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It was good to be rich. And Rory was feeling
quite rich these days. Not that she had the kind of money to buy up
yachts and float around the Med, but she was doing pretty much of
all right.

She'd been born on an island in the Hebrides
of north Scotland. It was an inhospitable place at the best of
times, and the MacNeils were one of the more notoriously violent of
Scotland's highland clans. Rory was a popular boys name, and given
to her by an obstinate and bad-tempered father who had little time
for girls and was disappointed to have been presented with one.

He was sufficiently indifferent to her
upbringing and fate, compared to her eight brothers, as to hardly
notice when she went off to university at sixteen (a waste of time,
as far as he was concerned, girl or not).

Rory gained from her brothers the knowledge
of how to fight, and from her father, flaming red hair and a moral
ambivalence which encompassed doing whatever she thought would
benefit her and which she felt she could get away with.

And since she knew very well he'd give her no
funds to tide her over while at university, she didn't bother to
ask, siphoning them out of his business accounts instead. Fuck him
if he couldn't take a joke.

Rory had spent (misspent) her time at
university learning all about cybersecurity and the internet. She'd
never really intended to use that knowledge to work in some dull
office with a bunch of nerdy men. Instead she'd honed her ability
to siphon funds away from people she felt less deserving of them
than she.

Which was a lot of people.

She signaled to the dealer and another card
was tossed her way. She picked it up carefully and examined it
along with what she already had.

Rory liked to gamble, and London had a number
of casinos to cater to her moods. As long as the other customers
left her the fuck alone.

Unfortunately for her, she was gifted with a
tall, slender and shapely body, as well as a more than attractive
face. That tended to attracted men like flies to... honey. Rory
used that to her advantage at times. She found the weakness men
had, and their willingness to do whatever she wanted to please her
to be entirely unimpressive.

She was not very impressed with the human
species to begin with, and certainly had little time for simpering,
obsequious men desperately trying to impress her in hopes she'd let
them touch her body. Unless, of course, she wanted them to do
something for her.

Here at the casino, all she wanted them to do
was leave her the fuck alone.

Partly in aid of this she was wearing a
mud-brown wig with heavy bangs, thick glasses, a turtleneck
sweater, and a hip-length brown jacket with epaulets which
testified to its former military use she'd bought at a second-hand
store.

She examined the cards carefully, though in
fact, she was barely seeing them. Her mind was running through
combinations of cards based on what she'd seen so far from the
deck. She had an eidetic memory, so she could recall perfectly
every card which had been dealt so far. At least, the visible
ones.

Counting cards was not really cheating. At
least, so said the law. The casinos didn't like it, though, and if
they caught you at it they'd introduce you to the exit doors they
tried to keep hidden from their customers as long as possible.

Whether it was cheating or not didn't bother
Rory. She had no moral qualms about cheating, lying or stealing.
Whatever benefited Rory MacNeil was a good thing to her way of
thinking. Rules and laws only had to be followed if you thought
you'd be caught. And given the poor record the Metropolitan Police
had for solving crime (currently less than one out of ten) she
wasn't very worried.

Across from her sat a bearded Saudi. He was a
member of the elites, worth hundreds of millions. Money was nothing
to him. But he studied his cards fiercely, and glowered at the
dealer as if the man had personally offended him.

People like Khallid Al-Kabir were used to
getting their way. In everything. But he was losing, and he clearly
didn't like it nor know how to handle that. The cards were not
flowing as he would wish, and yet he had no way of beheading anyone
to get them to change.

The tall, gorgeous blonde girl half his age
standing beside him tried to rub his shoulder in sympathy and he
shoved her hand away. He was a sullen man at the best of times,
bad-tempered and more than a little narcissistic. But the blonde
was paid a lot to put up with him, including pain, now and
then.

But Al-Kabir couldn't even work his temper
off on her, not here, not in public, not in London. Oh, he had
diplomatic immunity, though he wasn't a diplomat, but there would
be questions asked, and criticism issued which he couldn't answer
with violence.

And besides, the casino would throw him out,
high roller or not. No matter how much money he had he was a still
just a jumped-up wog to the British.

Of course, they didn't feel much better
towards the French.

He got a notification of some sort, and
glanced at his phone, then picked it up and read the message.

So did Rory, as it flashed briefly across the
inside of the glasses she was wearing. It was in Arabic, but she
read Arabic. Perfect memory allowed her to learn languages fairly
easily. She picked up her drink and took a sip, then tossed her
cards in, stood up and walked away.

She knew where he was going, where he would
be going very soon. No need to follow someone when you could get
out ahead of them. She reached into her coat as she walked and took
out one of the phones there, the one which had paired with
Al-Kabir's and watched the signal strength of the contact fade as
she moved away. It was a short-range thing, and didn't work beyond
twenty yards.

She made a face and put it back. She was
going to have to break into his ISP and start getting the messages
that way. It was more complicated and took more time but she
wouldn't have to get as close to him.

She stepped out onto the road and crossed
between stalled traffic, heading for Coventry Street with a quick
stride that took her to Regent Street.

Regent Street was bordered on both sides by
four to five-story centuries-old white stone buildings with
expensive shops on the ground floor. Above the shops were a mixture
of pricey offices. Al-Kabir was headed for one of those.

She stepped into a stationery store which
seemed to have enough customers to deter the clerk from approaching
her, and examined things in the window while she waited for
Al-Kabir. Behind her were a pair of women exchanging opinions of
invitation cards in the kind of upper-class English accents which
grated on her Scottish sensibilities.

Not that she'd gotten along very well with
her Scottish peers at the University of Edinburgh either, of
course. Rory rarely got along with anyone. One of her deans had
somewhat diffidently suggested she had a personality which was
“off-putting”.

She'd told him to go fuck himself.

Gifted with an eidetic memory and a keen
intellect, Rory had no difficulty quickly reading through her
textbooks, nor, while attending lectures, absorbing and
understanding them. Her major issue was in keeping to herself her
low opinion of most of her teachers, to say nothing of her fellow
students.

Rory was not a modest girl, and had a
formidable ability to crush the arguments of both groups with
information and logic even as she coolly dismissed their
intelligence.

She was, to put it mildly, not
well-liked.

Her professors were all fierce progressives
to a greater or lesser degree generally. Their constant attempts at
infusing their teaching with their ideological beliefs ran into
Rory's cool dismissal of their logic as well as a withering
sarcasm.

But while they loathed her they could never
quite come up with an excuse to give her anything less than top
marks. At least, none which would stand up to her inevitable appeal
to their superiors as well as suggestions of legal action if that
appeal failed.

She was eventually expelled, in her third
year, for violations of the general regulations of discipline in
that she had harassed, threatened and endangered the safety of
various other students and interfered with their right of lawful
assembly.

All of that came about when a group of
students had blockaded the entrance to the building where she had
classes to protest against white privilege. Rory had argued with
them for about thirty seconds before forcing her way through with
the aid of a few wrist twists and a kick to the knee of the guy who
had tried to grab her from behind.

Following her expulsion she'd hacked the
accounts of the protesters involved as well as the administrators
who had expelled her. The female students had been kind enough to
have naked pictures of themselves available for distribution, so
she had distributed them widely, much to their humiliation.

One of the male students was gay, but in the
closet. Not any more. He was also buying papers for several of his
courses. He'd been expelled for that.

The professor in charge of her disciplinary
hearing was involved in an affair. He was divorced now and living
in a shared flat an hour from the university because that was the
best he could afford. Another had falsified his resume before being
hired. He was now unemployed.

Everyone had secrets, she had learned. And if
you could expose them you could destroy almost anyone. It pleased
her to destroy people who got in her way or caused her trouble.

Fuckers.

Because she was standing right in front, the
man who came through the open door was basically right in her face.
He had a ragged beard, his eyes were wide and wild, and he held an
AK-47 assault rifle in his sweating hands.

“Allahuh Akbar!” he shrieked into the
shop.

Then he noticed her and started to swing his
gun towards her.

As he was right-handed and she was on his
right, the barrel of the gun was pointed up to the side right next
to her. Her left hand shot out and grabbed it to hold it there,
while her right punched him in the throat. Hard. Very hard.
Repeatedly.

He let go of the gun with a wide-eyed gurgle,
stumbling back outside and Rory yanked it away, then stepped
forward and drove the butt into his face a second before her foot
came up between his legs. He doubled over and she slammed the butt
down against the back of his neck sending him sprawling onto the
sidewalk.

All of which had taken about three
seconds.

It was vaguely possible he would survive. But
he wasn't doing any breathing right now, not through the throat
she'd caved in. So unless paramedics reached him quickly he was
likely dead. That thought bothered her not at all.

“Fucking wog,” she growled.

She heard the sound of gunfire up the
sidewalk and cursed. Another one was coming out of the next shop.
He gaped at her and she brought the AK-47 up with hardly a second
thought, aimed dead center, and pulled the trigger.

He went flying back in a spray of blood to
land spreadeagled on the sidewalk.

Rory stared at him for a long moment. All of
that had taken about ten seconds. The world was moving even faster
than her own wickedly fast thinking processes could follow.

“What was that?” asked a voice in her
ear.

“Shut the fuck up,” she growled.

Everyone not running away was staring at her.
That wasn't good at all.

She threw the gun down, glad of the thin
leather gloves she was wearing, and strode up the street with very
quick strides. Then she broke into a run. There were enough people
doing that she oughtn't to stand out.

She turned the corner and kept going, turned
the corner again as the voice in her ear became more and more
agitated.

“Where the fuck are you going? Al-Kabir will
be there any second!?”

Cursing, she ran through the map in her
head.

“I need somewhere without cameras. Now!” she
demanded.

“Why?”

“Shut the fuck up and find me somewhere
nearby without cameras or I'll rip your balls off!”

There was a long pause as Gerald brought up
the appropriate overlay of the massive network of CCTV cameras
which littered most of London's main streets.

“Turn left,” he said. “There's a garage
middle of the block on the left. It has entrances on this street
and Pimco. Go out Pimco. There are no cameras there. What the
bloody hell is going on?”

“Had to kill a couple of people.”

“What!?”

“It's not like they're a loss to
society.”

“Who the bloody hell did you kill?!”

“I didn't get their fucking names, did
I!”

Sirens were screaming in the distance, but
she knew she had some time. They'd wait for the armed police before
moving in and then asking questions.

She kept her head down as she walked into the
garage. Away from the entrance, and the inevitable cameras, she
looked around, found a gray Volvo and took a small, electronic box
from her coat pocket. It ran through the combination of signals the
Volvo's electronic lock was looking for, found the right one, and
she opened the door and got in.

She turned it on and backed out, then headed
for the exit. There she paid the machine with cash and took
off.

“Now find me a street I can transfer from a
stolen car without the cops finding video of me. Then send someone
there to pick me up. And do it quickly.”

Ten minutes later she was in the back of a
white van headed for south London. Albert Goring was driving it. He
was very large, very bald, and middle-aged, and looked like the
ex-bouncer he was, with tattoos going up and down his arms.

“So I heard you killed someone,” he said.

She shrugged.

“That time of the month?”

“Piss off.”

He snickered in amusement.

It wasn't the first time she'd killed
someone, and was unlikely to be the last. It didn't bother her.
Rory only valued one life and that was hers. Not counting her
family. Well, some of them. She hadn't seen any for a while, though
she'd had occasional phone calls with a few of her brothers.

She'd continued to learn all about computer
security, and her hacking had graduated to impressive levels,
garnering her quite a tidy sum of cash.

In retrospect, she acknowledged that the ease
with which she broke into computer after computer made her a little
too arrogant. So she'd broken into GCHQ, Britain's super-secret
electronic spy agency. For sport.

Or at least, she thought she had. It had
turned out to be a mere shell, an invitation to people like her to
stay and explore while they traced her signal. She hadn't expected
them to be able to do that, but it turned out they had some tricks,
some software and hardware that the private sector had never heard
of before.

