was dragged across the floor by her hair.
Danny forced her to her feet, then unlinked her wrists only to lift
them up and back behind her head and behind the poll, then lock
them together again.

She shuddered, chest still heaving,
shell-shocked from the intensity of the orgasm which had blasted
through her mind and body.

Danny had a flog.

She moaned as he drew his arm back and swung
it. The two dozen slim black laces attached to the handle swept in
and down and across her breasts with a sharp, drawn-out crack as
they struck her soft, flushed skin.

“Ahh!” Danny cried.

“Slut!”

Crack!

“Ahh!”

“Whore!”

Crack!

“This is how you treat sex slaves, boys,”
Danny said.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

Jamie writhed and twisted and cried out at
the sharp, stinging little jolts of pain. Danny had used flogs on
her for months, but this was either heavier or he was swinging
harder. It hurt! But the wild heat had control of her mind, a
steamy intoxicating brew of exhibitionism, masochism and outrageous
sexual fantasy making her tremble and shake and revel in the
darkest aspects of his cruel game!

Crack! Crack! Crack!

She strained and jerked, but didn't try to
pull away. Instead she arched her back to feel the next blow, and
the next, crying out each time it struck, her back driven back
against the pole, only to have her thrust it up and out, arching
for the following.

He laughed and thrust his hand between her
legs, three fingers driving roughly up into her sopping pussy as
his thumb closed on her clitoris. In seconds she was coming, crying
out and writhing in his grasp.

He reached up and unhooked her wrist
restraints again, turning her to face the bar before locking them
together above her head.

“Want to try?”

Both men were eager to.

Adam swung first, and she cried out at the
sharp, stinging flurry of blows to her back. Again and again he
swung the flog in and made her body arch as she ground her
breastbone against the stainless steel.

Brian took it and cut across her bottom and
lower back again and again, eagerly sweeping the thin flog down
with powerful blows that made her cry out even louder at the sharp,
biting pain!

Danny put his hand in under her hip and
cupped her sex, forcing her hips out and back. Brian thrust the
dildo back into her pussy, along with the vibrator, then the two
men took turns strapping her buttocks.

Then Danny added the other vibrator, holding
it against her clitoris.

She felt the butt-plug pulled free, and then
Adam drove himself into her ass hard.

“Fuuck, yeah! This is one tight slut!” he
gasped.

“Do her hard. That's the way she likes it,”
Danny said.

He did exactly that, slapping her bottom and
jerking on her hair, chewing on her throat and roughly groping her
breasts as he rammed himself up her ass again and again before
exploding inside her.

Though not before she came twice.

Then big Brian thrust into her and she
moaned and ground herself against the vibrator and Danny's fingers
as his bigger cock rammed up into her again and again until he was
spent.

The men high-fived each other, and then
finished their beer, leaving Jamie on her knees, arms still around
the pole, dazed, sore, and mind-blasted.

Danny saw the two men out, and then looked
down at her. He unlocked the wrist restraints from around the pole
and locked them together behind her back, He then wrapped her hair
carefully around his fist and wrist, and moved.

Dragging her bodily across the floor by the
hair.

Danny yelped and cried out and tried to get
her feet under her to ease the pull, but he didn't allow her the
opportunity. He dragged her all the way down the hall and then into
the bathroom. Then he dropped her and put his foot against her
cheek, pressing her head to the floor.

“Lick, slut!”

Panting, moaning, she licked at the sole of
his foot while he glowered down at her. He was so... realistically
angry looking Jamie was wondering if she had done something wrong,
if all his 'anger' and contempt so far was out of fury at her for
some unknown mistake she'd made or he thought she'd made.

He ran a bath, filling the big soaker tub,
then stripped. He bent and picked her up by the hair, lifted her
enough to get his arms under her and then lifted her into his arms.
He stepped into the tub and sat down with her sitting atop him.

He pulled her head back against his
shoulders, then with sudden gentleness, his hands began to
delicately caress her breasts while he rained soft kisses on her
head, her cheek, her neck and shoulder.

“Game's over,” he whispered.

His hands spent long minutes gliding softly
over her flesh, above and below the water, with the soapy water
removing just about any friction. He pulled her in under his arm
and turned, then began to slide his lips over hers, passionate but
gentle.

He soaped her up and rinsed her off, then
lifted her out of the tub and sat her on the counter. There he
dried her, including blow drying her hair.

By then Jamie had come out of the dazed
state the experience had put her into sufficiently to glare at
him.

He cupped her chin and kissed her on the
lips, then eased back.

“How did the … way I talked about you and
the rough way I treated you affect you?” he asked. “It looked like
it worked nicely.”

“You mean calling me a whore and a slut in a
nasty voice and yanking my hair as if you were going to pull it out
of my scalp?

“Yes, that.”

“Am I some kind of big psychological
experiment to you?”

“Baldly put but isn't that how all couples
learn to assess each others reaction to various sexual
techniques?”

“Cursing at me and treating me like...”

“A cheap whore?”

“Is a sexual technique?”

“Yes. Because you're anything but and we
both know it. Because you've never been one. If you actually were a
whore that would be pointless. But you know you're not. And, I
hope, you know I don't think you are. So you'd know it was part of
my little playacting.”

“Who the fuck were those two!?”

He grinned. “I work with them.”

“On your undercover assignment?”

“No, at ATF. They're not bad actors either.
But then you have to be a fairly good actor in this business.”

She shook her head.

“I told you before I wouldn't let anyone
touch you I didn't know, didn't trust, and wasn't sure was
clean.”

“Speaking of clean,” he said. “I'm all
clean.”

He lifted her off him, stood up, and picked
up the little hand shower to spray against his groin, then stood
before her and pulled her face I against his cock.

Jamie moaned and started to lick and suck.
It took very little effort to get him hard. He fucked her throat,
slowly, almost gently, the full length of his wet cock sliding
smoothly up and down inside her.

He halted and then pulled the plug, lifting
her and spraying them both with warm water to rinse them off. Wet,
he lifted her out of the tub and set her on the edge of the
counter. He spread her legs and slid into her, then picked her up
in his arms again.

Jamie gasped, her legs sliding around him
and her arms going over his shoulders as he carried her from the
bathroom. Then, with him still hard and thick and buried inside
her, he set her down on the bed, coming down atop her.

This sex was slow and gentle – at least at
first, and much extended over what had happened previously. It
finished up with him riving her over the edge into another series
of gut-wrenching orgasms, though, and both of them falling asleep
arm in arm.
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“You look more than a little distracted,”
Cruz said.

Jamie started and then made a face.

They were parked half a block up from Grand
Central Station. It was just after five, and the place was jammed
with commuters. Grand Central had three incoming subway lines and
five or six dozen outgoing train lines – all underground, taking
commuters out to the far reaches of New York and the surrounding
communities.

She hesitated, wondering why she felt an
urge to tell the woman all that had transpired. There was no way
she was going to, of course. Cruz's respect was important to her,
and she was fairly sure the woman would not understand. On the
other hand, the urge to... interest her... was strong.

“Uhm, I was waiting for my boyfriend to come
home last night a little after midnight, wearing a nightie and
holding a couple of glasses of wine.

“How romantic.”

“Until he walked in with two guys in
tow.”

Cruz laughed. “Spoiled your plans.”

“I haven't described the nightie.”

Cruz turned and grinned. “Do tell.”

“Lilac, very thin. Think of a sheer band
around the chest...”

Cruz's eyes widened.

With opaque panels attached to the bottom
front and back, going down to a little below my butt. Not joined at
the sides.”

“Not...”

“Slit up to here,” Jamie said, touching the
side of her chest.

“Wow! Uh...sheer?”

“Completely. The part over my breasts
anyway.”

Cruz snickered and shook her head.

“I guess you made a good impression on
them.”

“Yeah.”

“What did Danny do?”

“Laughed, of course.”

“Of course.”

“What did you do?”

“I did not run screaming into the bedroom,
even though that was what I wanted to do. I kind of casually draped
my arm across my chest, told them I hadn't expected Danny to bring
guests at midnight – without telling me, and then said I would go
and put something on. They all told me not to bother, of
course.”

“Of course. Well, if it's any consolation –
.”

“Don't.”

“Don't what?”

“Don't tell me the same thing Danny did,
that I have a great body and so I shouldn't be at all embarrassed
or self-conscious.”

Cruz grinned. “You do have a great bod.”

“And I look great in lilac,” Jamie said.

Cruz laughed.

“Well, you don't strike me as the type to
embarrass easily. And didn't you make the point it didn't bother
you having those creeps pull your pants down?”

“I'm not easily embarrassed but there are
limits. And... it depends on the situation. I mean, I could go
topless on a beach in Rio, say, because everyone is doing it. But
going topless – or as much as – in front of two strangers in my
living room is ...”

“I understand even though that makes no damn
sense. But I do understand. We're taught since we're little girls
to never show anyone our girl parts.”

“Men seem much less bothered by nudity.”

“Depending on what shape they're in.”

“I suppose that's true.”

The MTA police were theoretically in charge
of the Grand Central Terminal, among other places, but there a
grand total of about forty of them. So the NYPD kept an eye on the
place, too. But Jamie noticed something going on out of the corner
of her eye and turned to look up the street.

“What's going on over there?” she asked.

Cruz turned in that direction too.

Several people had come running out of the
building across from Grand Central, and they didn't look like
joggers or commuters late for a train. They looked like they were
running from something.

Cruz started the engine, and eased away from
the curb.

“Lights,” she said.

Jamie flicked on the light bars as Cruz
turned slowly into traffic and made a left onto 42nd street. They
moved half a block up, and several people waved frantically at them
from the sidewalk. Cruz turned into eastbound traffic, crossed two
lanes of traffic and pulled up in front of Cipriani's.

A very small, slim man ran up to the drivers
door, face flushed.

“There's a crazy man with a knife inside!”
he shouted.

Jamie picked up the radio and called it in
as Cruz got out. She quickly followed and caught up to her by the
time she reached the huge main doors.

Cipriani's was in the lobby of what had once
been the Bowery Bank, back in the day when they did things up big.
It was built like a cathedral to money. The lobby was immense; over
15,000 square feet, with marble floors, and thirty foot high
pillars against the walls. The ceiling contained a golden dome
sixty five feet above the floor.

The center of the former bank lobby now held
an Italian restaurant, and was often rented out for special events,
including everything from weddings and bar mitzvahs to various
performance artists and musical events.

Just then it was set up as merely a
restaurant, and had a well-dressed crowd at the walnut tables. And
then there was the guy with the knife.

Not well-dressed. He was wearing shorts and
a dirty t-shirt. He looked to be about six and a half feet tall,
but as skinny as a beanpole, with long, scraggly brown hair and
thick glasses. He was holding a small knife out at the diners, who
sat staring at him in appalled fascination as he shouted about the
rise of socialism and how they were all going to be eaten.

“Eat the rich is not symbolic!” he screamed.
“It will happen! You will be eaten by the destitute masses you have
tyrannized and stolen from and murdered! They will flood into your
palaces like a legion of starving wolves and will not be stopped!
You will all die and your corpses will be consumed to feed the –
.”

“Hey, buddy,” Cruz said. “Police. Suppose
you come with us and we'll talk.”

He turned and saw her pushing her shirt
aside and pulling out her tazer and he screamed and ran in among
the diners – who also screamed and ran.

Cruz headed in after him while Jamie jumped
onto an empty chair, then onto the big half empty table and dropped
into a different aisle with less people scurrying around

“I am a representative of the people!” he
shrieked as he bowled over a fat woman in a yellow dress and then
jumped over the low teak wall that divided the restaurant from the
rest of the lobby. Jamie jumped over after him and they ran through
a large doorway and then leapt down wide marble stairs as she
followed.

She took the stairs four at a time, but so
did he, and then emerged in a long corridor full of crowds. He
started shrieking, which tended to cause people to move out of his
way, and then stop dead and stare after him – getting in Jamie's
way.

“Make a hole! Make a hole! Police!” she
shouted.

She almost lost sight of him but was able to
follow all the staring faces, and hear him shrieking up ahead. They
turned and went down a flight of stairs, popping out in another
long corridor full of people. Jamie had no idea where they even
were until she started hearing train announcements.

She spotted him up ahead and closed the gap
during a period where the floor was open, but he turned and
disappeared.

“1445A to 1445B, what is your location?” she
heard in her earpiece.