When they'd come calling for her she'd jumped
out a window and led them a long chase up and down streets and
alleys which had ultimately gotten her nowhere since they had
followed her on the city's camera network.

Then they'd threatened to put her in prison
for a very long time. Unless she came to work for them.

The van drove into a garage, and the door
closed behind them. She got out and pulled the wig off, scratching
her head and combing out her red hair. She followed Goring into the
building and down the stairs to the basement, then through a steel
door into a section of the building which didn't show on
blueprints.

*

Michael Ross was a prissy, anal-retentive
English poofster who got on her nerves. She detested him and he
returned the favor. He loved forms and paperwork. His desk was
pristine. It shone. He wore a tailored three-piece suit, and his
hair was immaculately combed – in contrast to her own wild, shaggy
mane.

He sat up perfectly straight in his chair as
she was ushered through the door, looking sternly at her.

Rory fell into the chair across him and
slouched as if she were on her sofa in front of the television.

“Mikey,” she said by way of greeting.

His eyes narrowed. Which was something, given
he was fairly beady-eyed to begin with.

“Explain.”

“What's to explain? Unless you're an idiot
(in her expressed opinion he WAS an idiot) you already know by now
– it's been half an hour – that two terrorists were killed on
Regent Street. You can congratulate me now, if you like.”

“Your assigned task was to monitor the
meeting between Al-Kabir and Ben Sullah.”

“You wanted me to do that while people were
shooting at me? Seriously? I don't get paid enough for that, Mikey.
Listen, I did the police a favor. And no extra charge.”

“There will be descriptions of you everywhere
now. Not to mention video.”

“I was wearing a wig and glasses. And I kept
my head down as much as possible. I doubt anyone will recognize me
from anywhere.”

“Oh, you doubt, do you? How splendid. I'm
sure the Commissioner will be reassured by that!”

“What did you want me to do, Mikey, let the
guy shoot me?”

He gave her a dead-eyed stare and she
smirked, for she knew that would have been exactly his preference.
He'd loathed her since she'd been dropped on his doorstep as an
unofficial adjunct to his team, carried on the books as a 'civilian
informant'.

“MI5 will want to debrief you.”

“Not wearing any.”

“I beg your pardon?”

“I prefer commando,” she said.

He glowered at her.

 


 





Chapter Two

 


 


 


 


MI5 were a bunch of fucking bureaucrats. As
such, they wanted everything spelled out in writing, from minute to
minute, and even second to second. “And what did you do next?” was
asked so often she began to count the number of times and mark them
off on a pad they'd put before her.

“And just how and where did you learn to fire
an AK-47?” one of them demanded.

She raised her eyebrows. “You point it and
pull the trigger. Seen it in a movie, din't I.”

“GCHQ didn't give you weapons training?”

“Not that I can recall.”

“Because there's nothing on your record which
authorizes weapons familiarity courses.”

“Gee. How about that.”

She'd taught one of the weapons trainers just
what a truly excellent, first-rate blow job was like in exchange
for being able to 'play around' with the weapons he had. He'd been
highly appreciative, taught her how some of the more interesting
weapons worked, and let her practice whenever she was in the mood
and bored.

She wasn't going to tell these people that,
though. They were a bunch of assholes from Cambridge and Oxford
with nasal tones and prissy attitudes. Fuck them.

She was being annoying and enjoying doing it.
Skinny, upper-class English twits were among her least favorite
people. Which was one of the reasons she'd never gotten along very
well with Ross.

A tall man entered the room, just when she
was considering putting her feet up on the table to annoy the two
men interviewing her even more. He was thick-bodied, but had one of
those I-don't-take-any-shit-from-anyone faces that made her
wary.

He barely twitched his head at the two and
they got up and left. Then he turned to Rory, who had sat up more
or less straight and was giving him her best innocent look. He
sighed and then shook his head.

“Despite what many would believe, the media
are not all imbeciles,” he said. Nor are the Metropolitan
Police.”

“What's their crime solution rate these
days?” she asked innocently.

He scowled at her.

“You are a pain in the arse.”

“I'm just – .”

“Shut it.”

She shrugged.

“The police have traced you back to the
casino, where you were dropped off by Rupert Styles. They have the
license which leads to a numbered corporation they will eventually
figure out has government connections. The media are already
speculating on something similar.”

“It wasn't like I had a hell of a lot of
choices here.”

“No one blames you for what happened. You are
to be commended, in fact. If I hadn't seen all the statements on
your record about your temper and capacity for violence I'd have
been amazed at how quickly and smoothly you took those two
out.”

“That would be Ross, I expect.”

“You had a number of psychological
evaluations during your... hiring process.”

She shrugged.

“Given your history, however, it would be
embarrassing to have anyone figuring out just who you are. We
intend to stonewall the Met. I expect them to try and get around
this, for no good reason other than bureaucratic
determination.”

“Cut their budget again.”

He snorted.

“Far easier to get rid of you?”

“In what way?” she asked warily.

“How would you like to go to New York?”

She stared at him in surprise.

“We're going to transfer you, temporarily, to
MI6.”

“The spy boys? Do I get an umbrella that
shoots needles or something?”

“No.”

“A license to kill?”

He almost smiled, but only almost.

“No. The Americans are our allies, after all
– sort of. So we're going to loan you to them.”

“Me?”

“You.”

“To do what?”

He smiled all too happily, and all too
smugly, and Rory frowned in suspicion.

*

She didn't get her own jet, which Rory
thought something of a gyp. James Bond didn't have to fly economy.
Not that she flew economy, of course. She hacked into British
Airways and changed it to first class. That way she didn't have to
sit too close to people.

When she got off in New York she found
herself in front of an overweight Hispanic customs officer with a
heavy Spanish accent she could barely understand. He, meanwhile,
could barely understand her Scottish accent, which she exaggerated
just to annoy him.

He scowled as he took the dirk out of her bag
and pulled it out of its scabbard.

“What's this?”

“It's a bloody dirk, man,” she said.

“What is... this is a sword?”

“No, it's not a bloody sword. Does it bloody
look like a sword? It's a dirk.”

“It's a knife,” the customs officer at the
next seat said.

“It's not a bloody knife, it's a bloody
dagger. You eat food with a knife, don't ya?” she said.

“Then what is this for?”

“It's for killing people, of course,” she
said as if that was obvious.

They packed her off to a private room, then,
which was fine with her. She'd already spotted the man looking on
and waiting for her, and was counting on his impatience to carry
the day. It did. He barged into the room with a supervisor and told
her to get her things and come with him.

Given his size, and that he was telling her
to do what she wanted to do, she quickly complied.

He was a big guy with a shaved head, a large
nose, full lips, and black as the ace of spades, as her father
would have said. He had an impressive set of shoulders on him,
though, and wore a tailored three-piece suit.

She hadn't brought much, figuring she could
steal what she wanted, so carried the two suitcases out and
followed him out to where an SUV was parked illegally. She put her
suitcases into the back seat and they got in. He hadn't spoken
since the interview room, and didn't until he got into the car and
pulled away from the curb.

“Why would you bring that with you?” he
asked.

“Why not?”

He turned and gave her a dark look.

“I use it to butter my bagels in the
morning.”

“You use a razor-sharp, thirteen-inch dagger
to butter your bagels?”

“You mocking my culture?” she demanded in her
thickest brogue.

He gave her the same dark look and turned his
eyes back to the road.

“You have a name? Or should I make one up for
you?”

“My name is Black.”

“Now there's a coincidence.”

He scowled at her.

“Are you acting like this for a particular
reason, like maybe you've got a stick up your arse, or are you just
a generally unpleasant person?” she asked.

“I dislike introducing undisciplined
amateurs, however gifted, into carefully planned operations.”

“Then whine at your boss, not me. It's not
like I begged to come over.”

He snorted but said nothing, and she watched
the city go by outside.

“Where are we going?”

“Manhattan.”

“I was hoping for more specific.”

“I'll tell you what you need to know.”

“You know, you're a lot like my boss. I mean,
except you're black, of course, and bald, and taller than him, and
he's a poofster. Are you a poofster?”

“A what? What in the hell are you talking
about?”

“Queer? Gay?”

“No I'm not gay!” he snapped.

“Anyway, you both kind of act the same, like
you're oh so superior and all and you think you can tell me just
what you think I ought to know. He's learned that if he doesn't
tell me what I want to know I'll find out anyway. You'll learn that
too.”

He glowered at her.

“Don't the British have a saying about
sparing the rod spoiling the child?”

“No. That's from the bloody Bible: Proverbs
13:24. It was a favorite of my father. Didn't get him anywhere with
me, though.”

“Maybe he didn't hit hard enough.”

“Are you threatening to spank me, Mr. Black?”
she asked with a smirk. “You wouldn't be the first man with
ambition in that direction. I do have a lovely bottom, or so I'm
told.”

He shook his head and stared into
traffic.

“You have a funny accent,” she said. “You go
to one of those snob palaces or something?”

“What?”

“You know, those fancy, expensive colleges
for rich boys and girls. You don't sound very Black.”

“And exactly what is that supposed to sound
like?”

“Lots of slurred words and bad grammar.”

“You're a racist, you know that?”

“Maybe, but I'm not wrong either.”

“Just because a man speaks properly and
enunciates you think that somehow doesn't make him black?!”

“Someone's got a chip on his big black
shoulder,” she said.

There was a delivery truck on their left.
Suddenly it veered sharply into their lane. Black cursed and jerked
the wheel hard over and the SUV bounced across a curb and down a
low hill then directly into a very wide, deep river.

“Bloody hell!” she shouted.

She looked wildly around them. “Who told you
you could bloody drive!?”

Black took out a cell phone and spoke into
it. “I'll need transport at Flushing Bay Promenade,” he said
calmly.

“You do this a lot!?” she demanded.

They were floating but not for long. Water
was pouring into the compartment and already up to her waist. She
grabbed her suitcase, popped it open and pulled the dirk out, then
punched it into the window, which shattered. She climbed out, dirk
in hand while Black was struggling to open his door.

“It won't open, you twat,” she said.

He scowled at her and came out through her
window as she started to swim ashore. Once he was out, though, he
promptly sank. He came up again, grabbing at the car, which was
sinking more rapidly now, and then kicked off towards the shore. He
swam... very poorly, and wasn't getting anywhere fast.

“Oh for Jaysus' own sake...”

Rory had reached shore but went back in,
grabbed his arm and yanked him along as she pulled them both closer
so he could get his feet under him.

“How come Black people can't swim!?”

“How come redheads are bitches!?”

“Because it's expected!”

“My suit is ruined,” he growled, staring down
at himself.

“So gay,” she muttered.

“I am not gay! You think every man who cares
about his clothes is gay? You have a cliched view of people,
woman!”

“We were just run off the fucking road! I'd
have thought you'd care more about that!”

It was an accident. And I'll thank you not to
swear.”

She looked at him in disbelief.

“Are you an idiot!? Let me guess, you're a
diversity hire!”

He glowered at her.

They were shouting at each other when another
SUV showed up.

“Someone looking for a ride?” the driver
asked blandly.

Black got in the front seat, so Rory climbed
into the back.

“You people are paying for my bloody
luggage,” she snapped.

“Take us to the house,” Black snapped.

“Surely.”

The driver was a little guy with a receding
hairline. He showed no particular curiosity in why they were there
or what they were doing as he headed off. They drove back up the
road and onto a highway, then crossed the river and turned down an
industrial street. Eventually they stopped in front of a brownstone
building and Black got out without a word.

She scowled and got out as well, following
him up a flight of stairs and in through a large brown door.

“Where are we? What is this place?”

“You ask a lot of questions,” he growled.

“It's how you learn things. Nobody ever teach
you that?”

He pulled off his tailored jacket and threw
it on the floor, where it landed with a splat.

“Lady, you are really pissing me off!”

“Cry me a bloody river.”

He stomped up a wooden stairway. Rory looked
into what looked like a comfortable living room, with a dining room
and kitchen past that. No bathroom, though. She went upstairs after
him and came out on the second floor to find him shirtless.