Jamie had no idea so didn't bother trying to
answer.

She followed and arrived at the top of a
pair of escalators to see him sliding down the metal divider
between the escalators.

His shrieks turned to cries of pain as he
ran across the raised spokes designed to stop people from doing
just that, and he wound up tumbling ass over end down the remainder
of the way to the floor below.

Jamie decided to take the stairs.

There weren't many doing it and she was able
to get around those who were, only to find he'd pulled himself to
his feet and was still going, running off into the distances.

“1445A to 1445B,” she heard in her earpiece
again. “What is your location!?”




She dodged in and out around the crowd as
she raced after him, and reached back to grab her radio. He turned
another corner ahead and she jumped over some turnstiles. She
jumped over after him and ran into a fat man, stumbled, then caught
herself and kept going.

“We're in Grand Central Station!” she
shouted into the radio.

She ran after him, around a corner, and then
out into a huge open area. She lost track of him among the crowd
and slowed.

“Where in Grand Central!?” Cruz
demanded.

“Near the trains!” she replied.

Then she spotted him further up ahead,
pushing past a woman and getting onto a train! She sped up, but the
doors slid closed, and the train started to move just as she
reached it. She jumped from the platform onto the rear deck of the
last car just as it passed, grabbed the door handle, and pushed the
door open.

She stopped inside, closing the door behind
her and half falling against it as she struggled to catch her
breath and the people inside turned to stare at her.

“I'm on a train!” she said breathlessly to
the radio.

There was no reply.”1445B to 1445A,” she
said.

There was still no answer. She looked out
the window and saw the train had entered a tunnel.

She changed the channel and tried to contact
NYPD radio, but she wasn't getting any reception down here.

She tsked and reached under her jersey,
putting her hand on her gun, then reconsidered. She pulled her
lanyard out and let her badge dangle on her chest first, then took
out her folded baton and snapped it open. That drew a lot of stares
too as she moved warily forward into the car.

She moved forward slowly because of the
crowd. She didn't think the string bean was someone who could hide
among people very well but she couldn't take chances. She reached
the end of the car, opened the door, and stepped into the next
car.

“Excuse me. Excuse me,” she said much of the
way through the car, edging people aside.

She reached the end and stepped through onto
the narrow platform between cars, then closed the door, and opened
the next door on the next car. Every car she entered drew stares
the whole way through.

Jamie paused, looking out the window into
the next car. Then she remembered her radio.

She stopped and tried the again. But they
were probably beneath the East River and she got no reception.

She continued forward and they came out of
the tunnel and pulled into a station but to the dismay of some of
the people in her car, not to mention the evident surprise of the
people waiting at the station, they didn't stop.

“Hey! Why aren't we stopping?” someone
said.

“We should stop here!”

“This is my stop!”

The train kept going, and pulled out of the
tunnel and out into the open air. Jamie grabbed at her radio.

“1445B to central.”

“Central 1445B state location.”

“Location? I'm on a subway train is my
location.”

She turned and looked at the closest
passengers.

“Hey, what train is this?”

“It's the Flushing Express. But it was
supposed to stop at Vernon Boulevard!”

“Central I'm on the Flushing Express,” she
said.

“The 7,” someone said.

“The Seven, Central. Suspect is on the train
with me ahead somewhere. It'd be nice to stop the train before we
get all the way to Flushing...”

“Stand by 1445B.”

“We should have stopped there,” several
people were still saying.

She opened the door and stepped through,
then stepped into the next car along the way, where passengers were
also starting to get animated about the lack of a stop.

“1445B do you know where your train is?” the
radio asked.

“We just passed through Vernon Boulevard and
didn't stop like we should have,” she said.

They train was riding on elevated tracks
now, and picking up speed. They came to another station and passed
right on through, and more people were shouting and looking
agitated.

“That was Hunters Point! Why aren't we
stopping!?”

“1445B, we just went through Hunters Point
station without stopping,” she said.

Jamie was starting to get a bad feeling
about this. It could, of course, be coincidence, but then again, it
might not be. She pushed through the strap-hangers with less care,
making her way through the next several cars.

“1445B MTA has lost communications with your
train,” Central said.

Well that was just peachy!

Jamie turned and pulled open the door at the
end of the car, then stepped through and closed it behind her. She
stepped through the next door into the next car and moved up faster
than she had the others, because she was getting a very bad feeling
in her gut.

Here too she noticed a lot of confusion and
unhappiness from the commuters. They rode this train every day,
twice a day, and they would know where it should be stopping.

“Did they change the express?!” someone
demanded.

“We're going too fast!” someone else said in
alarm.

Jamie shoved her way through the next car,
ordering people out of her way in less than polite language. She
opened another door and could see ahead of her that the people in
the next car were even more agitated.

They whizzed through another station, the
wheels making a lot of noise as they screeched around a turn, and
she found genuine alarm and fear in the next car, and people
pushing their way back towards her from the front.

“Move the fuck out of my way!” she shouted,
forcing her way through. “Make a hole!”

There were far less people towards the front
of the train, where she found several men at the door to the
conductor's compartment along with the conductor, a short middle
aged black man.

“Police! What's going on?” She demanded.

Everyone started talking at once then
stopped as the conductor moved in.

“Some nut came into the compartment, shoved
a knife under my face and then threw me out!”

“Someone hijacked the train!” another of the
men there yelled.

“Shit! You can't get the door open?”

“He's locked it! And we're going way too
fast! He pushed the throttle forward! If we don't slow down we're
gonna go right off the damn rails!”

Given it was an elevated train that didn't
sound like a very good thing to Jamie.

She stared at the door and quickly
considered her options. It was possible to shoot a lock off, though
in most cases the fragments would wind up ricocheting around and
hitting you. And you'd need multiple rounds. A shotgun would do the
job, but usually you used that to shoot the hinges.

“Fuck!” she said.

She opened the door at the nose of the car
and stepped through onto the little platform, then leaned over to
see the string-bean there behind the controls. He gave her the
finger.

Jamie pulled her Glock out and pointed it at
him and his eyes went wide, then he ducked down below the controls.
She shot into the glass half a dozen times, then half a dozen more,
trying to angle the gun upward so the bullets went through the roof
of the car instead of through the conductors compartment wall at
the commuters behind.

She stuffed the gun back into her holster
and took out the baton then began hammering at the starred glass.
She was able to make a big enough hole she leaned her upper body in
and was able to see him crouching.

“Hey, asshole! Open the fucking door or I'll
shoot you!” she shouted.

He looked up at her and squealed, but
couldn't hide. He finally stood up, but back from the window.

“You can't hurt me! I'm superman!” he
shouted.

She took out her Glock and aimed it at his
crotch.

“I'm gonna shoot your dick off in ten
seconds!”

His eyes bulged and he threw himself at the
door. Jamie pulled her upper body back through the window as the
conductor rushed in, and then chased the string bean back into the
car. He couldn't get far because of the crowd.

She grabbed him from behind and he started
to scream again as she swung him around and threw him across the
back of an empty seat. He tumbled over, head-first, which
interrupted his screaming. She jumped on him and he started to
scream again until she brought her knee down onto his crotch.

That made him go “Urk!” and weakened his
resistance as she rolled him onto his belly, and with a quick jab
to the ribs, she got his right arm pulled up behind him, pinned it
with her knee, and cuffed it, then pulled his other arm around and
cuffed it, as well.

She stopped, at last, to take a breath, and
looked up at all the wide-eyed commuters staring at them.

“And you thought your commute was boring,
huh,” she said.

She fished her radio out again.

“Central, 1445B. Suspect in custody. Will
need transport at the next station.”

“Hey, what's the next station!' she called
to the conductor.

He poked his head briefly out of the open
door of his cabin.

“We're gonna stop at Queens Plaza,” he
said.

“Central, will need transport at Queens
Plaza,” she said into the radio.

She started searching the guy, but didn't
find a knife. Nor any ID.

The train was slowing and stopping, and she
turned to the commuters.

“You might as well all get off here. This
train isn't gonna be going anywhere for a while now and I doubt
it's going to be in service again till they can repair the window
back at the garage.”

“You're goddamn right it won't!” the
conductor called from his cabin.

As soon as the doors opened several uniforms
came in from the 108th precinct, and she was able to let
them grab her suspect while she went into the cabin to look for the
knife.

“You see a knife around anywhere?” she
asked.

He pointed silently at the floor, and she
bent, then hesitated.

She stepped back out.

“Anyone got plastic gloves or an evidence
bag?” she asked.

A sergeant had just come in and he came
over. She let him pick up the knife and put it into a bag.

“Who fired through the window?” he
asked.

“That would be me,” she replied.

“You didn't call a shots fired.”

“Well... it was my shots, and things were a
little hectic. I was outside the train at the time and it was going
kind of fast.”

His eyes widened. “Holy shit!” he said.

He shook his head and called in a shooting
team, while she showed him where she'd been standing and how she'd
angled the shots up.

Then a lieutenant arrived, followed by a
captain. Hijacked trains were apparently a big deal in Queens, even
if it was more or less a joyride by a nut. A big shot from the MTA
arrived, then.

“We gotta move this train onto another
track! It's fucking up the whole line!” he said.

People were piling up at the station, so the
Captain agreed, but she had to go with the train to the nearest
train yard in Ridgewood. Then she had to wait for the shooting
team, then go over what had happened with them, just like she'd
done with the sergeant, the lieutenant and the captain. They
thought it was a lot funnier than the captain had.
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Cruz, on the other hand, wasn't at all
amused when she finally got there.

“Never run off without telling me where you
are!” she said as soon as they were alone.

“I didn't know where the fuck I was!” she
exclaimed. “I was in a tunnel of some kind, some sort of corridor,
heading for I had no fucking idea while I dodged in and out around
a pile of people. I didn't even know that building connected with
Grand Central Station. As soon as I could I answered, then we were
in a tunnel and under the river and my radio wouldn't work.”

Cruz shook her head angrily.

“We were looking all over Grand Central for
you. We had no idea you'd gotten onto a train!”

“I jumped on the rear while it was pulling
out.”

Cruz stared at her in disbelief.

“He got through the doors just as they were
closing, so I – .”

“You jumped on the back of a moving
train!?”

“It was barely moving! I practically stepped
off the ledge onto it.”

“Oh, so it's not like if you missed you
would have fallen onto the tracks and maybe touched a third rail or
something, right?”

“Honest, it was really, easy!”

“This guy was just a wack job! You shouldn't
place yourself in danger to grab a wack job!”

“Yeah but on the other hand the wack job
hijacked the train and if I hadn't gotten on it he might have run
it off the elevated tracks. He had it moving pretty freaking
fast!”

Cruz sighed. “Okay, I'll give you that.
Everything worked out. It was a good thing you were on the train.
But you shouldn't have jumped onto the fucking train! This is not a
TV show!”

“It won't happen again. I promise.”

Cruz's eyes narrowed.

“I mean, what are the odds...?”

“Girl, if you weren't so tall I'd kick your
ass!”

“You wuv me, Ewena,“ Jamie said with a
grin.

Cruz scowled. “Oh you're asking for it,
girl!”

“Well, I can have Danny try to spank me when
I get home if that'll help.”

Cruz snorted.

“He usually gets distracted, though. I can't
imagine why.”

Crack!

Jamie yelped and stumbled at the hard slap
to her rear Cruz delivered.

“Don't try me, girl. I'm small but I'm
mean,” the woman growled, pointing a finger at her.

“But I'm a bad-tempered redhead,” Jamie
said, eyes narrowing.

Cruz snorted and gestured for her to follow
her to the car.

“I haven't seen any sign of this alleged bad
temper, white girl.”

“People haven't annoyed me,” she said as she
followed.

It was a little... odd getting smacked by
Cruz. On the one hand it could just be a basic smack. On the other
hand, well, she'd sensed odd things coming from Cruz almost since
they'd met. And, maybe because of the nipple rings, a lot of the
lesbians at Midtown-North had seemed, in their teasing, to assume
she'd be a bottom to their top.

Jamie had once worried if she was giving off
some kind of weird, subliminal signal to people that she was a
sexual submissive. And now here was Cruz smacking her ass. Jamie
reminded herself that most people didn't interpret a smack on the
ass from an allegedly straight woman as at all sexual in nature.
But then, most people didn't regularly get their ass smacked by
people who then fucked their brains out.

What was more she was feeling hyper after
the action packed evening, and hyper, with Jamie, always went with
sexual.