It gave her a pause. Quite a pause. Black was
as muscular a man as she'd ever encountered up close. And with his
skin still damp and shining she found herself startled at the
sudden sense of deep female appreciation which swept through
her.

She wasn't one to go ga-ga over some handsome
man. But that muscular chest did invite her to slide her fingers
across his skin to see just what it felt like. And the size of his
arms was... impressive.

“Aye right, yer a bit of tidy, ain't ya,” she
said.

“What?! Is that English?”

“Not hardly. So I guess this is what you do
when you're not learning things of value, like how to drive,” she
said, flicking her finger at his muscular chest.

“It comes in handy at times,” he said.

And he reached out and gripped her upper
arms, then lifted her into the air and carried her up the hall.

“We going somewhere?” she asked.

He turned into the next room, which was a
bedroom and flung her onto the bed.

“There's a bathroom there,” he growled. “I
would suggest you get changed.”

“Changed into what?” she demanded, sitting
up. “My bloody luggage floated away.”

He pursed his lips.

“I'd have gotten it but I had to grab
you.”

“I'll have it fetched and washed,” he
said.

He turned away and Rory sat up, much
impressed by how easily he'd carried her. She rarely bothered to
engage in sexual sport, and Black didn't seem to have much of a
personality, but she was fairly confident she could turn him into a
pile of putty-like she did every other man she'd slept with.

And she was curious about whether the size
carried over to... other things.

She did strip off and wring out her clothes –
and her hair, which hung well past her shoulders. She didn't see
any sign of a hairdryer around, though. Tsking in annoyance, she
wrapped a towel around herself. Then, smirking, replaced it with a
much smaller towel, one which only barely covered what had to be
covered, and went back to the main bathroom.

She ran into him, almost literally, as he
came out of another room.

She looked at him and then let out a short
bark of laughter.

“What?” he demanded.

“I was about to ask if you have a hairdryer
but – .” She waved at his bald head “I guess not!”

“This is not my house,” he snapped. “It's an
agency house. It has whatever the agency provided.”

He went into the bathroom and came out with a
hairdryer, handing it to her.

“What?” he demanded as he saw her staring at
his head.

“Aren't you a little young to be bald?”

“I'm not bald, woman,” he growled. “I shave
my head because it's less trouble.”

“Makes you look older.”

“Did I ask?”

He glowered at her, but his eyes kept
flicking down since half her breasts were exposed.

“And meaner and nastier. Like some kind of
mugger in a dark alley or something.”

“Are you done commenting on my
appearance?”

“For now.”

She went back into the other bedroom and
brushed and dried her hair, then, with the same towel , went back
and to the bedroom he'd come out of. It was empty, so she helped
herself, opening drawers and closet doors.

Everything was so... neat. The shirts in the
closet hung in perfect order, each shirt exactly centered on each
hanger, and every button buttoned. They were arranged from the
white ones on the left, through the progressively darker colors,
right up to black.

Black would go good with her hair. She lifted
down a black shirt and unbuttoned it.

“What are you doing in here, woman?!”

She turned and looked at him.

“Looking for something to wear. I can't go
around in a towel till my clothes show up. Hey, you got OCD or
something, Black? And am I supposed to keep calling you Black?
Black guy? Blackie? What?”

“You are the most irritating woman I've ever
met.”

“Yeah. Heard that one before,” she said with
a shrug.

He snatched the shirt from her hand and then
grabbed her shoulder to march her out of the room. Rory grabbed his
wrist and twisted it around and he cursed as she forced him to bend
over. But then he brought his other arm around and swept her legs
out from under her, scooping her up before she fell, lifting her up
over his head, then swinging her back down to land heavily on the
bed.

The towel did not, of course, stay in place
through all of that, and Rory gasped, grabbed the blanket and
rolled over, pulling it over herself.

She noticed Black had lost his glower,
however, and was looking mildly stunned.

“You big dumb... goon!” she shouted.

“Don't try to steal a man's property and you
won't run into trouble, woman.”

“Stop calling me woman, you moronic thug,”
she snapped, yanking the blanket up around her as she rose on her
knees on the bed.

“I have an IQ of a hundred and fifty-six,” he
said.

“And a dick like this,” she said, wobbling
her little finger and letting it droop.

He glared and then reached for her and she
jerked back.

“Don't touch me, Blackie.”

“My name is Mister Black,” he snapped.

“Oh eat me.”

He yanked the blanket, which spun her around
and caused her to fall – naked. He grabbed her and she kicked him
in the ribs, which made him gasp in pain and drop her. She dove off
the bed, grabbed his shirt, and then ran for the door.

“Bitch!”

“Arsehole!” she flung over her shoulder.

He caught her at the door to the main
bathroom – by the hair.

Rory yelled and tried to slam her elbow back
into him but he kept his arm straight and jerked back on her hair
as he shoved her into the door, then swung her around and shoved
her into the counter. The counter being only waist high that bent
her over it.

He gathered in more of her hair, bunching it
up in his fist as she squirmed under him.

“Now I think you and I need to get some rules
straight,” he said as he pulled the belt from his trousers.

“Go fuck yourself!” she yelled.
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“Just for a start, I want no more of your
filthy language.”

Crack!

The sound of the doubled-up belt hitting her
bottom was as sharp as the stinging jolt of pain which tore through
Rory's buttocks. She squealed and tried to kick out at him but he
shifted to the side, which robbed her barefoot kicks of any real
force.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Fuck! Ow! That hurts!”

“It's supposed to hurt, you ignorant ill-bred
redneck.”

Crack!

“Fucking arsehole!

He brought the belt slicing down across her
wriggling, twisting bottom again and again.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

Unable to kick him properly she tried to grab
his wrist and twist it, but his wrist was enormous and heavily
muscled and she had no leverage. She dug her nails into it instead
and he cursed and let go of her hair, but only to smack the back of
her head with his open hand, momentarily stunning her.

A moment later he was yanking her wrists
together behind her back and then handcuffing them there.

“Now where were we?”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“You need to learn some respect for your
betters, woman!”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

The belt was making Rory's bottom burn and
turning it redder than her hair! Black was swinging it down hard
and fast and there wasn't an awful lot she could do about it! She
wriggled and twisted helplessly, which served to mash her bare
breasts against the counter.

He halted and she gulped in air, staring at
the wall behind the counter.

“Are you gonna show more respect and act like
a professional?”

“A-As soon as you kiss my ass!” she
yelled.

She cried out as he yanked her up and back by
the hair so she was standing in front of him. He forced her head
back and she rolled her eyes up at him, but his eyes weren't on her
face.

Rory had a very good body. Her height
sometimes disguised that she was far from flat-chested, and her
breasts, so full and round and firm, had often reduced men to awe.
They seemed to be having the same impact on Black as he blinked at
them.

“I uh... I'm just... asking for... you to
behave,” he said, his voice wavering.

“I'm still waiting for that kiss,” she said,
eyes flashing.

His eyes came off her body to her face and he
glared back.

“You'll be waiting a long time, you
slut!”

“I'm a slut because you drove into the river
and soaked my clothes! You... you diversity hire!”

He slammed her down on the counter again,
only this time it was his open hand raining blows on her buttocks.
The sound was higher pitched, but the pain still stung as she
yelped and squirmed and cursed him and his hand came down again and
again.

But then his hand stopped, pausing – while
resting on her bottom.

“You gonna do as you're told?” he
growled.

Rory gulped in air, panting, and didn't
answer.

“Because I can keep this up as long as you
want,” he said.

His hand squeezed her bottom slightly. It was
a very big hand, almost completely covering her buttocks. When it
slid down along the curve of her flesh and between her legs it
shifted her thighs apart as it cupped her naked sex.

“I see I'm not the only one that shaves,” he
growled.

Rory gasped as she felt a very large thumb
push between the lips of her sex and slide up and down between
them. It slid downward as his other fingers pressed in from
underneath, and caught her clitoris between them, rubbing it
between them.

His hand pulled free then slapped down
stingingly across her bottom.

“Spread your legs, woman!” he snapped.

Gasping, Rory obeyed, and his fingers
returned, rolling her clitoris between them. Then one pushed into
the mouth of her sex.

“Nice and tight, what a man wants from a
woman.”

He opened a drawer and his finger pulled
free. Then it slid into her again, slick and slippery.

Rory gasped as it pushed into her body, and
she half stood before his other hand grabbed the back of her neck
and shoved her back down again.

“No one said you could move, woman!”

It was a very big finger, a very thick and
long finger, and it was already pumping slowly in and out while
pressing down against the inside of her abdomen. Rory thought at
first it was simply too thick to be a finger at all, but he was
standing to her left and his pants were still zipped.

Her mind was spinning, wondering what to do
or say. She knew she ought to be outraged, infuriated, and ready to
kill him. But the truth was she didn't want to tell him to stop in
case he did!

“Now my name is Mister Black. Let me hear you
say it.”

She gasped as his thumb pushed all the way in
to the knuckle. It was as thick as some of the cocks she'd had!

Crack!

“Say it, woman!”

“I... you... your name is Mister Black!” she
gasped.

His big thumb was sliding in and out of her,
pressing downward as his other fingers rubbed upward, stroking
across her clitoris. His thumb swirled around inside her, making
her ache, then resumed rubbing the front of her sex.

“You are going to do exactly what I tell you
to do. No questioning me. No backtalk.”

“You can still kiss my arse!” she gasped.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

He yanked her back off the counter and she
slid to the floor as he moved in to hem her in between the counter
behind her, the wall on her left, and him. His hands went to his
zipper and he jerked it down, then reached in and brought out a
very large, very black... club.

That was what she thought at first. It seemed
too big to be a cock. Not that she'd spent a lot of time and had an
awful lot of experience. Sex had, for the most part, been a means
to an end for Rory, and the end wasn't excitement and pleasure but
whatever she wanted the man to do for her.

She stared at it, her mouth wide, and he
thrust himself into it. Even so, it stretched her mouth wider as it
pushed in. She considered biting it, but instantly decided against.
This was just too lovely a cock, and had too much potential to give
her a great ride for her to want to damage it.

“You got a foul mouth, woman. Now show me
what you can do with it other than mouthing off,” he growled.

She gurgled as he thrust it deeper into her
mouth. Rory had never had anything this thick in her mouth before,
and it seemed like there wasn't an awful lot she could actually do
other than try to rub her tongue along the underside and suck.

He shoved deeper, pulled back, and shoved
back again, and Rory realized that unlike other times she'd
performed oral sex, when she was able to reduce men to quivering
putty in her hands, she had no control over this. Her hands were
still cuffed behind her back, and with the wall and counter hemming
her in she couldn't even back up.

He reached behind her and gathered up her
hair, then thrust, and his slick cock pushed deep into her
throat.

Rory's eyes widened, though she was half
expecting it. She had mastered deep throating some years ago, but
she'd never had anything this thick, and her throat ached from the
size of it as he pushed deeper and deeper. She squirmed and twisted
but he pushed forward relentlessly, until every inch was jammed
into her mouth.

“No complaints now, I see,” he said. “I think
I found the way to shut your foul mouth up.”

He slid back out slowly, inch after inch of
glistening black cock sliding out through her lips, and Rory gasped
for breath, gulping in deep, shaky breaths as he pulled free. He
jerked on her hair then shoved himself back into her mouth and then
deep into her throat.

He pulled out again and growled and undid his
pants, dropping them to the floor. He jerked his underwear down and
shoved himself down her throat again, this time grinding against
her until he was able to force even his balls into her mouth.

“Yeah! Yeah, that's it! Suck on that, you
redheaded slut!”

Rory gurgled helplessly, and he pulled back,
then pumped steadily in her mouth and throat before pulling out
entirely. He yanked her to her dazed feet and bent her over the
counter again, and Rory felt the pressure of that slick cock as it
was jammed against her sex.

She moaned as she gulped in air, gasping and
groaning as he slowly forced himself through the taut lips of her
sex.

Crack!

“You have to learn, woman!”

Crack!