Cruz tossed t he keys to her.

“You drive.”

“You trust me to drive? Wow, thanks,
mom.”

“You're pushing again, bitch. I'm like five
years older than you.”

“And yet, you're so little,” Jamie said with
a smirk.

She started the car and then looked
around.

“Where the hell do I go? I don't know Queens
that well.”

Cruz punched in something to the GPS.

“Just follow that,” she said.

Jamie shrugged and turned left.

“Now, did I not tell you to be a little more
safety conscious after the last stupid damn thing you did?”

“I don't think I ever did a stupid damn
thing.”

“You know what I'm talking about, girl.”

“Oh that. I didn't think getting my pants
pulled down was that big a danger.”

“The NYPD doesn't pay patrol officers to
think. The department pays them to do what their superiors tell
them.”

Jamie sighed.

“And that's me.”

Jamie pursed her lips, considering whether
she could get away with saying something snotty.

“Don't even think it, Red.”

“What? I wasn't thinking anything bad!
You're paranoid!”

“And you have too big an ego.”

“Well, you know what they say. It's hard to
be humble when you're perfect in every way.”

“Turn in there.”

Jamie frowned then saw the NYPD logo on a
wall that bordered an open gate. She drove through into an empty
parking lot behind a stone building.

“Where the fuck is this?” she asked, looking
around.

The tazers carried by supervisors fired two
tiny needles attached to wires. But they could also be used by
simply pressing the gun against a person without firing the
needles. She cried out as Cruz zapped her in the side, temporarily
stunning her.

The slender woman jerked her forward across
the center console, and quickly pulled her hand in behind her back
to cuff. A moment later she pulled the other arm back behind her
and cuffed them together, then lifted Jamie back up so she was
sitting there, gasping and trying to recover.

Cruz sat there smugly, examining her nails,
until Jamie was able to think straight, and then speak
straight.

“Wh... what... what the... fuck!?” she
gasped.

“Black belt didn't do you much good, did it,
girl?” Cruz asked smugly.

“A-Are you crazy!?” Jamie gasped, still
trembling.

“Nope. I'm demonstrating something; that you
aren't fucking invincible. That you're as fragile as anyone else.
That you don't have eyes in the side of your head, never mind the
back of your head, and that anyone can get the drop on you and
leave you helpless.”

She grabbed the front of her baseball jersey
and jerked her sharply around so she half fell across the center
console again, this time glowering at her, with her face inches
away.

“You are not fucking super girl!” she
shouted.

She shook her by the scruff of the neck and
Jamie's head wobbled.

“Do you hear me?!” she demanded.

“Y-Yes!” Jamie gasped. “Fuck!”

Cruz shoved her back against the seat back
and released her.

“I only gave you like a one second jolt,
baby. I didn't want you being a pile of goo.”

“Fuck!”

“Watch your language. There's a lady
present.”

Jamie gulped in ragged breaths of air.

“That fucking hurts!”

“Wimp. Doesn't hurt as bad as getting a
baseball bat to the back of the head.”

“You little bitch!”

“I'd watch my language if I was handcuffed
and at the mercy of someone as mean as me.”

Jamie pulled her wrists against the
handcuffs, her breathing starting to steady.

“When you uncuff me I'm gonna take that stun
gun and shove it up – .”

Cruz leaned over and grabbed her hair,
jerking her head back. Since Jamie had never adjusted the headrest
it was still set at minimum height, and her head was forced halfway
across it as Cruz held the stun gun threateningly before her.

“Where?” Cruz asked in a low purring
voice.

“Uh.... uh...nothing,” Jamie gulped.

Cruz eased her grip on Jamie's hair but
didn't release it.

“Maybe... here?” Cruz asked, pushing the
stung gun directly into Jamie's crotch.

Jamie gulped.

“Was that where you were thinking?”

“Uh... no, Sergeant!” Jamie gulped.

Cruz ground the thing into her.

“You...sure?”

“I'm sure!”

“Spread your legs.”

Jamie stared at her in shock, and Cruz
ground it in harder.

“Spread your legs!”

Jamie gulped and spread her legs wide.

“Hmmm, it appears I have you completely at
my mercy. I could do anything to your hot, sexy body, couldn't I?
Sure you don't want to show me how big your muscles are?”

“I... never said I had big muscles,” Jamie
gulped.

“Hmmm.”

Cruz released her hair, then let her hand
drop to the buttons low on her baseball jersey.

“Wh-what are you doing!?” Jamie gulped.

Cruz exposed her midriff and then raised the
stun gun, sliding it up and down the bare skin of her abdomen.

“Nice, firm belly. I can feel the muscles
there. I bet a little high voltage would set them jumping.”

“E-Elena,” Jamie gulped.

“That's Ms. Cruz or Sergeant,” Cruz
growled.

She unbuttoned the shirt up to the top and
let it come apart, while letting the stun gun slide up and down
Jamie's bare skin.

Jamie gulped anxiously, confused, but
feeling, along with a sense of wariness, a growing sense of...
anticipation. She wasn't sure where Cruz was going with this, but
it seemed more than just teaching her to be more careful. And she
wondered if Cruz was going to prove those vibes Jamie had been
getting off her were correct!

“What a pretty bra?” the woman said.

She slid her fingers under the elastic
bottom of Jamie's athletic bra, pulled sharply out and up, letting
the fabric then bunch up above her now bare breasts.

“Now I wonder how those nipple rings would
react to electricity,” she said, pressing the stun gun against
one.

“Don't!”

Cruz raised an eyebrow.

“Don't you mean, don't... please?”

“Don't please,” Jamie gulped.

Cruz slid the tip of the gun back and forth
over Jamie's breasts.

“Arrogant bitch. Most girls would wear
studs. But you wear rings like you don't care who notices.”

“I-I wear clothes that hide them,” Jamie
gulped.

Cruz snorted, then slipped her small finger
through one of the rings and pulled gently up and out, stretching
her nipple until Jamie gasped at the sharp sting.

“And yet everyone has seen them.”

“That's not my fault!”

“Ha.”

Cruz drew the stun gun back and put it into
her holster, then, smirking, got out of the car and walked around
to the drivers door. She opened it, reached in and took Jamie by
the arm, and pulled her out.

“What are you doing? Where are we?” Jamie
gulped, looking around anxiously.

Being handcuffed, having her breasts
exposed, had all instantly filled her with a dark sexual hunger –
as if her subconscious, to say nothing of her body had simply been
conditioned to expect heat and pleasure.

“This is the old precinct house,” Cruz said.
“We moved two years ago. I was on the desk and I had a key. I still
have it.”

She led Jamie up to the rear steel door and
unlocked it, then pulled her inside. It was pitch black, but the
power still worked, and Cruz flipped on a light switch as the door
closed behind them.

“This used to be the booking area,” Cruz
said, leading her down a linoleum floored hall, then into a wider
area with a counter. She shifted her grip from Jamie's arm to her
hair, tightening her fist and using it to force her to bend over a
low counter.

This too was so much like the kinds of wild,
thrilling experiences she'd had since meeting Danny that a rush of
heat spilled through Jamie's veins!

“Now then. I recall on two previous
occasions you've suggested that if I was in any way dissatisfied
with your performance that a spanking might be the appropriate
punishment.”

“I did not!” Jamie exclaimed.

Crack! Cruz slapped her bottom
sharply.

“You calling me a liar, girl?”

“Ow!”

She felt the woman's fingers slide under the
waistband of her loose khakis, and then tug sharply. Her pants and
panties slid over her buttocks and down her legs, and she flushed
hotly as Cruz stood behind her, looking down.

“Hmmm. That really is a nice butt,” Cruz
said. “I can see why you're so proud of it.”

“I-I'm not!” Jamie gasped, flushed.

She was... embarrassed, and anxious, but she
was too much a creature of months and months of wild sexual games
of submission and domination to not feel a raw pulse of heat as she
was exposed to the woman's eyes.

“Oh, you are such a little liar.”

“Wh-what are you doing?” Jamie gulped as
Cruz slid the belt out of her trousers.

“Hitting your butt makes my hand sting. Why
should I do that?”

“But – .”

Crack!

Cruz doubled the belt and swung it down
against Jamie's ass. It hit with a sharp, stinging jolt of
pain.

“Ow!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Oh! Elena!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

Jamie yelped and moaned and then tried to
kick out at the woman, but with her pants around her ankles that
was hopeless.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ow! That hurts!” she cried.

“It's supposed to hurt, bitch!”

Crack!

“Now are you sorry for being such an
arrogant bitch?”

“I'm not arrogant!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Don't contradict your fucking supervisor,
bitch!”

Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Shit! Oh!”

Cruz halted and Jamie gulped in air as she
felt her hand sliding over her buttocks.

“Such nice soft skin. Starting to get warm
now.”

Her hand slid lower and Jamie gasped as she
cupped her sex gently.

“Girl, this is one nice, neat, tidy looking
pussy,” Cruz said admiringly.

Jamie felt her fingers sliding along the
lips of her sex and spreading them open and caressing them.

“I bet you got your pussy lasered, didn't
you.”

Jamie gasped as the woman's fingers found
her clitoris and brushed across it

Crack!

“Didn't you?”

“Y-Yes!” Jamie gasped.

Crack!

“That's yes, Ms. Cruz.”

“Yes, M-Ms. Cruz!” Jamie gasped.

Jamie felt the lips of her sex spread wider
as Cruz slipped her fingers into her.

“Nice and tight,” Cruz said.

Jamie gasped as Cruz tugged on her hair and
then let her fingers push deep into her body. She moaned as her
head was forced up and back, but her bare breasts were held tightly
against the rough surface of the table. Yet this was also very much
akin to the sorts of things which Danny and others had led her
through of late, things which always ended in intense orgasms!

That filled her with a swirling, churning
sense of anticipation and excitement, making it impossible to even
object as Cruz fondled and stroked her!

Cruz pressed her fingers down against the
front wall of Jamie's sex, stroking and rubbing in an odd way Jamie
had never felt before, with the two fingers working independently.
At the same time, her thumb pressed up against Jamie's clitoris,
alternately rubbing from side to side, and flicking her thumb
upward to let her nail rasp across it.

“Now let me explain a few rules to you,”
Cruz said.

She let go of Jamie's hair and picked up the
belt, then slashed it across her bottom.

Crack!

“I am the sergeant.”

Crack!

“I require a certain level of respect.”

Crack!

“And obedience.”

Crack!

“When I tell you to do something.”

Crack!

“You do it.”

Crack!

“Understood?”

“Y-Yes, Sergeant Cruz!” Jamie gasped.

Cruz dropped low and pulled Jamie's legs out
of her pants legs, then forced her legs wide. A moment later Jamie
felt her mouth on her sex and shuddered as the woman began to suck
hard and rhythmically against her clitoris!

Then she felt two fingers thrusting into
her, then three, twisting and turning until she felt herself
stretched even wider, by four!

Cruz began licking fast and hard, and Jamie
shuddered, spasms running through her body as a swirling, burning
heat roiled her mind.

“You sure are wet, girl,” Cruz said, her
fingers twisting and turning inside her.

She stood up, then slid her fingers out of
Jamie.

Jamie, gasping and panting as her legs
trembled, turned her head slightly to see the woman with a small
plastic bottle of something she squeezed into her right hand. Then
that hand returned to caressing the outside of Jamie's sex. Only
now it was very slippery.

Jamie moaned as two, then three fingers
pushed into her.

“You see, girl, riding around with you for
the last month has made me realize more than a few things about you
that you probably didn't know you were letting out.”

Jamie gasped as a fourth finger pushed into
her, while Cruz gripped her hair and wound it around her fist.

“First, you really enjoy being looked at, by
both men and women.”

She jerked back on Jamie's hair.

“Ahh!” Jamie gasped.

“Second, you know very well just how hot you
are.”

Jamie moaned as she felt her opening
stretching wider and wider, as the woman's four fingers twisted and
turned, pushing forward and then slid back.

“Third, the kinds of pictures which have
gotten out about you should have been humiliating. But you don't
care at all. That tells me you're used to people seeing you naked
or nearly naked.”

Jamie began to pant helplessly, gasping and
rolling her hips as she felt Cruz pushing forward, not just with
four fingers, but five.

“Fourth, you got a lasered pussy and two
very obvious nipple rings you don't care who knows about.”

'Oh! Oh! Wait! Oh!”

She felt the knuckles of Cruz' hand slowly
forced through the straining lips of her sex, then the heel of her
hand. Her aching opening narrowed as Cruz' entire hand passed into
her, clinging to her wrist as that hand turned from side to
side.

“Fifth, you joke about things like being
spanked or strapped or Danny punishing you a lot. I don't think
that's coming from nowhere. I think you're a girl who likes getting
spanked.”

“Fuck! Fuck! Oh!” Jamie moaned as the
woman's hand slid deeper.

“Nice and tight and warm in here,” Cruz
said.

“Sixth, on more than a few occasions I've
noticed red marks around your wrists consistent with being tied up,
or pulling hard against some kind of restraints or straps.”

She released Jamie's hair and slapped her
bottom sharply.

“Seven, you flirt with me. You tease me. You
pretend it's pretend, but I don't think so.”

Her hand twisted from side to side inside
Jamie as she kicked her legs wider apart.

“You're right that twenty seven is only five
years up on your twenty-two. But that's a big five years as far as
maturity goes. Not to mention experience, and being able to read
people.”

“Ahh!” Jamie cried as Cruz picked up the
strap and lashed her bottom while thrusting her hand deeper!

She felt the woman's questing fingers
brushing the back wall of her sex.

“And what I see in you is a very hot, sexy
young woman who is living the life and wallowing in the pleasures
of the flesh, as my old padre would put it.”

Jamie felt her fingers drawing back into the
palm of her hand to form a small, hard fist inside her abdomen.
That fist turned slowly one way, then the other, then faster,
angling up, then down.

“So I decided that a hot little bondage slut
like you needs a different approach from me as your
supervisor.”

“Ungh!” Jamie cried as the woman thrust her
fist in hard.

“It requires a heavier hand, so to
speak.”

Cruz slid her hand back an inch, and Jamie
felt the way her taut opening clung to the woman's arm. Then she
thrust the fist forward again, grinding her knuckles against the
back wall of her sex!

“Oh! Oh God! Please!” she gasped.

Cruz wound her hair around her fist again
and jerked back, then started to work her fist in and out in time
to sharp pulls on her hair.

“Come for me, you bondage slut!” Cruz
growled. “Come on my fist!”

Jamie's cries rose in volume as her body
jerked in and out, her breasts grinding across the rough tabletop
as Cruz's fist slid up and down inside her! Her mind was swept by
wave after wave of dark, outraged heat and the kind of masochistic
pleasure Danny had succeeded in conditioning her to revel in!

The orgasm exploded with stunning intensity,
taking her breath away and reducing her to helpless, gurgling gasps
and shuddering sobs of pleasure as her hips bucked back against the
hard fist thrusting into her!

She felt an incredible rush of wild dark
heat and pleasure every time she pushed herself back and felt that
fist sliding up through the tight, clinging walls of her sex. Then
as it hit the bottom came a dull, delicious ache as she ground
herself against it!

She felt herself spasming around it, felt
the intensity of the sexual high grow ever greater, and then the
peak stunned her and left her dazed as Cruz slowed her movements,
slowly rotating her fist inside her and releasing her hair.

“Hot, redheaded slut,” Cruz said, her voice
a low purr.

Her other hand slid up Jamie's side and in
along her chest to squeeze her breast.

“You and me are going to have some fun
together.”
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Jamie was thankful Danny was busy on
something that night. Cruz dropped her off at her own house
instead, giving her a smug, superior look that chastened the
younger woman. She wasn't used to being dominated by other women,
especially without Danny's help.

Victoria Bryant did it, and Jamie had gotten
used to it, but Victoria was sleek, wealthy, and considerably older
than her. Cruz was only a little older and was... small. There was
nothing mannish about her. At least Bryant was tall and stern and
mannish in her behavior!

“Don't be late tomorrow, Red, or you might
get another spanking,” Cruz said, smirking.

Jamie gave her a hesitant smile and got out
of the car, her head swirling with confusion.

She ached inside, too, and that was another
constant reminder that the woman had basically done whatever she
wanted to her and made her come while she did it! It was, she
thought, Danny's fault! He had practically conditioned her mind and
body to respond to that kind of thing!

And it had been... intense! What a rush!
God!

But she still ached. Getting fisted, even by
someone with a relatively small fist, was a wild thrill but it
wasn't something her body recovered from quickly.

And there was no way, she thought, that she
was going to tell Danny about it! Not because she felt guilty over
cheating on him, but because she'd feel... embarrassed at being
dominated, at submitting to a short, slender young woman.

It upset the delicate balance within her
mind of justifications for how she reacted to Danny. He, after all,
was a big, powerful, gorgeous, macho man. And he was way older than
her! Well, almost a decade anyway. Bryant was even older.

But he had drowned her in submission and the
wild dark pleasure and thrill of it for so long now, so steadily,
so powerfully, that she had been powerless to resist! Her own mind
had sent an intoxicating rush of excitement and heat through her
body, sapping her willpower!

God! Would she react like that with anyone?!
She might! She'd reacted to a complete stranger Danny had set her
up with not that long ago!

Because it was the... the situation, the
dark fantasy that took hold, now, rather than just her reaction to
the person involved.

And, she admitted, she did like Cruz and had
been sort of toying with the idea of sex and her, though not in a
serious way. But she had imagined herself being the one on top, not
the often nerdy seeming Hispanic woman!

She headed inside. It was almost midnight.
Her father and brother were already in bed. Her mother, however,
had waited up – of course.

“Hi ma,” she said.

“Home at last,” her mother said with a
smile.

She put down her ebook reader and stood up,
giving her a hug.

“I'm always happier when your day is over,
dear,” she said.

“We just kind of drove around today. Not a
lot happened,” Jamie lied.

She made sure the doors were locked and the
alarm set (she didn't trust her far too trusting, far too liberal
mother to do either), and soon followed her mother upstairs, though
two floors higher. She stripped and examined herself in the mirror,
wincing a little as her fingers slid down between her legs.

“You are such a slut!” she whispered to
herself.

She showered slowly, pondering her feelings
and her sexuality, letting her hands slide gently and slowly over
her soapy curves, wondering where this was all headed. And what she
and Danny's relationship would look like if this continued. How
long was she going to be able to retain a measure of equality
before becoming a puddle of panting, sexual jelly in his hands?

Thankfully, Cruz was too careful a woman to
take this kind of thing up at work. Probably!

She sighed and went to bed, though not to
sleep. She liked the calm and peaceful nature of her bedroom with
most of the lights off, and her comfortable in her bed, propped up
by numerous pillows. She played with her tablet, read some news,
did some Facebooking, and exchanged the occasional sexually laden
text with Danny.

When she finally turned out the lights, she
hesitated before tossing away most of the pillows. Propped up, she
let the soft pale glow of the moon light her naked body as she ran
her fingers down between her legs.

The ache only made it more exciting when she
slid two fingers inside her pussy, and the orgasm came quickly.

I'm becoming a nymphomaniac, she thought
unhappily, as she turned the lights out at last.

*

“You're kidding?”

“Would I kid you?” Cruz said, eyes
expressively confused behind her glasses.

“Bicycles?”

“Are bicycles beneath you?”

“They will be if I'm riding one,” she
said.

Cruz smirked.

“Bicycles let you cover more territory than
feet,” Cruz said.

“Not as much as a Ford.”

“True, but I'm not going out with you, and
nobody touches Annie but me.”

“Annie?”

“She named her car,” Ryan Peterson said.

“Seriously?”

“Do you have a car, Miss Red?”

“Well, no.”

“Then you really can't relate. You...
pedestrian.”

“Women are just weird,” Brad Jennings
said.

“You name your penis,” Cruz replied.

“He's my best friend!”

“He's your only friend,” Ryan said.

“Okay, look I don't have a big problem with
bikes, but... on the evening shift?”

“Not just bikes,” Cruz said with beatific
smile. “Citi bikes. You'll blend right in with the tourists.”

Jamie sighed. She had a very good bike. It
was beautiful, lightweight and well-oiled. Citi bikes were none of
those things. They were cheap bikes that sat out on the streets
twenty four hours a day waiting for someone to grab one to use for
a short jaunt to the next bike share station.

“Don't these bikes have time limits? Like
thirty minutes a ride?”

“You're exempt.”

“It's still dark,” Jamie said mulishly.

“It's not dark yet. It won't be dark for
hours. Baby. When it gets dark you can get back to walking on the
sidewalk.”

“What are you going to be doing?”

“I unfortunately, have a ton of paperwork to
catch up on.”

“Is there a particular reason for this?”

“Everything I do has a particular reason,
Red,” Cruz said. “I'm clever beyond your imagination. That's why
God and the powers that be put me so high above you, as your
supreme mistress.”

She let her lip quirk up a bit and Jamie
flushed slightly.

She handed out a summary of crime reports
and they all examined it.

“Purse snatchings, grabassing, and cell
phone snatchings from citi bicycles happening a lot in this area
near the Empire State building.”

“Shouldn't they be able to trace who was
using what bikes when?”

“Should. Can't. So you're invited to join
in. The mayor doesn't like unhappy tourists.”

“I haven't ridden a bike in freaking years,”
Ryan said.

“I'm sure it will come back to you. It's
like riding a bike. You never forget,” Cruz said dryly.

“Oh, ha ha.”

“Grab a bike downstairs, and don't ride
together. But stay within range of each other. I don't want anyone
more than one minute away from backup. Clear?”

They all nodded.

“And you!” Cruz said, stabbing a finger at
Jamie and giving her a steely eyed look. “No acting like a
guy!”

“What does that mean?”

“It means all balls no brain.”

“Isn't that like gender stereotyping and
harassment and stuff?” Jennings demanded morosely.

“Yeah, but I can get away with it cuz I'm a
girl.”

Jamie followed the other two out of the
office, while Cruz followed to the door – and gave her ass a
squeeze just before she passed out.

Jamie gasped and her head spun around,
glaring. Cruz smirked.

“Remember, Jamie! You're a girl!” she
said.

“Yeah, yeah. I'll put ribbons in my hair,”
Jamie said.

“That was a neat fucking thing with the
train,” Ryan said as they headed down the stairs.

“Yeah. Wish I'd seen that,” Jennings said
with a laugh.

“She's just sore because she couldn't keep
up. Cuz she has such short legs,” Jamie said.

They laughed.

The precinct house was only four blocks west
of the Empire State building. It didn't take them long to get
there, though Jennings bitched the whole way. Since he'd gotten
back Jamie had come to realize he was something of a lazy slob.
They split up then, deciding to keep no more than a couple of
blocks between them.

Jamie went up 5th Avenue, which
had the main entrance while the other two went down 33rd
and 34th streets. It didn't take her very long to
dislike riding on 5th Avenue, especially slowly. Jamie
wasn't good at doing anything slowly. Rush hour traffic was
horrendous, and there were a lot of other bikes trying to zip past
her and getting annoyed at her meandering speed. She was basically
a rolling road block.

She finally decided to hop off the bike,
take it on the sidewalk, and just walk it like a tourist. That let
her walk quickly without getting as far. And, she figured, the odds
someone was going to do something was just as good with her sitting
in one place near the entrance as it would be if she drove around
anyway, no matter what Cruz might say.

The bikes still weren't a bad idea. Trying
to run down a bike on foot would be a waste of time for most cops –
though not for her unless the bike got a running head start. Even
she couldn't chase down a bike that had gotten up to speed,
though.

She wheeled her bike down 34th
street, and the crowd got thicker so she pushed the bike to the
curb and hopped on again, riding slowly along in the bus lane,
people-watching and also window shopping.

It was a long block to 6th, and
then she continued another block to the crowds around Macy's, then
continued down to look at the windows in Urban Outfitters.

“Those bikes are supposed to be on the
street, you know!” a large overweight woman said indignantly.

Jamie looked at her in irritation. “Bite
me,” she replied.

“You're in people's way!”

“So are you. So move your fat ass
along.”

“Cunt!”

“Lard-ass!” Jamie replied as the woman
waddled off.

Being in plain clothes was a comfort at
times.

She headed back east to 5th and
then south again, then stopped next to a souvenir shop opposite the
Empire State building, half standing, half sitting on the bike.

“I wish my face was the seat of that bike,”
a balding guy in his thirties said as he walked by.

“Yeah? That would be a big improvement for
your face!” Jamie called after him.

He gave her kissy faces and she gave him her
middle finger.