“You have to show respect!”

Crack!

She gasped as his cock pushed slowly into her
body, stretching out the elastic walls of her sex as it pushed
deeper and deeper.

He yanked back on her hair.

“What do you call me?!”

“M-Mister Black!” she cried. “Ahh!”

He shoved his cock even deeper, and she ached
inside as it stretched her out, but the aching was darkly
thrilling, and as her breasts ground against the counter she felt
them swell and throb, her nipples hard as rocks as Black began to
pump.

This was simply unlike any other sex she'd
ever had. Most of the time she'd been mostly in charge, deciding
what, how much and what positions. She'd never had an experience
with someone like Black just doing to her whatever he wanted in
whatever position and with whatever force he chose.

Nor had she ever had anything this big inside
her!

His cock wasn't even all the way inside yet!
She shuddered as the head kept punching against what felt like the
back wall of her pussy. It ached, but even so a dark steaming flood
of liquid heat was pouring over her and beginning to boil her
mind!

There was something indescribably hot, animal
hot, about being manhandled by this huge, powerfully built black
man!

He grabbed the doubled-up belt again and
brought it down against her buttocks.

“Ow! Fuck!”

“I told you not to swear.”

He pulled out of her and drew back enough to
swing his arm, then brought the belt down across her bottom for
five quick blows that had her squealing in pain. He roughly spread
her legs, jammed himself against her, and then pushed himself in
deep once more as she trembled and moaned in dark heat.

“You're going to learn who the boss is, you
brat.”

“I don't have one!” she gasped.

He yanked back on her hair and she cried out
in pain.

“The boss is inside you right now,” he
growled, driving his cock into her with hard, deliberate thrusts.
“Do you feel him?”

He jerked her head up further, forcing her to
rise as he ground his body against hers. He bit into the nape of
her neck, sucking hungrily as he roughly squeezed her breast.

“I'm going to teach you some discipline,
white girl,” he growled.

The hand on her breast dropped down and his
fingers found her clitoris, rubbing fast as he drove his cock into
her swollen, overheated, deliciously aching pussy.

Rory wanted to rebel, to show him that she
didn't take orders from anyone. But the sudden sharp surge of
sensation flooded her body and then her mind with an intoxicating
rush of pleasure. All she could do was gurgled helplessly as her
hips began to grind, then buck violently against his fingers.

“You learning who the boss is, white girl!?
You learning?!”

Rory's body was gripped by convulsions as her
muscles spasmed uncontrollably. The orgasm was shockingly intense,
and she would have screamed if she'd had any breath left to do
so.

The small part of her mind still functioning
noticed that he'd lost his perfect diction, that he was talking
with more of the Black accent she'd noticed from other black men.
That made it feel even more delicious – making him lose control
like that.

She shoved her down across the counter again,
gripping her thighs to jerk them up and apart as he punched the
head of his cock against the back wall of her sex.

Rory shuddered and trembled and moaned,
gulping in air as the orgasm faded, moaning in the dark, sated
afterglow even as her body continued to pulse with heat. She did
her best to control her breathing, though, as she turned her head
as much as she could.

“Ya done yet, ye scrote? I'm bored.”

He slapped the back of her head and she gave
a yelp which ended in a laugh, then a cry as he yanked back on her
hair again. A moment later the belt was wrapped around her throat
and the tongue stuffed through the buckle.

He dropped her hair and jerked on the belt
and Rory's eyes bulged as it tightened around her throat.

“Move that white ass, bitch!” he growled,
slapping his hand down sharply.

Crack!

“Ride my black cock!”

She gasped and moaned, pushing herself back
against his monster cock, hissing every time she jammed the back
wall of her pussy against the head.

“Faster, slut!”

Crack!

She gurgled again as he yanked on the belt
and it tightened around her neck. She rode her pussy in and out, in
and out as he held still, slapping her ass and jerking on the belt
to inspire her to more energy.

With the way her heart was thumping that
quickly led to her becoming light-headed as the belt kept squeezing
down around her neck. And that seemed to make her even more dazed
and disoriented, filled with a dark, angry heat which filled her
body with pressure.

Then he rammed his cock forward and she cried
out as it seemed to somehow force itself deeper. His hips slapped
her buttocks, and she felt a wave of astonishment that he'd gotten
that whole thing inside her!

He thrust again, and then again and again,
and another orgasm tore through her body and mind. She cried out,
losing herself to it, her voice rising in an undulating howl of
pleasure cut short as he yanked on the belt to tighten it around
her throat again.

“That's it. Come for me, bitch! Come on my
black cock!”

Rory barely heard him, or at least, barely
understood him. Her body was shaking itself apart at the massive
howl of sensation tearing through it, and all she wanted to do was
wallow in it, her muscles out of her control and her mind sinking
into a stupor of awe and wonder.

The orgasm faded into a dazed torpor, and she
lay across the counter, moaning, eyes glazed as her body continued
to be rocked by the hard thrust of his cock and the heavy blow of
his hips against her upraised buttocks.

When she finished, he seized her hips and
held the head of his cock just within the mouth of her sex, then
drove it into her like a black spear so that she cried out at the
deep, sudden impalement. He jerked back and did it again, and then
again, and again, before grinding his hips against her
buttocks.

“Now maybe we can start talking about just
what I expect of you during this visit, and what you're here for,”
he said, only slightly out of breath.

He did up his pants, then pulled the belt
away from her throat, sliding it into the loops as she lay gasping
for breath. He did not, however, free her hands. Instead he jerked
her upright by the hair, then turned her around and bent to heave
her up across his shoulder.

He turned and walked out of the room, then
down the stairs and into a living room.

He sat down with her sitting across his lap,
then gripped her hair again and jerked her head back.

“Now I'm going to talk, and you're going to
listen. Understand?”

“Y-Yes!” she panted.
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His eyes raked her body and he forced her
head back further to make her back arch.

“You have excellent breasts,” he said as he
began to play with them. “You have a great body, too. And your hair
is soft and full. You're pretty, too. The important part, however,
is what's inside your skull. And that's the part we're going to
have to change.”

His fingers were continually kneading her
breast as he talked, his thumb moving in to stroke her nipple. Then
his fingers slid in together to grip it, rubbing and rolling it
between them.

“I'm fairly sure you were sent over here as
something of a joke. I'm aware that when I was over there some of
the people in your agency thought I was too stuck-up. No doubt they
are highly amused at dumping you on me.”

He bent and took her other nipple into his
mouth, sucking and licking it, his teeth chewing lightly on the
soft flesh around it.

“Well, that's fine. But you're here to do a
job, and you're going to do it.”

His fingers shifted to her other nipple and
he brought his mouth down on the first, sucking and licking it as
it tingled and throbbed.

“I need to plant a device in a guy's computer
in his apartment,” he said. “We've tried hacking it and failed.
He's got top of the line encryption on his messages, and we need to
read them.

He shifted nipples again, sucking and licking
on her right as his fingers massaged her left.

“His apartment has got security too tight to
break into without him finding out, even with a warrant.”

He bent and began to nibble on her aching,
overheated nipple, then sucked and licked it as his fingers rolled
and plucked her other nipple.

“He let's almost no one in there. It's his
private place.”

His fingers kneaded her breast and he bent to
suck and lick and then chew on one nipple, then the other.

“Now before I met you I had the thought that
you could strike up a conversation with him somewhere, maybe get
him to take you to a bar, maybe take you home.”

He opened his mouth wide and took in the
center of her left breast, sucking hungrily as his teeth bit into
her almost to the point of pain.

“Now I've got a better idea.”

Rory's nipples were burning and throbbing as
they had never done before. Then again, no one had ever paid them
such continuous attention for so long. Her breasts felt swollen.
They seemed to pulse with the beating of her heart. Her nipples
were so hard they ached, and felt as though they were starting to
crackle with electricity.

“His one big hobby is photography,” he said,
before taking a nipple between his teeth and gently grinding it
between them.

Rory gasped, her nipple thrumming with
sensation!

“Specifically, erotic photography.”

He shifted to the other nipple and she
trembled and moaned, writhing helplessly in his lap as her breasts
burned and her nipples felt raw and hyper-sensitive! Then, shocking
her completely, she felt an orgasm sweep through her!

He squeezed one breast as he pinched her
nipple between thumb and forefinger and rubbed them furiously,
while his mouth sucked powerfully and rhythmically on the other,
his teeth digging into the soft flesh around it.

Rory was astonished but not about to look a
gift orgasm in the mouth, so to speak. She rode the wave of
pleasure, which felt different, deeper, and more spread out than
her usual orgasms. It left her feeling breathless and dazed, her
nipples hot and tender.

Also hot and tender was her pussy, as his
fingers dropped down there finally and one of them pushed up inside
her. A second joined it and she moaned, for they were very long,
thick fingers! A third pushed into her, stretching her wide, and
she whimpered even as his thumb came down against her clitoris.

“You look very photogenic,” he said. “I'm
sure he'll love you.”

“Y-Y-You're... crazy!” she gasped at
last.

“I'm entirely sane.”

“I'm... I'm not letting – .”

His fingers twisted inside her.

“ – Oh... fuck!”

He jerked back sharply on her hair and she
cried out in pain.

“I told you not to curse.”

“I'm not letting... letting some perve take
porn pictures of me!”

“You'll do as you're told, slut,” he
growled.

“Yer aff yer heid!”

“He'll love your peaches and cream
complexion, and these breasts of yours will delight him.”

“Let him take naked pics of you!”

She squirmed helplessly as his big fingers
twisted and pumped inside her. His thumb was rubbing insistently
against her swollen clitoris, and Rory's body was being flooded
with heat and sensation, making it hard to think, never mind
talk!

“He wouldn't be interested in me.”

“Ye, cuz yer face looks like a melted
welly!”

He drove his fingers even deeper and she
cried out.

“Whatever that is,” he growled as he rubbed
his thumb faster.

“Spread your legs wider, slut. Spread
them!”

Trembling, she obeyed, and his fingers thrust
roughly into her as his thumb rubbed harder. Another orgasm tore
through her body, different from the one she'd had from her
breasts. The raw sensation swept through a body already feeling
overheated from the previous one, and she arched her back, her hips
bucking helplessly against his big fingers.

“You'll do it because I know how to master
white girls, and because I tell you to,” he said.

*

Rory began planning her revenge almost as
soon as he removed the handcuffs. It was true that he'd given her
multiple orgasms, and the sex had been simply incredible. But she
couldn't allow anyone, and particularly a man to come out ahead of
her in any sort of confrontation or competition.

That was particularly so when he treated her
with such disrespect and contempt.

Oh no, Black was going to have to pay.

A physical confrontation was just not going
to do it in this particular case. The man was too big, too strong
and too capable. That was all right. She had many ideas about how
to make his life miserable.

One of the few things which had survived her
dunk in the water was her Google cell phone. That told her where
she was – Harlem. Which was definitely not the place she wanted to
be. Once her clothes had been tumbled around in the drier, and
despite looking much the worse for wear, she sneaked out of the
house, thinking to catch an uber to take her south.

There were few ubers that seemed much
interested in picking her up in Harlem, however. The racist
bastards. So she had to walk a little ways to the underground,
which they called the subway here. and tall redheaded girls were
not the norm in Harlem. People noticed her.

As she waited a stop light a skinny man about
her age strolled over to her.

“You got any money, baby?”

“Fuck off,” she said.

“How about you – !”

He pulled a switchblade from under his
jacket. Anticipating him, Rory pulled her dirk. Unfortunately, he
then bolted before she could say “That's not a knife! This is a
knife!”

Fucker. Her dirk was way more impressive than
the knife that fucking Australian had had in the movie.

She slid the dirk back into its scabbard
under her jacket and continued on.

In midtown, she bought herself a new wardrobe
and a new laptop, along with some additional toys, like a pair of
lipsticks which were actually a stun gun and pepper spray and a USB
stick which was another disguised stun gun. She also picked up,
mostly because it was cute, a hairbrush which was actually a knife.
Americans had such interesting laws. She'd never see such things
sold openly in the UK.