Moving slowly in crowds and alone was the
downside of this job. Men in New York were not entirely house
trained, as far as Jamie was concerned. Then again, she didn't have
a lot to compare them to. She heard it was even worse in Latin
countries, or the ones in Europe.

Neither she nor anyone she'd grown up with
or knew who looked halfway decent had ever managed to walk any
distance in Manhattan without being made well-aware of the interest
of at least some of the men they passed. It was usually just looks,
or sometimes flattering comments, or attempts to strike up
conversations. Sometimes it was rude, and less often crude.

It could be annoying but you learned to deal
with it and shrug it off unless you were the shy, timid type. Or
some kind of arch-feminist. Jamie minded such attention a lot less
these days as long as it was polite. It had really bugged her as a
teenager, though.

She went down 35th to Madison, then back on
33rd. Three giant nerds gaped at her as she rolled
slowly by a store that advertised itself as the Adventure Game
headquarters of New York. She looked down, tsked, and tugged up her
tank top a little.

Leaning forward on the handlebars tended to
aid gravity in pulling her crew neck top lower. Not that it got
low, really, but certainly an extra inch was enough to draw that
much more attention from men. And nerds.

Suddenly her earpiece came to life.

“Indian guy on a citi bike just stole a
purse. Fifth and 34th headed south,” Jennings said
excitedly.

Jamie immediately began to pedal faster,
picking up speed as she reached 5th right behind a guy
pedaling for all he was worth – and Jennings, already huffing and
puffing a block behind.

Jamie grinned as she curved through stalled
traffic and raced after the guy. He turned down 32nd,
driving against traffic, and she quickly gained on him. He looked
behind him, saw her, and bent over his handlebars to try
harder.

He almost got creamed by a taxi as he turned
up Sixth Avenue. Jamie paced him and reached down to her radio to
activate the mike, then brought her wrist up in front of her
mouth.

“He's going south on Sixth just passing
30th,” she called.

They were again going against traffic but
there were far fewer pedestrians here and he hopped onto the
sidewalk. He looked back again, cursed, and turned on
26th. Jamie called it, and then sped up, drawing up
close enough to talk, or at least, shout.

“Police. Stop the bike!”

“Fuck you, cunt!” he shouted, his voice
heavily accented.

That was the second time that evening
someone had called her that, and Jamie didn't like it the first
time.

“Stop the bike, shit head or I'll stomp on
your tiny balls!” she called.

She pulled up closer and he kicked at the
side of the bike, making it wobble before she regained control.

“I fuck you up, prostitute!” he shouted at
her in heavily accented English.

“You'll have to pay first!” she replied.

He kicked at her bike again as she drew up
closer, but she was ready for it this time. He unbalanced himself
when he did it and she leaned forward and grabbed him by the scruff
of the neck. There was construction on the building here, and a
large disposal bin took up the side lane. It was also garbage day
and a big pile of garbage bags was on the sidewalk. Jamie rammed
him off the road and they both went flying onto the pile of
garbage, across it and down the other side onto the sidewalk.

He jumped up first but she grabbed his ankle
and yanked him back down again, then held onto it as she stood up.
She took a quick glance around as he cursed and thrashed and tried
to kick at her with the other foot.

“Fucking prostitute! Fucking prostitute!
Fucking – !”

The bin was covering her from one side, the
garbage from the other, and a parked truck from behind. No sign of
cameras anywhere.

She stomped on his crotch. Hard.

That made him squeal, but certainly stopped
him cursing at her. Plus it made her feel good. So she did it
again.

“Stop resisting!” she shouted.

Then she dropped to her knees, one of which
accidentally landed in his crotch and his eyes bulged as he cried
out in pain.

“Told you, you little shit,” she said.

She rolled him over and cuffed him, then
stood up, panting, and lunged across the garbage to grab a black
kid by the arm as he tried to ride away with the Indian guy's bike
– which still had the purse on the handlebar.

“You asshole!” she shouted.

She yanked him back and threw him into the
garbage.

“Police!” she shouted.

She pinned him down and waved at an RMP that
was speeding down the street with lights flashing. It squealed to a
halt and the two uniforms jumped out.

“The black guy goes for attempted theft,”
she said.

“I didn't do nothing!” he protested.

She stomped on his chest to shut him up.

“The Indian guy, or whatever the fuck he is,
goes for theft, resisting, and assaulting police.”

“Why's he moaning and rolling around like
that?” one of the uniforms asked as they tried to yank the Indian
guy to his feet.

“Probably some religious thing. Well, also
when I fell on him my knee might have accidentally gone into his
crotch a little.”

They snorted in amusement, then searched him
and also searched and cuffed the black guy, who kept protesting he
was just taking a citi bike and weren't they there for sharing
anyway, and why were the racist white police hassling him.

Jennings caught up, puffing heavily.

“You gotta give up smoking, Jennings,” she
said.

“Is that him?” he asked, wheezing? “Maybe we
can give up the fuckin' bikes now.”

Since it was getting dark and they'd caught
their guy they were able to give up on the bikes and get back into
cars – or at least, A car, since Cruz was still doing paperwork.
Very little happened, aside from an intervention to break up a
fight between two call girls, and a wasted run to a robbery where
they were the tenth car to show up – all after the thief had
left.

They drove back to the station and Jamie
changed out of the tank top she'd been wearing for hours and
slipped on a black golf shirt that was made of mostly polyester,
with a small amount of spandex. It was astonishingly thin and
lightweight, and perfect for a warm evening. And it wouldn't draw
as much attention as a tank top.

She didn't do up any of the buttons. It was
a warm night, and even with them all undone the shirt didn't
exactly plunge down to where any cleavage was visible. She was
entirely... respectable. Hot, but not appearing to try. And that
was what she was going for these days.

She had become a lot more invested in
being... hot, because of Dannie. It was more important to how she
saw herself now. But she didn't mind people appreciating her. God
knew the kinds of dresses she wore when Dannie took her dancing
would have scandalized her and made her face burn up from
embarrassment a few months earlier.

But that was before she'd been seen naked by
so many people.

Once you've been naked in a room full of
people it was hard to be self-conscious about wearing a short skirt
and cleavage top.

She closed her locker and headed upstairs,
almost but not quite ignoring the many eyes upon her as she walked
past her mostly male colleagues.

She walked down the sidewalk past a row of
marked and unmarked police vehicles drawn up with their rear tires
on the sidewalk and then turned north on Eight Avenue.

A block up two guys standing outside a bar
smoking watched her silently as she passed. A guy sitting in the
window of a restaurant a little further up grinned and licked his
lips as he watched her go by. A guy coming out of Starbucks greeted
her with a friendly “Hey, baby!” as if she knew him. She walked on
by without responding. She turned on 57th and an older
couple came out of Nordstroms, the nicely dressed man turning and
watching her intently as she walked by.

She passed Broadway and walked past a copy
place, and a suited guy sitting a chair, hands behind his head,
watched her come – and go. Then she was trotting down the stairs to
the subway station at 57th and 7th.

The station wasn't crowded, and most of the
people waiting looked like office workers headed home late from
overtime. The male ones looked at her closely, turned their eyes
away, then turned them back again, being discreet about it.

She appreciated that.

The Broadway Express pulled in and they all
got on. It was one of the newer open gangway trains, which meant
that instead of doors and walls on the ends of each car all the
cars were locked together with a flexible membrane allowing people
to see and walk the entire length of the train.

She took a seat and a tall guy in a suit sat
next to her, then tried to look down the open top of her shirt as
she took out her cell phone and checked her messages.

Jamie didn't care. At most, if he got lucky,
he'd catch a few glimpses of the tops of her breasts above the bra.
She'd rather he look there than at her phone. God only knew what
unexpected things Danny might send her.

A Puerto Rican in a wife-beater sat down on
her other side and draped an arm across the back of her seat.

“How you doing, red?” he asked with an
ingratiating smile.

She ignored him. Having earphones in and
music on meant she could hardly hear such things, and could pretend
she didn't. It annoyed her, though.

He combed his fingers lightly through the
hair at the side of her head and she turned and gave him a flat
look. That look had worked better when she dressed more
mannish.

“You're a beautiful girl,” he said.

She pulled one of the earphones out.

“I know. Now go the fuck away.”

He drew back a little, but more in mock
surprise than anything else.

“Woah! Hostile! Alls I was doing was giving
you a compliment.”

Jamie got up and sat on the seat across from
him and the guy scowled, but didn't try to follow her over. Instead
he contented him with saying “Stuck up bitch.”

She ignored him, flipping through her
messages as the train began to move.
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Danny picked her up at the station.

“Miss me last night?” he asked, slipping his
arm around her.

“Not even slightly. I had great sex and wild
orgasms and didn't even need you for it.”

Which was entirely true.

He raised his eyebrows. “You've been
enjoying my sex toys so much you've decided to replace me?”

“Automation is coming, old man. Better watch
out. A robot can take your job.”

He snorted, slapped her bottom, and guided
her towards the car. Which today was a black Lexus.

“A robot doesn't have my deft touch and
can't judge just how far to push you and when to push you
over.”

“No, the robot will just do what I want,
when I want it. Harder, faster, deeper... Mmmm. Just the way I like
it.”

“I know just the way you like it, baby.”

“Yes, but you only give it to me when
you like it.”

“Well, naturally. I am the master. You are
the slave.”

“Maybe I'll decide to start tying you
up.”

“Improbable.”

He closed the passenger door and walked
around to the drivers side, then got in.

“So make any interesting buys?”

“Just connections. It's all about making
connections. Days and weeks and months of connections, and chatting
and then hopefully it eventually leads to a buy.”

“Sounds boring.”

“The threat of having your throat cut keeps
you from nodding off.”

“My job is much more lively and much less
dangerous.”

Jamie had made an absolutely firm decision
not to tell him about Cruz. And now, it just faded away into
nothing.

“Also, I get to have sex with my boss,” she
said with a smirk.

He snorted and pulled into traffic.

“That would be the little Hispanic girl with
glasses?”

“Uh huh.”

“Not my type.”

“Why not? Oh right, you go for the tall,
long legged, big boob type.”

“Like that's weird or something,” he said in
amusement.

“Short, petite women can be... highly sexual
too.”

He turned and eyed her momentarily.

“Since when do you try to persuade me to let
you have sex with a woman?”

“Who says I'm doing that?!”

“I can read you like a cheap novel.”

“And why would I need your permission
anyway?” she demanded, scowling. “You sprung two complete strangers
on me!”

“You loved it.”

“That's beside the point! And anyway, that's
your fault!”

“Huh?”

“You and your... bullshit slavery stuff. You
basically made me so I can't resist that shit.”

“I'm good, aren't I,” he said smugly.

“And what if I can't resist it with anyone!?
What if I can't resist it any time anyone … triggers me like that!?
Like I become a nymphomaniac or something!?”

“Then I guess I'd have to make sure you wore
a chastity belt whenever you were away from me.”

“Oh right. That'd go over well at
work!!”

“I don't think people are gonna trigger your
submissive side at work,” he said, grinning.

“Want to bet?”

He raised his eyebrows again. “So what
happened?”

She sighed and told him about the jog in the
park the other day, then about getting yelled at for it.

“Policy is policy.”

“You get why it wasn't a big concern for me
if someone yanked my pants down, right?”

“Sure.”

“You get why I couldn't explain that to my
supervisors, right?”

He laughed.

Then she explained the train.

“That was you? I heard something about that
on the news. Nice going, babe.”

“Elena didn't think so. She was pissed. She
thought I was acting too uhm... reckless again.”

“She sounds the type.”

“Well, yeah, see, here's the thing. Maybe
I've been kind of, uhm, being a bit of a brat around her.”

“Uh huhhhh,” he said.

“So, like, maybe teasing about certain
things, like getting spanked by you, and uh, stuff.”

“Uh huhhhhh.”

“So she decided that she was going to do
just that.”

He looked at her in surprise.

“And how was she going to manage that?”

“By using her stun gun on me and handcuffing
me.”

He pulled over and looked at her in
concern.

“And then?”

“And then she... teased me. I'm not sure if
she was just feeling me out, metaphorically speaking, seeing how I
reacted, or what. I'm pretty sure if I had reacted normally she'd
have uncuffed me after giving me a good talking to about being
reckless. Unfortunately, after being under your tender care for
some months, I did not react normally!”

“And how did you react?”

“Helplessly. She kind of triggered me. I got
hot. And she knew it.”

He grinned.

“And then?”

“And then she got her hand down my pants and
turned me into a puddle of goo! That's what!”

He seemed more amused than bothered.

“She brought me to an empty police station,
and uh, kind of, had her way with me.”

“And you told her to stop, right?”

“Uh... not exactly.”

“You told her you weren't allowed to have
sex with anyone but your master?”

“Did you miss the part about me being a
puddle of goo?”

“So – ?”

“So she bent me over and fisted me.”

His jaw dropped and he sat back a little,
eyes flicking up and down.

“Seriously?”

“Seriously.”

“She's like, this little, petite girl with
glasses?”

“Yeah.”

He laughed.

“That's what you turned me into!”

“Good for me,” he said with a grin.

“I came like... like... some kind of crazed
nympho!”

“Wish I was there to watch.”

“Then she put me on my knees and made me
lick her to several orgasms.”

“Well, you did owe her.”

“You don't seem to be very upset that you've
turned me into a helpless bondage slut,” she said with a glare.

“I'm feeling mighty proud of myself,
actually,” he said.

He started the car and pulled out into the
street again.

“You're not mad?”

“Why would I be mad?”

“You were mad about Samantha.”

“That was different. You pursued her. In
this case, you had no choice.”

“I never even tried to stop her. I didn't
want to stop her!”

“Good.”

“Good!?”

He reached out and slid his hand into her
hair, then jerked back sharply.

Jamie gasped, back arching.

“You didn't instinctively reach up and back
to grab my wrist because I've conditioned you not to,” he said,
letting go.

She scowled and combed her fingers through
her hair.

“I've conditioned you to be, as you say,
triggered, when you get restrained sexually, at least by someone
you like, trust, and find attractive. I did it on purpose. It would
be kind of unfair of me to blame you for reacting the way I taught
you to react.”

“Uh...”

“I might have a bit of a bone to pick with
your sergeant, but I can't really blame her for taking advantage of
the situation once she'd realized you were so into it.”

He looked her up and down.

“Fisted, huh? I loved it when Bryant did it.
I don't suppose your boss got video?”

“You are... some kind of...”

“Master?”

“Freak!”

“I prefer eccentric.”

“And what happens if she decides to take
advantage of more situations?”

He shrugged. “I'm really not threatened or
jealous, as long as you don't seek it out.”

“So you're okay with this woman turning me
into her bondage slut too!?”

“Off duty, you belong to me. If she wants to
do anything to you off duty she has to talk to me.”

Then he reached over and gripped her hair
again, jerking back sharply, making her gasp in pain.

“Here's an order, slave,” he said. “You will
obey your sergeant. You will do anything she orders you to do with
her, for her or to her. Understand?”

“Ow! Yes!”

“That's yes master.”

“Yes, Master!” she gasped.

He released her.

“Anything,” he said, his eyes glinting.
You'll be her bitch at work. But only hers.”

He grinned as he pulled up in front of his
place.

“Maybe I'll even give her the code to use
that vibrator I put inside you,” he said in amusement.

“You'll have to do it quick. I'm supposed to
transfer to day shift soon.”

“I know,” he said in amusement. “That's
partly why I'm going to let her make use of you.”

“Bastard,” she said.

“Now for that you'll have to be
punished.”

“Prick! Shithead! Liberal!”

“Keep it up, slave girl. Your butt will be
too sore to sit down tomorrow.”

He drove her to his place, and once they
were inside ordered her to strip. That wasn't an unexpected order,
and though she felt a little anxious, Jamie quickly complied.

“Go stand in the corner.

“Seriously? Some punishment. Big man.”

“Go.”

Jamie sniffed and went to the corner.

“With your face in the corner, slave.”

“Well, how am I supposed to know. Some
master. Doesn't even know how to give orders. Are you sure you're a
master anyway? I don't think I ever got any evid – !”

He grabbed her arm and spun her around, then
shoved her face into the corner. He pulled her hips back and
slapped her bottom.

“Spread your legs, slut! Now up on the balls
of your feet. Now. Hands above your head. High above!”

He left the room and she stood in the
corner, leaning into the wall, feeling a wild mixture of anxiety
and anticipation, She was wondering why she put up with this even
as the dark thrum of sexual heat rose higher and higher to give her
an answer.

He came back with a flog in hand.

“What are you up to, pervert?”

“Teaching you some respect, slut.”

He moved behind her and she gulped, feeling
her pulse racing.

His hand thrust between her thighs and
cupped her sex.

“Now here we have the heart of Jamie,” he
said. “Jamie the slut.”

She flushed but didn't complain as his
fingers stroked her expertly. A moment later she felt pressure
against her back opening as he pushed what she first thought was a
butt-plug into her. It turned out to be more than that. It was the
anal dildo. It consisted of round little balls fixed together like
an ice cream cone with multiple scoops. Only each scoop was larger
than the one atop.

He left that jammed inside her, with just
the small 'cone' sticking out and then worked his fingers into her
pussy again.

“Beg for my forgiveness, slave.”

Jamie kept silent as his fingers slid up
inside her.

“Beg, slut.”

She didn't make a sound, though her heart
beat faster.

“Someone is looking for trouble,” he
said.

He gripped her hair and yanked her head up
and back, then forced her body in closer to the corner.

“Legs together!” he barked. “Up on your
toes! Higher! Legs straight! And stay there!”

Jamie was leaning into the wall, her feet
about twelve inches back, her breasts squeezed in by opposite
walls, her arms stretched high and hands in the corner, and her
forehead jammed into the corner below them. She felt him gathering
up her hair, combing it together upward into a thick tail. Then he
pressed it against her hands.

“Hold your hair up above you. Arms straight!
Legs straight!”

Jamie gulped. That tone he used, a tone he
only ever used during sex, never failed to turn her on for some
reason.

“My toes are starting to ache.”

“Don't move,” he ordered.

She heard a familiar sound, something thin
swung quickly and cutting through the air. In this case it was a
lot of somethings. It was the sound of the flog, the one with the
longer laces. They cut through the air in a mass, spread out, and
then landed across her back!

Jamie cried out in pain, for this was a
heavier flog than she was used to! This one actually hurt! It hurt
enough to make her gasp and hiss as the thin tails cut across her
back.

“Beg for my forgiveness.”

Jamie didn't say a word. But she was still
coping with shock of the pain, more than the pain itself. It didn't
hurt that badly, after all. But it did hurt! This was not the
little play flog he usually used, which had to hit her multiple
times and fairly hard before she began to feel sore!

This was the real thing!

And that was astonishingly... hot!

It also sent her anxiety level shooting
upwards, even as he drew his arm back and swung again.

“Ahh!' she cried as the thin laces slashed
across her buttocks!

Her hips were thrown forward, but there was
nowhere for her to go.

“Beg me to stop, slut.”

Crack!

The next one cut across the middle of her
back, then her upper back again, then her buttocks and upper
thighs. Jamie wasn't as startled now, but still gasped and hissed
at every blow. The thin laces stung! They stung a lot! And there
were a lot of them to sting her!

“Beg me, whore,” he said.

His voice this time was a sneer, as if
daring her.

Crack!

“Beg me to fuck your ass, and I'll do that
instead,” he growled.

Crack!

“Ahhg!”

The laces cut across her back like fire!
Like the slash of a cat with two dozen claws!

“Turn around, slut!” he barked.

Jamie shuddered, dropping her heels back to
the floor gratefully, and turning around.

“Did I tell you to lower your arms?! Did
I!?”

She moaned and raised her arms high.

“Lean back. Up on your toes.”

He couldn't mean to... but he did! Jamie
felt a sharp rush of anxiety, but it was drowned in dark heat, the
spiraling sense of thrilled eroticism pushing her to obey even as
he smirked cruelly at her.

The flog cut across her breasts and she
cried out, shoulders and hips grinding against the wall.

“Beg me to fuck your whore ass,” he
ordered.

Raw, violent heat gripped Jamie's mind, far
more scalding than the heat produced on her skin by the flog, even
as it lashed down across her breasts again – and again – and again,
to make them burn hotly!

Crack! Crack! Crack!

The flog cut across her belly next, and she
winced and gasped and moaned helplessly at each blow.

“On your knees, slut!”

Jamie staggered a little, then sank to her
knees in front of him.

“Hands behind your neck. Arch your back,” he
growled.

Jamie shuddered, but obeyed, arching her
back strongly, head far back, elbows pulled back so they were
pressed against the walls.

Crack!

The flog swept down through the air and
landed across her breasts, tearing a cry from her.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

Each blow sent another storm of sharp,
stinging pains through her breasts and chest, turning her breasts
hotter.

But the fever gripping her mind was hotter
still. She felt intoxicated by a dark, powerful rush of heat that
made her body tremble.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

He cursed and grabbed her by the hair,
flinging her down onto her belly, then his big hands gripped her
hips, yanking them high.

Crack!

He slapped her bottom hard enough that the
gunshot crack of sound was louder than her cry of pain, then yanked
her legs wide.

Jamie moaned as she felt the dildo come out
of her ass. Then his cock thrust into her, hard, burying himself in
one savage thrust that tore another cry from her.

He started to thrust immediately, pounding
himself against her, the head of his cock punching her in the gut
deep inside with every stroke.

Jamie wasn't bound, but kept her position,
submitting to him, arms on the floor out in front of her as he rode
her, her body pulsing with heat, her sex so swollen and hot a
single thrust would have pushed her over the edge into orgasm.

But he refused to touch it.

He pulled his belt from the loops of his
pants, slid the tongue through the buckle, and dropped it over her
head, then settled it around her neck.

Jamie gurgled as he tightened it, her eyes
bulging. But she made no effort to resist, her arms remaining out
in front of her as his hips pounded against her.

She felt the pull tightening so she couldn't
breath, and then pulling her torso up off the floor. She let her
arms hang limply, gurgling, her entire body sizzling in the
frantic, pulsing heat of a blistering sexual fever storm.

He was holding her upper torso off the floor
just by the belt alone, as his hips slammed against her buttocks,
and finally, her lack of air caused her to grasp at the belt.

He cursed, but in satisfaction, releasing
the belt, letting her upper torso collapse to the floor as she
gulped in ragged breaths of air. But then he gripped her wrists,
pulling them around behind her. He bent her arms at a ninety degree
angle and one big hand of his gripped them both.

Then he tightened the belt again, jerking
her head up and back as he continued to skewer her with his thick,
hard cock. Jamie gurgled and gasped, eyes bulging, mouth gaping as
her hair fell tangled around her face.

Black dots danced before her eyes, and she
became light-headed, the world swimming around her.

And then the orgasm hit like a roaring fire
that suddenly exploded out in all directions. She screamed again
and again – almost silently since she couldn't breath. It felt as
if her head was exploding as he lowered her upper body to the floor
again, loosening the belt to let her breath, but wrapping her hair
around his fist instead.

He yanked her upper torso up off the floor
again, this time by the hair. Her scalp ached, and burned and
stung,but Jamie didn't care. The orgasm was still rampaging through
her mind. Her hips jerked spastically as convulsions wracked her
body. And still the orgasm screamed inside her, until finally it
became too much, and she lost it all.

She woke seconds later, grunting dazedly,
face against the floor, hips still raised up as he pounded into
her. Her eyes were slitted, and she grunted insensibly with the
impact, but paid little attention to what was going on.

He drew out and flipped her violently over
so she went sprawling on her back. Then he was lunging forward, his
cock in hand. He pumped his fist and a fountain of warm semen
sprayed down over her face and upper chest.

She moaned, and then smiled weakly.

I won, she thought dreamily.

For they'd both made a discovery, which was
that her tolerance for pain was greater than his willingness to
hurt her.

The facial should have outraged her. It was
as much like a dog marking its territory as a man was capable of
imitating. It was something he'd never been a fan of. That he'd
done it now was, she thought, a sign that he was admitting he
couldn't overpower her.

Well, he'd just have to get more creative,
she thought as she scooped some off her cheek with her finger and
slipped it into her mouth.
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Jamie wasn't wearing her vest today. She
felt a little sore up there. The flog Danny had used had been the
first time she'd still shown some marks from his punishment the
next day. They weren't much, but they were visible. And her breasts
were still a bit sore.

Danny was apparently of two minds about it.
He clearly felt guilty, but on the other hand, was just as clearly
irritated. Jamie was the one who should have been irritated, but
instead felt smug and played the martyr – to a degree. She was
content she'd outlasted him. And that didn't happen all that
often.