“Where have you been?” Black demanded as he
opened the door.

“Shopping, of course.”

She swept past him, bags in hand, and he
closed the door behind, turning to glower at her as she headed up
the stairs.

“You don't leave this house or go anywhere
without my permission,” he said.

“Ya, bite me,” she said over her
shoulder.

He followed her up the stairs and into the
bedroom as she dumped her bags on the bed.

“I have a mission to plan and you need to
understand the objectives and what your role is,” he snapped.

“So? No one's stopping ye from flappin' yer
tongue.”

His fingers clenched into fists, but he
seemed to visibly restrain himself as she dumped out the clothes
and began to unfold them.

“Got scissors?”

“That can wait.”

She sniffed and strode out of the room.

“You are the most infuriating woman I've ever
met!” he called after her.

She thrust her middle finger up behind her as
she rooted through the drawers in the main bathroom. She came back
with a small pair of scissors and began to remove tags.

“Jerome Kettle is a Jamaican drug dealer,” he
said.

“Jerome Kettle? Bloody pouncey name.”

“Shut up and listen. He started out as a drug
dealer, moving small amounts of cocaine, then he made some contacts
among the Chinese and began to move higher and higher amounts of
heroin. He was among the first to get into Fentanyl.

“He went to Shanghai and made further
contacts there, this time, we believe, involving Chinese security
officials who are involved with the Fentanyl trade. He began to
move more coke, then, a very high grade too. Which is strange since
the Chinese prefer heroin.

“He started to move into new areas of the
city, specifically Silicon Alley. He began to dress in
thousand-dollar suits, and managed to work his way into position to
supply a lot of coke to high technology workers in that area. That
gave him an intro to other areas of the city with high tech
workers. He's very charming and personable.”

“Unlike some,” she muttered.

“None of this would normally concern us
except we suspect he's doing this at the behest of Chinese
intelligence to find vulnerable people they can exploit for
espionage purposes.”

“So shoot him in the head and be done
with.”

“We don't do that kind of thing here.”

“Then have the FBI arrest him for drug
dealing.”

“We don't want him arrested for drug dealing.
We want to find out who he's dealing to, find out if the Chinese
make use of them, and then trace their network. Kettle wouldn't be
controlling them himself. He's just a scout, and the Chinese would
never trust a Black man with any kind of important or complicated
job. They're as racist as an old southern white man. Once he
identifies them as a higher volume drug user one of their people
would move in. Those are the people we want.”

“So what do you want me for?”

“First off, I didn't ask for you. I was
assigned you.”

“Lucky you.”

“Second, I offered a list of scenarios to
headquarters. One of them involved his fascination for tall
blondes.”

“I'm not blonde. Or hadn't you noticed?”

“You will be.”

She glared at him.

“You got the skin to go blonde.”

“What if I don't bloody want to go
blonde?”

“No one asked you for your opinion.”

He stalked out of the room and returned with
a box in hand, then tossed it to her.

Rory caught it and looked at it a moment
before scowling at him.

“You expect me to use some cheap dye bought
at the supermarket?”

“It'll do.”

“Get tae fuck out,” she said, tossing it
down. “You know as much about hair I'd expect given you got
none.”

“Kettle likes to take pictures,” he said.
“What I intend to do is put you into one of the high tech buildings
where his customers work. We'll get you in so you're in contact
with one of them. You can get them to introduce you to Kettle as
someone interested in purchasing cocaine.”

“Yeah? And what happens when I get close to
Kettle and he expects me to take coke? It would look pretty bloody
stupid at that point if I said no. Especially if he's offering it
free to make me cooperative.”

“As I said, it was just one of the
hypothetical situations I offered to my superiors,” he said,
somewhat defensively. “They chose it.”

“Yeahr? Well, they and you got your haeds up
yer arses. What's this Kettle look like? Is he good looking or has
he got a face like the back end of a hog like you do?”

His eyes narrowed.

“Kettle is lighter-skinned than me. He had a
white grandmother and it shows in his facial structure.”

“No giant nose, you mean? Or lips like
sausage links?”

“You are one racist bitch,” he growled.

“Narh, I'm just not being tender about yer
feelings since I don't much like you. You do have a big cock, I'll
give you that. It's too bad all your brains are in yer little
head.”

His fingers clenched into fists again.

“Now about that truck that ran us off the
road. What was that about?”

“I told you, it was an accident.”

She rolled her eyes at him. “You might expect
me to dye my hair but don't think I'm some dumb blonde, Blackie.
That was on purpose.”

“It's nothing to concern you or your job
here. It's being taken care of. And my name is Mr. Black.”

“Pfhht. And you can call me Ms. MacNeil. That
seems pretty formal, though, given you were bouncing yer cock off
my uterus earlier.”

“You are a crude, skanky – .”

“Yeahr, yeahr,” she said, flicking her
fingers at him as she left the room.

*

Rory went south again, to a high-end hair
salon on the upper east side. She had her hair cut and styled in a
manner calculated to make her look, not sexy, but cute and innocent
because she intended playing the part of a nerdy, innocent tech
worker.

That meant mostly straight and golden blonde,
with thick bangs spilling down over her forehead and half hiding
one eye.

She wasn't surprised Kettle would have a
thing for blondes. Most men did. And, oddly, minority men more than
most. Perhaps because they had less of a chance at them. Most
people, even in modern, cosmopolitan cities, dated mainly within
their own race, even if they might dabble elsewhere
occasionally.

She returned to the Harlem townhouse, tsking
in annoyance that she didn't have a key. She kicked the door
several times after knocking it, and Black finally opened it,
glowering at her.

“There, see? Didn't get lost.”

She walked past him

“I told you to stop going out without telling
me!”

She flapped her fingers at him over her
shoulder as she went upstairs.

“What's for dinner?” she called back. “You're
cooking.”

She got to the top and leaned over the
railing.

“And I don't like fried chicken,” she called
down.

She smirked to herself as she went into the
bedroom. There she tried on various 'looks' which would be
appropriate for her new job, then the ones which would be useful in
taunting Black. She came out of the room in one of the latter, a
very low riding pair of short shorts and a tight halter which
exposed a lot of midriff, as well as how full her breasts were.

She went back downstairs and was pleased with
his initial look at her. He was clearly not immune to that 'thing'
for blondes he'd spoken about.

Which made dinner interesting. He clearly had
the hots for her, but he also clearly didn't like her. She,
meanwhile, loved his body – and his cock. But his personality
reminded her of one of those over educated twerps in London.

He discussed the case further, including
several of the coke users they had identified, and he looked at her
a lot, especially when she arched her back and yawned, which she
did often, using the excuse that she had jet lag.

She used the same excuse to go to bed early.
Though she didn't go to sleep, at first. Instead she set up the
laptop, then found his wifi network and broke into it. He had
documented his case very clearly and she read through it all
quickly, memorizing it.

She also found an email he'd sent to his
superiors about her, describing her as 'wholly unsuitable', because
of her lack of discipline and self-control, and suggesting whatever
technical abilities she had were probably overrated by British
Intelligence as they wanted to get rid of her.

She sent a followup letter in his name
apologizing for the first, saying he'd been entirely wrong, and
that in fact, he found 'Ms. MacNeil' intimidating due to her
intelligence. His letter then went on to describe her as very
beautiful, and said that she made him wish he was born a woman. He
also requested information on the agency's policy about
transgenderism and whether the agency's health insurance covered
sex-change surgery.

That done she stripped, and headed for his
bedroom.

He'd locked the door, which was childishly
silly given internal door locks were meant to keep children from
walking in on their parents having sex, not people like her. She
easily unlocked it and crept silently into the room wearing nothing
but night vision goggles.

She slid across the floor to his bed and
eased up, examining him briefly. He was sleeping on his back, which
was useful. The covers were up to the middle of his chest,
revealing that he was wearing pajamas. She rolled her eyes at
that.

She'd gotten the strap from a luggage store.
It easily slipped around the headboard and closed with Velcro.

Rory had a gentle touch – when she wanted to
– and gripped his right wrist, ever so gently raising it up above
his head and placing it on the mattress. She moved to the other
side of the bed and did the same to his left. Then he eased them in
against the strap and jerked it tight around them.

That woke him up and he cursed groggily as
she snapped on the light.

He gaped up at her, then twisted his head up
to stare at the strap binding his wrists in place.

“Now then, I think you and me are going to
get a few things straight, Mr. Black,” she said.

She jumped into bed then straddled his
middle.

“You are not going to be pushing me around,
see? I'm just not the kind of girl to put up with that sort of
thing. I'm also smarter than you.”

She tore his pajama top open to reveal his
muscled black chest.

“Not that you don't have a few good things
going for you,” she said, her fingers sliding over his chest. “And
as long as you know your place – which is beneath me – we can maybe
come to some sort of... arrangement.”

She wiggled herself backward while he
glowered at her, saying nothing.

She smirked, then bent and nibbled lightly at
his belly button, before licking slowly upward, her tongue
circling, her teeth nibbling from time to time.

She let herself slide lower so she could
press her bare breasts against his abdomen and slide them up his
body. She felt her nipples harden instantly at the touch, and felt
a dark heat sweep through her as she nibbled and kissed her way up
to where she could lick, suck and lightly chew on his nipples.

He still hadn't said anything, but then, it
wasn't likely he would complain, she thought.

She slid her breasts and tongue back down his
body, her fingers grasping the elastic waistband of his pajama
pants and tugging them downward. Her breasts slid along his cock,
which, she noted, was already hard, and she massaged it between
them, sliding up and down as she nibbled at his abdomen.

She slid lower and grasped his cock between
her hands, examining it admiringly, then began to tongue it. She
noticed him jerking his legs to push his pajama pants down further
and then kick them off, then spreading his legs.

She smirked smugly, then licked her way down
to his balls, sucking them into her mouth to lick and massage. She
let them slide out between her pursed lips, then licked upwards to
the head of his cock, licking it casually as if holding a Popsicle.
She tilted his cock downward, then and slid her lips over it,
sucking and bobbing and licking, moving lower and lower.

She considered taking it into her throat.
She'd done it before, after all. But it was really very thick for
that and it wasn't comfortable. Besides, she had no need. She could
make him explode easily enough without that.

Suddenly his legs came up around her head and
closed tightly, forcing her lips down all the way to the balls.
Rory gurgled as the thick black cock filled her throat and slapped
ineffectually on his hips and thighs. He then flipped over onto his
stomach – which flipped her over onto her back.

“Now let's talk about who's in charge again,”
he growled.

 


 





Chapter Five

 


 


 


 


Rory's head was already pounding and her
chest burning, for the thickness of his cock completely blocked her
throat. His thighs pinned her wrists down against the bed as he
ground himself against her face, and she found herself completely
helpless.

Her only possible resort lay in biting him,
but she was loathe to do that, given how much interest she had in
experiencing the thick penetration of the black cock filling her
mouth and throat. She did, however, bring her teeth in around it as
a threat.

“Don't even think about it, white girl,” he
growled.

Suddenly he was reaching down, lifting his
hips, and gripping her wrists. He rose onto his knees, pulling his
cock from her mouth, and allowing her to gulp in air. At the same
time he dragged her upwards on the bed and then it was he
straddling her body.

And he was a lot heavier.

He glowered at her as he pinned her wrists
together with one large hand.

Rory hardly noticed. She was busy drawing in
deep, ragged breaths of air. Nor did she notice him reaching across
to the bedside table, where he took a length of cord from the
drawer, tied it firmly around her wrists, then bound them to the
headboard.

“Straps like that aren't meant to restrain
people,” he said. “They're for baggage. All you have to do is work
your fingers in under the edges of where the Velcro joins them and
peel them up. Bad thinking on your part, white girl.”

He slid down along her body now, his hands
kneading her breasts, his lips sucking and chewing – chewing much
more roughly than he had before, so that Rory gasped and winced in
pain.