She also didn't wear her usual tight sports
bra. She usually didn't have to do any running anyway, and
it would just be for one day. So it was worth taking the chance. It
was getting cooler so she was able to wear her black turtleneck,
and throw a windbreaker over top.

And then, as luck would have it, instead of
riding around in a nice warm car she and the guys were assigned to
walk the Times Square area while Cruz continued with her
paperwork.

Jamie was suspicious. Was Cruz avoiding her?
Was she sorry about what had happened, maybe feeling guilty, maybe
worried that Jamie would let the information out or something? What
was the deal? She would have liked to ask but that required privacy
she didn't get. She, Ryan and Jennings split up and she went south
along Broadway.

Times Square was a lot more pedestrian
friendly than it had used to be since they'd blocked off long
sections and made it pedestrian-only. They'd been moving the
pedestrian and divided bike lane thing further north as well, so it
extended well past the precinct's 45th street border to
the north. South of Times Square it was pedestrian-only as far as
39th and then the city had stolen a lane from Broadway
and used it to either widen the sidewalks or put in bike lanes and
pedestrian walkways.

It had proven quite popular. Most New
Yorkers didn't own cars anyway, taking the subway to get around.
They didn't mind inconveniencing drivers at all as long as they got
lots of convenient pedestrian areas with cafes, pretty potted
plants and tables and chairs to sit and sip latte in the sun.

Jamie strolled along it from 45th
down to 35th and then turned and strolled back. It was a
bit cool out, which cut down on the crowds considerably, and didn't
leave as much cover for pickpockets and purse snatchers.

She still got looks, despite wearing a
turtleneck and a jacket. She didn't think it was anything more than
any other reasonably attractive young woman would get, though. Guys
tried to catch her eye, tried to strike up conversations. She
ignored them, which made a few of them obnoxious, but not enough
for her to bother to do anything about them.

Guys muttering 'bitch' after her just
weren't worth the effort.

Traffic was a constant, and the sound of
traffic was a steady, loud rumbling growl, escalating as trucks and
buses passed by. She flicked her eyes around her, and then at the
shop windows, sometimes window shopping, sometimes trying to see
past the window displays just to idly check if anything interesting
was happening.

It wasn't. It usually wasn't. Crime in New
York was not the overpowering element it had been in her father's
time. And she wasn't about to bother guys smoking a joint or
something petty like that.

Then again, it didn't come a lot more petty
than an obnoxious hipster on a bicycle.

The city, in its infinite wisdom, had placed
bicycle lanes on a number of streets and thoroughfares. And then
had declared others 'shared lanes'. By painting little white
bicycles and chevrons on a lane, the geniuses of city hall told
bicycles and cars that this lane was 'shared' and that both had
equal rights on it.

Most bicycle riders were bright enough to
ignore that and still keep to the far right of the road, especially
when, due to on-street parking, there was only one lane, which was
the case with a number of east-west streets. Then there were some
who took the city seriously (never a good idea) and sailed
majestically down the middle of a road at ten miles per hour or
so.

Manhattan traffic was slow, but not that
slow. Riding a bike down the center of a road led to considerable
frustration for the occupants of every car behind them. New Yorkers
not being a patient bunch, that led to horns being honked, and
uncomplimentary things shouted at the bike rider. Most would then
grudgingly, and indignantly give way.

Not the hipster. Resplendent in purple and
white polka dot shirt, lime green helmet, oversized glasses,
distressed jeans, and birkenstocks, he had let his inner arrogance
out and slowed down to something like five miles an hour in
defiance of the angry guy behind him honking his horn. Occasionally
he held a single finger up without looking around.

It was, Jamie thought, as she saw him
approaching Broadway, a testament to his confidence in the rule of
law which bound society together, or just plain stupidity. The guy
behind him driving an SUV (which she figured would get the
hipster's indignation rising anyway) moved a little too close,
perhaps hoping to nudge the bike along.

The bike wobbled as the bumper made contact
with its rear tire. The hipster reacted with outrage, stopped and
began shouting at the SUV driver, who leaned out his window and
cursed him. There was a lot of gesticulating, which Jamie noted in
passing, in between checking her Facebook account.

Traffic was not her job anyway.

The bike rider placed his bike sideways,
blocking all traffic, and began shouting that he'd been assaulted.
He took out his cell phone to make a phone call as the guy in the
car got out and confronted him. The guy in the car was bigger, and
angrier. After further shouting and cursing he grabbed the bike and
heaved it onto the sidewalk.

He got back in his car but the bike rider
then lay down spreadeagled in the middle of the road.

Jamie sighed.

All her sympathies were with the guy in the
car. She had no desire to intervene given that, strictly speaking,
the idiot on the bike was legally in the right. On the other hand,
if the guy in the SUV got angry enough to drive over him the
traffic guys would do a reconstruction, and check all the local CC
cameras, and it was possible they'd see her idly watching.

Her sympathy for the angry car driver wasn't
enough for her to risk that.

She put her phone away and walked up the
sidewalk, and then saw the bike laying there on its side on the
sidewalk. She halted as a really dumb idea came to her. Then, as if
driven, she rushed forward before she could stop herself. She
yanked the baseball cap from her pocket, stuffed her hair up
underneath it as best she could, pulled the hat down low, and then
picked up the bike.

She drove off the sidewalk, and drove past
the guy laying on his back.

“Hey!” he yelled, leaping to his feet.
“That's my bike!”

Jamie drove around the corner and the
hipster chased after her. He was in decent shape, but he wasn't
making a lot of progress. She drove it around the corner onto
38th, got off, and cut through a parking lot to
39th, then headed back north, pulling her hat off and
combing her hair out with her fingers.

That, she thought, had been dumb. Fun,
though.

It had saved her having to arrest the guy in
the SUV, not to mention putting up with the obnoxious idiot on the
bike, not to mention all the paperwork she'd have had to go through
for such an idiotic argument.

She wandered in and out of shops along the
way, on the watch for anything that might look cute on her. But
didn't spot anything worth trying on.

The closer she got to Times Square the more
carefully she watched the people standing around and doing not much
of anything. Tourists, especially foreign tourists, usually had
cash on them, and were strolling along slowly and looking up at the
towers and flashing lights. Times Square itself was too full of
cops and cameras for most pickpockets and other assorted street
criminals to risk, but the approaches were another story.

Crowds were thicker as she approached
42nd Street. The Knickerbocker hotel was located on the
corner, and that helped make this a favorite target area. It was a
five star hotel, so anyone staying there could be presumed to be
something other than poor.

She took one of the chairs at one of the
little steel tables and brought her phone out, then relaxed while
eyeing the people passing back and forth – looking for the ones who
hung around without apparent purpose.

There were plenty of reasons to hang around,
of course. Someone could be waiting for someone. Or they could be
eating, or relaxing after a long walk, or just casually people
watching. She was looking for people who looked less than relaxed,
who watched too closely, and who watched the wrong people.

Primarily, that meant young men, especially
those who weren't white, watching middle aged people who looked
like tourists. In Jamie's experience, and she now had a reasonable
amount of it doing this, young men paid very little attention to
middle aged people. They paid attention to girls.

Since the NYPD crime statistics showed
whites committed about 5% of robberies and about 12% of grand
larcenies it was easy to typecast. She had to repeatedly tell
herself to not overlook the white guys, especially if they didn't
look 'right'.

And there was something about the guy in the
clerical collar that just didn't look right.

He was well-dressed, in a clean, pressed
jacket, trousers and black shirt. His brown hair was cut short, and
he smiled a lot in a genial sort of way. But he was awfully young,
and he stood very close to people. He put his hand out a lot to pat
people on the back and shoulders too.

She wasn't sure what flavor of cleric he
was, other than not Catholic. She knew from a previous call to a
church that you had to be 25 minimum to be ordained as a Catholic
priest, and she didn't think this guy was that deep into his
twenties. Besides, she'd never heard of a Catholic priest out
acting like a street preacher.

She watched his hands and she watched who he
approached. His hands were in constant motion, and the people he
approached were middle aged tourists. It didn't take her long to
decide he was a dipper. He sidled up beside people rather than
meeting them face to face. He was very quick about it, which was
the sign of a pro, and covered what he did with one hand by either
a hip swing or doing something with the other.

She watched him laugh and pat a man on the
back as he slipped the man's wallet out of his back pocket with his
other hand, then 'accidentally' stepped into him. He apologized
profusely, smiling and bobbing his head, then got greedy, or maybe
arrogant, and went for the wife's purse, or rather, the wallet. He
got it, too. Jamie didn't even see his move, but only that the
purse was open as the man smiled genially and backed away.

She put her phone in her jacket and stood
up, then headed across the way, angling ahead of him and looking
down at her empty hand as if she had something in it.

She intercepted him outside Footlocker.

“Yes, my child?” he asked pleasantly.

“Excuse me, father, but just what
denomination do you represent?” she asked just as pleasantly.

“Why I'm a preacher of God's word, child,”
he said.

“That's great, but I'm wondering what
denomination takes donations without asking for them first,” she
said, pulling out her badge.

The preacher pushed her backwards so that
she stumbled into one of the tables, and then ran for it.

Jamie cursed, pulled herself free of the
table and chairs, and took off after him.

He was fast; she had to give him that. And
nimble. Once she caught up to him he dodged in and out around
tables, often occupied, often grabbing people by the collars to
yank them back so they fell in front of her.

He was starting to seriously annoy her.
Every time she was within a foot of grabbing him he'd haul someone
out to block her.

She grabbed her radio and called a 10:13,
and then five seconds later he ran into an obese woman and fell
head over tail. Before the could get up Jamie was on him, pinning
him down, yanking his arms behind his back, and cuffing them.

“You asshole!” she shouted, slapping him on
the back of the head.

She pulled a man's wallet and a fistful of
credit cards from his jacket pocket, then a woman's wallet from the
other before hauling him to his feet.

He glowered sullenly at her and then his
eyes got huge. He let out a yell, and tried to run just as she
instinctively turned to look. An instant later she cursed herself
for a sucker as he broke free, and then an instant after that she
forgot all about him.

There was a cube truck racing up the mall
right at her! It was knocking all the light furniture out of its
way, sending it flying in all directions, and more than a few
people as well. She sprinted to the side as she yanked her Glock
free, then jumped up into the bed of one of the concrete potted
trees.

She used the tree to brace her arm as she
extended the Glock out and aimed at the drivers side of the
windshield. She was narrow focused enough to see him notice her,
and swing the steering wheel around. She emptied her Glock into the
windshield then jumped forward and to the side as the truck hit the
concrete planter.

Whatever the people who had put down all the
concrete planters might have thought, they didn't have the weight
to stop a truck. They sure didn't do its control much good, though.
The planter burst into pieces, and the right wheels of the truck
rode roughly up across the mass of dirt, tree and concrete, sending
it veering off course and into a wall.

Jamie had landed on her shoulder, and
rolled, feeling an instant's gratitude to Sensei Yama who had spent
long hours flinging her across the floor in her previous dojo,
teaching her how to fall. She rolled to her feet, popping the
cartridge free, letting it drop to the sidewalk as she yanked
another out of her little holster and stuffed it inside.

As she was doing that two men fell awkwardly
out of the passenger side of the truck, first one, then the other,
and ran at her. Both of them were holding butcher knives in each
hand and screaming unintelligibly.

“Fuck me!” Jamie said, jerking her arm up
and firing two fast shots at the first man. He ran face first into
them and his legs ran out from under him as the top of his body
fell backward. The second man leaped his body, stumbled, caught
himself, and continued on, screaming.

Jamie shot him too – eight times and he
landed literally at her feet.

It had all happened so damn fast her mind
had been on auto pilot the entire time, without a chance to think,
moving on instinct. Even now she stared stupidly down at them and
at the truck, her mind seemingly caught in a brief feedback
loop.

“Holy fuck!” she whispered.

Then her training kicked in and she tried to
kick the knives out of the man's hands.

She couldn't. They were taped there with
duct tape. But she could see the way his back was shredded by her
bullets going through his chest at close range, and decided he
wasn't likely to be a further threat. She headed forward, and could
see the first guy had taken both shots to the face.

She aimed her Glock at the cab of the truck
and moved quickly towards the driver's side, then remembered her
radio.

“Fuck!”

Her fingers had trouble working it at first,
before she focused her mind a bit more.

“10-13, shots fired, Broadway and
39th,” she said.

She barely paid attention to the radio as
she focused on the drivers door. She reached up, gun extended, and
pulled on the handle, then jerked it and herself back. She was an
instant from firing before her mind processed what her eyes were
telling her. The driver was laying back across the seat with
several bullets in him.

“Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!”

She eased back, and was suddenly aware of
how quiet it was. Then she realized that she simply hadn't been
paying any attention to any of the sounds around her. All the sound
suddenly appeared as if someone had just un-clicked the mute button
and she jerked in startlement before lowering the Glock.

She shoved her gun back into her holster and
as the sirens began to get louder pulled out her phone and texted
Danny.

I think I'm gonna be on leave
again... she texted.

The first RMP raced up the street and
screeched to a halt, then, the two uniforms jumping out, guns
drawn. They recognized her almost immediately, though, and lowered
them.

Cruz is gonna be pissed, she thought.

Five more RMPs pulled up, then five more. At
least a couple of them had sergeants in them, which let her relax
and let someone else tell her what to do.

She had experience in that, after all.

The adrenaline rush eased, and now she was
just feeling kind of relieved everything was over. Of course, in
some ways, only the easy part was over. Still to come was telling
her story a few dozen times, and a lot of paperwork.

*

It was a big story. Worse, unlike the Arab
guy she'd run off the road earlier in the summer these idiots had
managed to run down several dozen people, two of whom had died.
Every chief in Manhattan came to the scene, including her great
uncle and her grandfather.

It was more nerve wracking seeing them
talking together, and looking at her, than it had been to see the
truck coming at her. Maybe because it lasted a lot longer and she
had more time to think. Besides, her grandfather had his “I'm gonna
have to do something about this you're not going to like” look
on.

She went back to the precinct and wrote it
all up, and then went on leave until the psych guys could clear her
for duty again.

And then a couple of days later her
grandfather showed up at her place in Brooklyn and came upstairs to
her room – which was not something he ever did since it was on the
fourth floor.

“Jesus, Mary and Joseph!” he gasped, which
was the first she knew he was up there.

She looked up and out through the open door
to her bedroom to see him breathing heavily as he came to the
doorway.

“Granddad!? What are you doing up here!?”
she exclaimed, scrambling out of bed.

“I can't come for a visit?”

“Not to the fourth floor,” she said as he
sat down on the chair by the door.

“Well, I wanted to talk to you alone for a
bit.”

“Uh huh,” she said, immediately
suspicious.

“You did a great job in that shooting, by
the way. You'll probably get another medal.”

“Uh huh,” she said. “You told me that
already.”

“Right. So I did. Well, here's the thing...
you're becoming kind of... notorious.”

“For being a great cop?” she demanded, her
voice flat.

“Yes, well. That too. Let's face it,
Princess, you've been unlucky, unusually unlucky.”

“All my shootings were cleared.”

“Yes. But you're just too notorious now,
after this, to work plainclothes.”

“Granddad!”

“Maybe in a little while, when people
forget. The public's memory is pretty short. But for now, we got to
take you away from Anti-crime.”

“And do what? Go back in uniform?!”

“No. Nobody sees that as the proper reward for your services, even
that idiot mayor of ours. No, the logical move for you, given this
strange magnetic attraction you seem to have for terrorists, is to
put you in Intelligence.”

“Intelligence? They're all detectives! I
don't want to be a detective!”

“Most cops would give their left nut to be a
detective, you know.”

“I don't have any nuts and I'm not most
cops!”

“And Intelligence is one of the most sought
after assignments in the NYPD.”

“So is Anti-crime!”

“You can go over as acting-detective, which
will still allow you to come back to Anti-crime if you want to
after some time has passed.”

“How much time?”

“Well, give it six months anyway.”

“Six months!”

“We need some time for this to sink in the
public's memory. Might be longer. And there's no arguing with this,
Jamie. The mayor and the chief agree you're too... visible.”

“I'll dye my hair!”

“Not this time. I'm sure you'll find
Intelligence an experience,” he said, getting to his feet, “Much
like Intelligence is going to find you.”

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 





Chapter Twelve

 


 


 


 


“You're moving up in the world,” Danny
said.

Jamie gave him a scathing look.

“Just fuck it up and they'll return you to
plainclothes.”

“Or to a uniform.”

She plucked the uniform she was wearing –
had been required to wear to meet with the mayor and
Commissioner.

“You look sexy in your uniform.”

“Oh please! No one looks sexy in this
thing!”

He smiled and shook his head. “You think you
know men, sweetheart, but you still don't.”

“I know you. And I know I could wear a
potato sack and you'd still think it was sexy.”

“Well, yes, but that's more a statement
about how hot you are than how low my standards are. Speaking of
which, come this way.”

“What? Why?”

He took her wrist and led her up the
hall.

“Where are we going? I just got home. Are
you honestly horny already?”

“That uniform is hot.”

“You're crazy!”

“Especially with the white gloves.”

He pulled her into the bedroom and sat on
the edge of the bed, pushing her to her knees.

“Get to work, officer.”

She glared mulishly up at him.

“And what if I refuse?”

“Then I'll make use of your handcuffs.”

She snorted, but reached for his zipper,
undoing it, opening his trousers, and pulling his cock out. It
hardened almost instantly and she licked the head as she held him
in both gloved hands. She looked up, but couldn't really see his
face because of the brim of her uniform cap.

She slid her tongue around the head, then
kissed it lightly, sliding her lips over it, but only over the
head, sucking and licking lightly, before pulling back.

“And you better not get come on my jacket,
you pervert.”

“Get back to work, officer.”

She slid her tongue slowly up and down the
underside of his cock, then slid in and sucked his balls into her
mouth before licking her way back up and taking the head into her
mouth once again. She slid down further, bobbing slowly, taking
three inches into her mouth, then four, then five, then six, then
seven...

She slid down to the base of him, and he
finally reached down, almost instinctively, trying to put his hands
on her head, but failing due to the cap. He pulled the cap off and
grabbed her hair, and she rolled her eyes up at him to see his own
filled with heat.

Maybe I should wear this more often, she
thought. Not that Danny usually needed much inspiration.

She slid her lips slowly back up the length
of him and off, then licked at the underside again, like a
Popsicle.

“I got a new sex toy for you, you're going
to enjoy,” he said.

“You're my sex toy, baby,” she said with a
smirk.

“And here I thought you were mine.”

“Only as long as you please me, Toy.”

He snorted.

“I think I'll call you that from now on –
Toy.”

This oral sex needed livening up, she
thought. He hadn't even handcuffed her.

He reached down and gripped her tie, jerking
upwards, and it came off in his hands.

Jamie laughed in amusement. “Of course it's
a clip-on, Toy. Any other kind could be dangerous.”

It didn't take long for him to strip her –
though longer than he had wanted.

“Do NOT rip my uniform blouse!” she had
insisted.

He looked sulky at that.

“I can buy you another one.”

“I like this one. It fits.”

He carried her, naked, into the other room
and over to the wall. There was a narrow table there which was new,
and covered in a thick leather pad. He set her down on it, then
pushed her back against the wall. There were leather restraints
there, and in short order her wrists were locked to the wall and
her ankles lifted up and apart and locked strapped at the same
level.

It was, to say the least, not a very
dignified position, and Jamie, even in the midst of the growing
heat, mused about how just a couple of hours earlier she'd been
standing in the mayor's office with her grandfather, the mayor, and
the Commissioner, as they congratulated her.

Danny pushed a ball gag into her mouth, then
blindfolded her.

And then for five minutes, Jamie had nothing
to do but listen to him doing... whatever it was he was doing. She
didn't feel a thing until suddenly something pressed against her
sex, something slick that turned and twisted and slowly pushed in
and down into her body.

A minute later something else pushed into
her ass, something very... lumpy... bumpy, which slid deep.

So far there was nothing particularly new
about this, and she wondered what he had planned.

Then the machine noise started. Something
pressed against her clitoris, something which vibrated. And then
the thing in her pussy began to move in and out, slowly, but
picking up speed. It was not, she quickly determined, being done by
Danny. It was too smooth, too perfectly even, too consistent. A
moment later the one in her bottom started to move in and out,
though more slowly.

She felt something at her head, brushing her
hair back, then ear buds pushed into her ears. A few seconds later,
she started to hear her own voice, sometimes saying the nasty
things Danny insisted she saw when she was hot, and sometimes
moaning and groaning and crying out in pleasure.

The vibrator pressing against her clitoris
moved slowly, grinding from side to side, and the dildo inside her
moved faster, as her breathing grew more ragged.

“I finally found someone to keep up with
you, slave girl,” Danny said from above, raising his voice so she
would hear him above her own voice.

A moment later she felt something round
pressed against the center of her right breast. There was a
sensation of... suction against her nipple, then a similar
something was placed against her left breast.

The suction wasn't consistent, but
alternated, harder, softer, harder, softer...

“Modern technology is the solution to all
our problems,” he said.

Jamie, of course, could only moan and
pant.

He removed her blindfold, and Jamie stared
in astonishment at the machine he'd bought. And it was a machine!
It was long and narrow and had three slender cylinders pushing out
the front, leading to the dildos in her pussy and ass and the
vibrator grinding against her.

All of them were in constant movement.

“The shit you can buy on the internet, huh,”
he said in satisfaction.

She was being fucked and sodomized by a
machine!

The way her body was positioned her head was
propped against the wall, and she stared at the cylinders as they
churned in and out, and even turned clockwise and counter-clockwise
inside her! It was ridiculous! It was absurd! And if she wasn't so
aroused she'd have laughed at the idea!

But she wasn't laughing.

Danny sat down to watch, and she tried a
glower at him, but quickly lost her focus, moaning as the
sensations coming from her body became more and more powerful and
swept a flood of heat and pleasure through her body and mind.

He watched intently, then stopped the dildos
with the touch of a button. They slid back out of her, the machine
drawing back, and he stepped up against the edge of the narrow
table, grinning.

He was still hard, and he drove himself into
her with one hard thrust, then gripped her ankles and began to
simply pound her!

It took seconds and then the sexual fever
drowned her in excitement and she cried out as the orgasm hit
her.

It was to be the first of many.

At first, Danny drew himself back out of her
and then had the machine take over, to rouse her to fever heights
again, then take over and plunge into her to finish her himself.
But even he had his limits, and after several orgasms he finally
gave in and kept pumping until his own orgasm took him.

Then it was Jamie and the machine, which was
slowly driving her insane.

The hard, steady pounding of the dildo –
which he changed off for a thicker one – was bad enough, especially
in concert with the vibrator. The thing in her ass, which resembled
golf balls on a long pencil, slid in and out of her and sent a wild
flutter of sensations through her body! Then there were the suction
cups on her nipples, attached to small hoses which ran to the
machine.

She moaned helplessly, her insides aching
from muscle spasms as he finished and then placed the machine
against her again. She shook her head wearily and he grinned.

“What? Getting tired? Okay. I got a second
machine too.”

He carried over another machine. The first
one was horizontal. This one was a square, vertical block on a
stand. He plugged it in and then attached a thin switch to a small
arm. He stepped back and the switch swung around and down to cut
across Jamie's buttocks!

Hard.

She cried out into the gag, staring in
disbelief as the arm swung around again like the arm of an
automatic batting machine, then swept in fast to snap the switch
across her buttocks again! And again! And again!

While the dildos pumped, the vibrator buzzed
and ground against her, and the suction cups sucked.

Danny replaced her blindfold, and turned up
the sound of her own voice, her own cries of pleasure, her own
voice calling herself a sex slave, a slut, a whore, calling Danny
her master!

She lost track after a dozen more orgasms.
Her mind was in a strange place, sodden with dark heat and scalding
pleasure. She was feverish, intoxicated by the pleasure, exhausted
by the orgasms, locked in a world of sex and passion with nothing
but sensation sweeping over her.

“I'm Danny's sex slave!” her own voice cried
in her ear. “I'm Danny's fuck toy!”

And so it seemed. But she was also still a
cop – when her mind was functioning, and in a brief lucid moment
between orgasms, gasping for breath, her bottom burning, she
couldn't help wondering what all this mind-blowing sexual
submission was going to do to her ability to think straight on the
job.

Then again, she'd be in Intelligence.
Thinking probably wasn't required much there.
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