He slid lower, gripping her thighs and
yanking them harshly apart, then his tongue and mouth pushed in
against her. His tongue was like the rest of him, large, and it
oozed in against the mouth of her sex, spreading her lips apart as
it massaged her.

His hands moved upward and began to knead her
breasts as his tongue massaged the whole of her sex before slowly
sinking into her and pumping in and out. As he did that his nose
rubbed against the top of her sex while his fingers rolled and
stroked her nipples.

Rory caught her breath and looked upward at
her bound wrists in annoyance. She hadn't been watching what he was
doing with his hands. That was a dumb mistake, she thought.
Granted, she'd been distracted, but she'd have to be more careful
in future.

In the meantime, the feel of that tongue
moving against her was like nothing she'd ever quite felt before.
It was impossible to maintain any sort of coherent thought in the
face of the surge of raw sensation pouring through her body!

When it sank into her that was again a new
sensation. She'd never felt such a long, thick tongue pushing into
her body. It was like nothing else she'd ever felt inside her
before, slick, slippery, soft and warm, and her hips ground
helplessly back up at him!

He pulled it out and brought his lips
together around the top of her sex, his tongue whipping across her
throbbing clitoris as she shuddered in pleasure. She felt the
sexual heat and pressure building rapidly inside her, hunger and
passion rising within her mind to the point of an intoxicating
fever!

Her body writhed as her breasts throbbed to
his constant kneading and massage, and she felt herself wrapped in
a dark cloud of sex and pleasure as she arched her back in heat and
need.

Black halted, then, rising on his hands and
knees, crawling upwards, then gripping her hair. She looked up
dazedly, gasping as he thrust his cock into her mouth again, then
forced it balls-deep.

Rory gurgled helplessly as he began to pump
in and out, up and down, his hand pulling her head up to meet each
thrust. His thick black cock was sliding slickly up and down in a
throat barely able to handle its girth, and her eyes began to glaze
over from lack of oxygen as she trembled and shook and moaned
dazedly.

He pulled out again, then was soon between
her legs, spreading her legs wider, his tongue and lips working on
her clitoris as his fingers drove into her overheated pussy.

Rory coughed and gasped for breath, chest
heaving as his fingers stretched her opening, pumping slowly in and
out, twisting and turning deep within her while his lips sucked
rhythmically on her clitoris.

She moaned, her head aching, her eyes hot,
but as the sensations flowed up through her body she began to feel
again that dark, thrumming pressure of sexual heat and hunger. It
rose to a fever pitch once more and she closed her eyes, wallowing
in the deep, soulful rush of it, drowning in pleasure as she neared
what she was certain would be a massive orgasm.

He stopped again. This time he rose on his
knees, rubbing the head of his cock up and down against her, then
slowly bringing more and more pressure against her pussy. The lips
of her sex gave before it, stretching wider and wider as the head
sank into her and more and more of the shaft followed.

Rory moaned at the ache of it, but the
stretching of her body ignited something feral and animal-like in
her mind. She trembled and moaned as he lifted her legs up onto his
shoulders, then leaned in against her.

“Who's the master now, girl? Huh?”

He slapped her face and she gasped
dazedly.

“Who's in charge around here?”

He slapped her face again and she cried out
weakly.

He drove his cock in deeper, leaning over
more to force her legs back.

“Call me Master,” he growled.

His big hand came down around her throat and
she felt her eyes bulge as she gasped for breath.

“Say it, bitch. Master. Go ahead. Say
it.”

She couldn't say a thing with her hand
gripping her throat, nor breath. But he loosened and she gasped for
breath.

“Say it.”

He slapped her face again and she moaned.

“Who's the master?”

“Y-You are!” she gasped as his hand closed
around her throat again.

“And who's the blonde slut?”

His fingers tightened and her eyes bulged
again. Then they loosened and she gulped in air.

“Who?”

“I-I am!” she gasped.

“Say it.”

He slapped her face again, then thrust
harder, burying his cock in her to the hilt.

Rory cried out at the ache within, but heat
flared along her nervous system and that raw, wild, feral beast of
hunger blossomed anew.

“I'm a blonde slut!” she gasped.

“And what's my name?”

He slapped her face again

“Master!” she moaned.

“Don't forget it!”

He gripped her legs behind the knees and
shoved them down hard against her breasts as he began to pump into
her.

Rory gasped and moaned and cried out as his
thick spear of flesh pierced her again and again. It was long
enough to punch itself against the back wall of her sex even as it
stretched out every inch of her! She felt impaled by it!
Deliciously impaled!

The orgasm exploded into a long, powerful
firestorm of pleasure so intense it blew her mind! She cried out
all the breath within her as the orgasm crackled through her
nervous system like an electrical shock. Her muscles spasmed and
her nerve endings burned as his heavy hips pounded down into her
upraised buttocks and his cock punched deep into her belly.

The orgasm stunned her, leaving her gasping
and dazed, but he was far from finished. He eased off, but slid his
hands along her ankles, forcing them back over her head. He let his
weight come down against them, crushing them back against her body
until she was effectively folded in two, with his heavy weight
atop.

“Who's in charge? Who?!” he barked.

“Y-Y-You are!” Rory panted.

He stroked smoothly up and down now, working
his cock inside her with a smoothly efficient movement of his hips.
All while keeping her body crushed in two.

“Did you like what I could do with my fat
lips and big nose?” he demanded.

Rory moaned, eyes rolling back in her head as
she baked in the heat.

He straightened his arms, raising his upper
body to look down at her. Then he forced her ankles in closer
together, ignoring her moans as he jammed them together behind her
neck.

He slapped her face again and she gasped
dazedly.

“Who's your master, bitch?”

“Y-You!” she moaned.

He slapped her again.

“Say it.”

“Master!” she cried.

“Do you like this big nigger cock inside you,
slut?”

She gurgled as he closed his hand around her
throat again.

“Answer the question.”

“Yes... master!” she gasped as he released
her.

He began to thrust harder, and the dark heat
swirled and churned within her. Another orgasm rose as he began to
hammer his cock into the back wall of her pussy. Then his hand came
in and closed around her throat once again, her eyes bulging, her
head pounding, the orgasm hammering her with a rising intensity
until she almost blacked out from the stunning power.

He grunted and gasped and then came inside
her, giving a final flurry of powerful thrusts before stopping. He
eased back and let her legs drop to either side of his body, his
own chest rising and falling smoothly.

“Now, let's see what we can do about that
little discipline problem you have.”

He moved back and then flipped her roughly
onto her belly. A moment later his powerful hands yanked her hips
up until she was on her knees, though her face and chest were still
on the bed.

“Here's what the master says,” he growled,
gripping her hair and yanking it roughly. “Don't move one inch. You
understand me, slut?”

Rory moaned weakly and he slapped her
bottom.

“Did you hear me?”

“Yes!” she cried.

He slapped her bottom again.

“Yes master. Say it.”

“Yes, Master!” she cried.

He got off the bed and slid open a closet
door, then appeared to root around in the bottom. He came back,
belt in hand. It was large, thick and weathered, much like him, and
he folded it in half and slapped it lightly against his bare
thigh.

“What did I just tell you, girl?”

“D-Don't move,” she moaned, face buried in
the bed-covers.

Crack!

The belt snapped down across her raised
buttocks with an explosive sound. The sharp, stinging pain was
equally explosive, and Rory squealed, dropping flat on the bed and
half rolling away from him.

“What did I just tell you?” he demanded.

“That fucking hurts!”

“It's supposed to hurt! You think I'm letting
you get away with breaking into my room at night and tying me
up?”

“You tied me up!”

Crack!

“Ow! Quit it!

“You're going to learn to do what you're
told.”

“Not fuckin' likely!”

Crack!

There wasn't really any way for Rory to
escape the strap other than rolling completely onto her back. When
she did that Black brought the belt down across her breasts, which
produced a much sharper jolt of pain. She screamed and flipped onto
her belly.

“You need to learn discipline,” he
growled.

He yanked her hips up again.

“Do not move.”

Crack!

She yelped and dropped flat.

“You fuckin' roaster!”

“Whatever that means,” he snorted.

He brought the belt down across her bottom
again, then again and again as she squirmed and yelped and cursed
him.

“You lavvy headed wankstain!”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“This is going to continue until you learn to
do as you're told.”

He yanked her hips up again.

“Don't move.”

Crack!

“Ow!”

Crack!

“Fuck!”

Crack!

“I told you I'm tired of your filthy
mouth.”

Crack!

“If you choose to behave and speak in an
uncivilized manner I'll have to teach you the consequences.”

“Bite my arse!”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

Rory gasped and winced and hissed as the belt
cut down across her raised buttocks. Her bottom was on fire now,
and throbbing with every beat of her heart!

“Are you going to do as you're told?”

“Yes!”

Crack!

“Yes master. Say it.”

“You perve!”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Yes, master!” she cried.

He halted. “Spread your legs,” he barked.

Panting, moaning, she obeyed.

“Wider.”

She groaned and shifted her knees wider
apart.

She felt his hands on her thighs, pushing
them forward, bowing her back further.

“Now this is the proper position for a girl
like you, MacNeil. Both personally and professionally,” he said,
standing back to examine her.

Rory bit her tongue.

“Are you going to do as you're told?”

“Yes... master,” she growled.

He snorted. “We'll see.”

He wrapped the belt around her neck, pushing
the tongue through the buckle and then cinching it tight, though
not so tight she had any difficulty breathing. Then he untied her
wrists and yanked.

“Off my bed. Now.”

He jerked and she gasped, gripping belt as he
yanked her right off the bed onto the floor.

“Hands and knees,” he barked. “Right
now!”

She moaned and rose onto her hands and knees,
then gasped as the belt tightened, as he tugged on it, forcing her
to lurch forward. She tried to rise but he tugged on the belt.

“Hands and knees,” he barked. “Crawl!”

Rory had little choice, but felt a jolt of
shock as she crawled across the floor, especially once he led her
out into the hall. He was making her crawl like a dog on a leash!
The sheer outrageousness of that was stunning! She felt a surge of
indignation, but also a strange dark sense of awed excitement.

This was sooo pervy and wicked and nasty
after all!

She had to crawl up the hall to her
bedroom.

“Kneel, face down, ass in the air, legs
spread.”

She felt another jolt of indignation, but did
it, for that dark rush of strangely fascinating sexual heat rose
around her.

“Remember this position. It's what you were
built for.”

She bit her tongue again.

He knelt next to her, gripped her wrists, and
pulled them together behind her back, then handcuffed them in
place. He pulled her to her feet and over to the bed, then shoved
her into it and tied the belt around the headboard.

“I will see you in the morning,” he said.

He closed the door behind him and went
out.

“Black bastard!” she growled.

She rolled over, wincing at the ache to her
bottom. But she felt another ache, this one inside her. He had just
pounded her! God! She'd never been taken so hard and powerfully!
Let alone by such a big guy! The orgasms had literally been
mind-blowing!

She drew her knees up and back, then began to
work her cuffed wrists down under her buttocks. With that done, she
undid the belt and pulled it off. A few minutes work with some
tools she kept for picking locks and the handcuffs were off,
too.

She was definitely going to have to get him
back now!

 





Chapter Six

 


 


 


 


Not a lot of women worked in high tech, at
least, not as software or computer engineers, and certainly not as
cybersecurity experts. And virtually none who did looked like Rory.
She'd experienced some of this in college, but it was a lot more
obvious now, as the eager nerd boys who surrounded her in the open
office of CyberWar headquarters elbowed each other to be more
helpful as she set up at her new desk.

It had always irritated her, especially since
she had only an intellectual interest in what they had to say, and
then only about technical things. She certainly didn't feel any
interest in them. Not, at least, in the way they had an interest in
her.

At school she'd simply been brusque and
dismissive, but here she had to feign politeness, which she wasn't
very good at. She did, however, have a great deal of interest in
what the company was doing technically, even though that wasn't at
all a part of what she was there for.

They had some decent ideas, and some good
software, though it wasn't up to what she was used to at GCHQ. They
were going in some interesting directions, though. It was tempting
to give their software a little tweak here and there, but she
forced herself to focus on the guy at the next desk.

He was an Asian guy almost a head shorter
than her. And he looked like he needed a tweak, too. He was
clutching his espresso-like he needed it to survive.

“Had a hard weekend?” she asked.

He looked startled at first, then beamed and
nodded his head. “Yeah, yeah,” he said.

His name was Chan, and he was the guy she was
here to meet. He would be her gateway to Kettle. He was born in
California, but his parents were from China, and the Chinese
Intelligence agencies especially liked to target ethnic
Chinese.

“So are you working on the SIM too?”

“I'm doing log management, and that
intersects with SIM,” he said.

She played the helpless novice, which allowed
Chan to be the superior male know-it-all and show her things she
already knew as he tried to impress her. He drained his espresso
while doing that and left for another.

She checked her phone after he'd left to see
if hers had succeeded in pairing with his. It had some nifty little
parts GCHQ had installed so it would mimic the signals a nearby
phone was exchanging with the nearest cell tower. That would allow
her to read whatever messages were sent or received.

From what she gathered reading his texts so
far this morning he and others had binged on Netflix the other day
while consuming a lot of coke and ecstasy.

She didn't have to work very hard to hack
into his computer and watch what he was doing since the company had
given her a link to do just that. She didn't put a lot of time into
monitoring it, though. She was quite sure the company itself, now
that they'd been informed of the suspicions about him, had
firewalled his account and were watching everything he did very
carefully.

Well, he wasn't her problem. All she needed
him for was a reasonably 'coincidental' meeting and introduction to
Kettle.

The agency thought he would be making a buy
today, so she would do her best to stay close to him whenever he
went outside. That wouldn't likely be before lunch, though. Every
employee carried a pass-card and their location was constantly
recorded. If he left the building when he was supposed to be
working he could wind up being questioned about why.

She poked around in the system, quite sure
the company was watching everything she did, just as closely as
they were Chan. They wouldn't trust the government planting
something, and evidently were under the illusion they could stop it
if the government tried.

They were doing cutting edge stuff here, it
was true, but it was for the government. They were a contractor for
the US Navy, which meant information files went back and forth all
the time. The agency had probably already penetrated their system,
just on general principles.

Chan returned and she continued to play the
noob, though she kept things mostly businesslike. She had no
intention of giving him the idea she was interested in anything
romantic or physical. Kettle, of course, would be an entirely
different situation.

She checked her phone again, and saw texts
exchanged while he'd been away getting his espresso. The phone
number corresponded to the one the agency had for Kettle. Chan had
asked for a 500-megabyte USB stick. Kettle had said he had it, but
could give a better price on a 1 terabyte stick. Chan said he only
needed the 500mb.

She was fairly sure the stick and the numbers
corresponded to a certain amount and type of drug but didn't know
what. Nor did it really matter. She could make sure she
“accidentally” ran into him while he was making his buy.

She left for lunch a few minutes early, and
was waiting when he came out of the building and quickly headed for
the street. She was a little worried about the timing. A normal
drug exchange could take very little time, and it might seem
suspicious if she showed up at exactly that moment. On the other
hand, Kettle was trying to cultivate Chan, which should mean he'd
take his time.

In any event, too early would be suspicious,
too late would be – too late.

Subtlety was required, and that wasn't her
forte either.

She watched him turn the corner and cross the
street, then pace back and forth waiting impatiently. Then Kettle
appeared, striding briskly along, wearing a respectable suit. You
had to dress for your surroundings if you wanted to fit in.

Rory had given her own outfit some
consideration this morning. It wouldn't make sense for her to wear
something overtly sexy when she wanted to be a 'nerd'. On the other
hand she wanted to use her attractiveness, which meant being
'unconsciously' hot.

She wore a loose T-shirt which was
nevertheless tight enough to show she was far from flat-chested,
and gray Lulumon dance pants which were loose and flowing except
against her butt. She had no doubt of the quality of her butt –
even after Black had taken his belt to it, and with her loose hair
spilling over her face she thought she had achieved a look which
would look suitably non-threatening.

She stepped out from behind the large tree
she'd been using as cover and strolled down the sidewalk, her eyes
mostly on the storefronts she passed. Chan noticed her when she got
closer and his face took on a guilty, anxious expression. She
appeared not to notice him at first, then gave him a brilliant
smile.

“Hey, Elliot,” she said, giving her voice a
bit of a musical lilt.

“Uh, hi,” he said.

“Just going to do a little shopping,” she
said brightly as she passed by.

She smiled at Kettle, as well, and he beamed
back.

She didn't try anything beyond that, though
she was sure Kettle's eyes were glued to her butt as she strolled
away. If things worked her way Kettle would be asking him who the
hell the blonde was, and Chan would be telling him her name and
that she worked with him.

That was all she really needed. She could
arrange another coincidental meeting with Kettle in a few days and
since they both worked in the same area that wouldn't be seen as
suspicious.

You didn't rush things in this business.

And then, since she'd told him she was going
shopping, she went shopping. It wouldn't do to blow her excuse,
after all. There were plenty of clothing stores in the
neighborhood, and she picked one and looked for something
interesting.

On the way back she noticed a Victoria's
Secret, and went in there to buy a few things, including a pair of
silk pajamas. She didn't really need any of it, but wanted the bag.
She'd use it when she next met Kettle. The bags drew men's eyes and
pointed their imaginations in the direction she wanted.

Walking around in a city as a cute blonde was
not something she enjoyed. Even as a redhead she did her best to
dress casually in mostly looser clothing to dissuade men with poor
social skills from annoying her.

The problem was she couldn't really avoid
that here. She was working regular hours, which meant she'd be
coming and going during rush hour. Getting from Harlem to the
Flatiron district by car during rush hour was an exercise in
patience – and she had little of that in the best of times.

Her building was roughly a hundred blocks
south of where Black had set up his residence, and by far the
fastest way to travel it was by subway. That meant putting up with
and ignoring the men she passed who wanted to express their
appreciation for her appearance.

Some were simply along the lines of saying
“Hey, baby,” or “Love that blonde stuff,” as she walked by, or
making other appreciative sounds. At least as long as she kept her
head straight and strode firmly along.

One guy tried to strike up a conversation
with her as she stopped for a light. She ignored him. Another
grabbed her butt, and she turned and punched him in the diaphragm,
which left him gasping for breath on his knees as she walked
on.

There were no seats in the subway. She held
one of the poles and ignored the men eyeing her. Except one. He was
persistent and annoying and not being terribly polite. He wasn't
saying much, using his mouth and tongue in cruder ways as he looked
at her.

The car doors opened and they closed. They
opened and they closed. She had a perfect memory. She timed them,
then waited.

The man was reasonably close to the door,
waggling his tongue at her.

The doors opened, and she counted down. Then
she shifted rapidly, gripping the overhead bar and swinging her
lower body forward. Her feet made contact with his chest and he
cried out in shock as the force threw him backward out the doors
just as they started to close.

Fucker, she thought in annoyance.

The train started forward again. A lot of
people were staring at her now, but they all dropped their eyes
when she glared at them.

She got off in Harlem and walked up the
street to the brownstone where she found three young black men
sitting and blocking her way.

“Excuse me,” she said.

They stared at her in surprise, and one of
them got up, grinning.

“Hey, sweet thing. What you doing around
here?”

“Walking up the stairs if you'll move
aside.”

“That's some weird accent. Where you from,
baby?”

“The subway. Move out of t'way.”

“That ain't very friendly,” he said, reaching
out and fingering her hair.

“I'm not a friendly person,” she said, eyes
narrowing.

“Maybe if you offer her some of that green
she'll change her mind,” one of the seated men suggested.

“Is that it, baby? How much you charge?” the
standing one asked, sliding his hand down along her neck.

Rory sighed and gripped his wrist, twisting
it – and him – around and then shoving him forward so he fell onto
one of his friends. She walked past as the third man jumped to his
feet.

“Hey, bitch – !” he said.

She shoved him and he fell over the railing
as she continued up the stairs.

There were curses from below as she waited
for Black to come to the door. The three of them picked themselves
up and ran up the stairs just as Black opened the door. Rory walked
past him and he glared at the three young men.

“What the fuck you want?” he growled.

Apparently they didn't want anything because
he stepped back inside and closed the door.

“Shouldn't you get spanked for using obscene
language?” she asked.

“Language is a means of communication,” he
said. “I spoke in a language they would understand. If I spoke in a
polite manner with proper diction it would give them the wrong
impression and I'd have to resort to violence.”

“You say that like there's something wrong
with violence,” she replied, heading up the stairs.

“There is. At least to civilized people,” he
called after her.

“Yeah? Tell that to my arse.”

She went into 'her' room and kicked off the
hated high heels. She peeled off the oversized T-shirt, then undid
her bra and tossed it off, yawning as she scratched her breast. He
opened the door and looked at her, then shook his head.

Rory felt a hot little jolt, and while her
arms instinctively raised to cover herself, she dropped them with
casual nonchalance.

“You never been taught to knock?”

“Why? You have nothing I haven't seen before.
And entering a bedroom without knocking didn't seem to bother you
last night. Now I want to know how it went.”

Rory shrugged, and turned a little away as
she felt her nipples beginning to prickle with anticipation. She
cursed them, not wanting to give him any hint she had any sexual
interest in him.

She did, of course, but she didn't much like
him and while she felt a rising sense of anticipation, it was
important to her sense of pride that he initiated anything and that
she could continue to pretend indifference.

“It went fine. I met Chan. He made a buy. I
walked past and said hi. So Kettle saw me and he'll recognize me
when I happen to run into him again. And like all Black men, he'll
be so excited at the thought of getting his cock into me he won't
be able to think straight.”

“You don't think too little of yourself, do
you, girl?”

“Maybe I just have a pretty good read on
black boys.”

“Boys?” he growled.

“If I'm a girl you're a boy. And what've you
been up to all day while I've been working? Cooking and cleaning
and sewing?”

He snorted. “I've been monitoring the people
we think might be Chinese Intelligence officers from the consulate
who might be using Kettle.”

“Might be, might be. Don't you know
anything?”

She was being deliberately offensive, even as
she felt her chest tighten, as she felt a sense of breathy
excitement sweeping through her. Sex was boring. But sex with him,
the kind of rough, aggressive sex they'd had already, that was wild
and thrilling.

“Using the term 'know' implies a degree of
confidence which is absolute.”

Rory rolled her eyes.

“For example, when I put my shoes on to go
out today, I found that there were sizable amounts of ketchup in
them. Now while I don't have actual physical evidence to suggest
who might have put it there, I'm confident in saying I know
who that was.”

“I think you're simply making assumptions,”
she said.

He moved closer and she glowered at him.

“How old are you?” he demanded.
“Twelve!?”

“You better hope not! I had a sore throat
today, you know. I had to tell my new colleagues it was because I
had caught a bug of some kind. I certainly couldn't tell them it
was because some big black arsehole shoved his big black cock down
my throat the previous night!”

He leaned in closer. “Maybe swallowing Black
cock is just something you need to get better at!”

“Or maybe you could learn to not act like
some jungle savage just out of the trees!”

“But that's why you're so hot for me, baby,”
he growled, glaring at her.

“Hot for you? I don't bloody think so,
boy.”

“You call me boy again I'm gonna tan your
backside.”

“You call me girl.”

“Because you act like one.”

“And you act like a typical black man who
gets an erection every time he sees blonde hair.”

She pushed past him.

“Now if you'll excuse me, I need to take a
shower. Unlike you, I've been out working all day. Also, I have
hair to wash since my head isn't a bowling ball.”

At first she thought he would let her go by.
She wondered what she could say to provoke him further without
going too far.

But he reached out and gripped a thick
fistful of hair behind her neck, jerking her back.

“Ah! Hey! Lay off!”

“Before you go and shower, girl, you got some
cleaning to do. My shoes and socks.”

“Clean em yourself!”

She tried to twist free, reaching back to
grab his wrist but he swung her around and then jerked down so she
lost her balance and fell to her knees.

“Hey! Let go, you big black ape!”

He leaned over a little, gripping her hair
firmly, and walked out of the room. Rory had little choice but to
scramble along at his side on her hands and knees.

“Sometimes having a bowling ball for a head
is handy, girl,” he said.

He walked into his bedroom, with her crawling
awkwardly along and cursing. There he let go of her hair and she
jumped to her feet, only to have him lift her up and throw her onto
the bed. He grabbed her ankle and yanked, lifting it up off the bed
– which lifted her lower half up into the air. Then he yanked her
pants and thong down her legs and off, letting her lower half fall
again.

“Hey! You big, black pervert!”

She scrambled off the bed again, not with any
real desire to get away but because something about this dark game
thrilled her.

She picked her up high and hurled her back
onto the bed, then turned and opened a drawer, taking out a long,
thick cord.

She scrambled back but he grabbed her ankle
again, dragging her closer to him. Then he knelt on her left
buttock, pinning her to the bed as he pulled her wrists in and back
behind her.

“You can't get a woman unless you tie her
up!” she exclaimed.

She felt a dark heat roll through her as the
cord – more like a rope – was looped around her wrists and bound
them tightly together.

“It seems that your tiny blonde brain can't
remember lessons from day to day. I taught you yesterday who was
the master and who was the … bitch. And who would have to obey
whom.”

“You can lick my arsehole!”

“I have a far better idea.”

He grabbed her by the hair again, flipping
her over as she cried out in pain, turning her around so she was on
her belly at the edge of the bed. Then he yanked down his own pants
and let his cock spring out hard and long and thick and
hungry-looking.

“I know what you blonde bitches want most out
of life,” he growled. “It's a big black cock.”

“You wish!”

“I know!”

He shoved his cock into her open mouth and
she gasped as it forced her lips wider.

“You're gonna learn how to service a Black
man's cock, blonde girl,” he said.

He shoved himself deeper.

“Suck!”

Moaning, Rory began to suck on the thick cock
almost filling her mouth.
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Her tongue licked rapidly across the
underside of his head as he pumped slowly in her mouth.

Even as he did that he was gathering up her
hair into a thick mass at the top of her head. She gasped and
grunted as he idly jerked and pulled it while he slowly pumped in
and out of her mouth.

He pulled out and she gasped as he used his
grip on her hair to lift her head and chest off the bed, rubbing
his spit-wet cock all over her face.

“You love that black cock, don't you, white
girl.”

He shoved it into her mouth again before she
could think of a snide answer, and she moaned and sucked it as he
pumped slowly. Then he pushed forward, and she filled her lungs as
the thick black cock pushed deep into her mouth, then into her
throat.

She trembled and shook as he held her firmly
in place, his cock sliding slowly down her throat until her taut
lips were wrapped around the very base.

“Now this is the proper use of your mouth,
girl. I like it a lot better than when you talk with it.”

He ground her face in against his groin, then
slowly drew back, pulling the long length of him out of her mouth
entirely as she gasped for breath. He lifted her up by the hair
again, rubbing himself over her face, then let her sink back as he
lifted his cock up and back against his belly.

“Suck my balls, you blonde slut.”

He pulled her mouth in against him and she
obeyed, gasping for breath as she licked and sucked his balls,
moaning, rolling her eyes up at him as he glared down at her. He
pulled her back and jammed his cock into her mouth again, sliding
it deep, burying it in her throat.

He put a hand down on her back as he leaned
into her, then began to pump, using long, slow strokes to fuck her
mouth and throat.

Rory squirmed and gurgled helplessly,
twisting in place as his cock moved up and down her throat. She
found it virtually impossible to breath given the thickness of his
black spear, and her head began to pound as he continued to pump it
in and out.

He pulled back and she coughed and gulped in
deep, desperate breaths of air.

“Hot blonde bitch,” he said, rubbing himself
against her flushed face.

He plunged deep into her throat again,
pumping faster, this time, using the long length of his cock as she
gurgled wetly.

He pulled out and then stripped off his pants
entirely, letting go of her hair. He gripped her panting, gasping
body and flipped it onto her back, with her head hanging over the
side of the bed, then pushed himself into her mouth.

“Suck that Black cock, white girl!”

He leaned over her, kneading her breasts as
he pumped slowly in her mouth and Rory sucked and licked dazedly.
Then he leaned further, gripping her thighs and spreading them
almost painfully wide as he brought his mouth down against her
pussy.

His big tongue slid up and down the tight
line of her sex, then pushed in between. His arms pinned her legs
down firmly as his fingers slid deeper into her pussy, and his lips
began to suck on her clitoris. His cock pumped slowly in her mouth,
approaching, but not pushing into her throat as she caught her
breath.

His fingers were large and long as they slid
into her, and his tongue licked hungrily at her clitoris as he idly
pumped his cock in her mouth.

Laying on her bound arms, Rory gasped
helplessly as she stared at his cock, watching the glistening black
flesh sliding back and forth, licking it hard and fast in hopes of
delaying it pushing into her aching throat again.

The way her head was hanging down his cock
had a perfectly straight path down her throat, and he began to use
it. She gurgled as he pushed smoothly against her throat, then felt
the head forcing its way in and sliding down all the way until his
balls were pressed against her eyes.

He ground himself into her, then slid back
again, letting the head pop out of her throat so she could suck in
air – and suck him. Meanwhile his tongue was licking skilfully at
her clitoris while his fingers moved inside her, rubbing upward as
they pumped.

Rory felt a tremendous sense of dazed heat
within herself, then a building pressure. She gurgled as his cock
pushed deep into her throat again and he ground himself against
her. But he pulled back again, letting her breath as he pumped
within her mouth alone.

His hips worked slowly and smoothly as she
sucked and licked, but his tongue was licking fiercely at her
swollen clitoris – until he paused to pull his fingers from her and
thrust his tongue in and out with hard, slick strokes. Then his
chin ground against her instead.

Every dozen or so strokes his cock continued
on, plunging into her throat, then he would grind himself against
her before slowly drawing back to fuck her mouth.

Finally he pulled back and used her hair to
drag her to her knees on the bed. He roughly kneaded her breast as
he glared at her.

“Call me boy again.”

“B-Boy!” she panted.

He flung her roughly back onto the bed, then
dragged her ankles back before dropping them. He gripped her hips
and yanked them into the air, then slapped her buttocks
sharply.

“Show me your best side, girl,” he
growled.

Crack!

“Lift that white ass high!”

Crack!

“Spread your legs!”

Crack!

Rory gasped and moaned, then cried out at the
sharp slaps. She felt him yanking her legs wider still, then
gripping her waist and jerking it back to bow her further, lifting
her hips higher.

“That's your position.”

Crack!

“This is how you show yourself to a black
man.”

Crack!

“You got me, bitch!”

Crack!

“Ow! Yes!”

Crack!

“What do you call me?”

“Boy!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“No, that isn't it.”

His fingers sank into her sex, two of them,
pushing deep. He forced a third into her, then his slick thumb
pressed against the small, wrinkled opening of her ass.

Rory gasped and tried to wriggle away but he
gripped her bound wrists as he sank his wriggling thumb down into
her ass.

“You never had a black man before, Blondie,”
he said. “We don't put up with disrespect from women.”

Crack!

“Or anyone.”

Crack!

He sank his big thumb into her ass all the
way to the knuckle, pressing in against his fingers as they pumped
in and out of her pussy. Then he shifted his hand from her wrists
to her hair and yanked back.

“What's my name, slut?”

Rory shuddered, her mind gripped by a
whirling vortex of dark hunger, passion and heat. She panted for
breath as he forced her head back, but most of her focus was on the
fingers thrusting into her.

“You know the word. Master. Say it.”

“M-Master!” she gasped.

He released her hair and slapped her ass
again as he pulled his fingers out of her pussy.

Rory moaned as she felt his thick, spongy
cockhead rubbing firmly up and down along the sopping wet mouth of
her sex.

“Now beg me to fuck you.”

Crack!

“Do it. Beg!”

“Ow!”

Crack!

“Beg, slut!”

Crack!

“Beg for my black cock.”

Crack!

“Fu-fuck me!”

Crack!

“Beg!”

“Please fuck me!”

Crack!

“Master. Don't forget that magic word. Say
it!”

“Please fuck me, Master!”

She felt the pressure against her growing,
pushing the lips of her sex in and then back – and back, stretching
them as the thick bulk of him pushed into her and slid deeper.

“You have a body made for men to ride hard
and put away wet,” he said.

Rory groaned as he filled her up, and then
kept going, his hands gripping her bound wrists and hair as he
worked his hips in and out. She gulped in air as his thick cock
moved in and out of her, the head jabbing forcefully against the
back wall of her sex with every stroke.

The impacts became a drumbeat and then she
cried out as the grip on her hair and wrists tightened and she was
forced up and back against him. The hand on her wrists abandoned
them and came around her body to roughly squeeze, then slap one of
her breasts as she yelped in startled pain.

It slid down between her legs, then, circling
his cock where it pierced her, his thumb rubbing against her
clitoris so that she ground her buttocks back against him. Then the
hand on her hair released it and quickly gripped her throat
instead, pulling her in sharply against his shoulder as he leaned
in to chew on the nape of her neck.

He threw her forward to fall on her face on
the bed as he began to thrust harder. His cock continued to jam
against the back wall of her sex, until somehow it managed to push
fully inside her. His hips now began to hit her buttocks, lightly
at first, then with growing power.

He threw his leg up and forward, his bare
foot coming down on her head, pressing it into the bed as he began
to hammer her harder and harder.

Rory cried out at every bruising blow from
his hips against her buttocks, at every deep, skewering thrust of
his cock. The world seemed to dissolve into a wild, churning rush
of animal lust and passion as the heat baked her mind. Her eyes
narrowed to slits and she gurgled and grunted and moaned as her
muscles began to spasm.

The orgasm hit her with an intensity that
brought convulsions to her body as her muscles spasmed more and
more wildly. Her hips bucked back against his hard thrusts and she
cried out all the air in her lungs, then forgot to breathe as her
entire existence seemed to tremble on a knife-edge of rapture.

*

Rory had to clean his shoes and socks by
hand. And he wouldn't untie her or let her wear clothes until she
was done. He did, however, tie them together in front of her so she
could work. She washed his socks in the sink, then had to scrub out
the inside of his shoes with little bristle brushes.

She was a little shell-shocked at first, from
the incredible heights the orgasm had reached, not to mention the
aching inside from his big cock punching away at her. At the same
time there was something deeply sexual about having to do basic
cleaning tasks while naked and tied up.

Still, when she was done she marched over to
him and thrust her hands out.

“What?” he demanded.

“You said you'd untie me when I cleaned your
things. I'm done.”

“What I said was that you clean my shoes and
socks and I'll think about untying you and letting you wear clothes
again. I thought about it. I like you better naked and tied
up.”

“You pervert!”

He grabbed her wrists and yanked and she
fell, sprawling across his lap.

“Don't you – !”

His hand slapped down on her bottom
sharply.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

Then he shoved her off so she rolled onto the
floor before picking herself up, glowering at him.

“Show a man some respect, girl, or your ass
will suffer.”

Her bottom stung, but Rory didn't
particularly mind. She had been feeling a low, bubbling heat for
some time, even while cleaning his shoes and socks. Her chest was
tight and there was a definite edge of breathless anticipation
gripping her.

“Fine!” she said, getting to her feet. “I'll
cut the damn rope myself.”

“You better not.”

She thrust her middle fingers up at him
together and then went into the kitchen, expecting him to
follow.

He came in after her and grabbed her by the
hair as she pulled open a drawer to get a knife. She yelped and was
forced to stagger backward as he walked back out of the kitchen and
around into the living room.

“Let me go, you big black ape!”

Instead he took down a hanging plant, drew
her wrists up high and tied the rope to it. She managed to get a
kick to his leg in which left him limping and cursing, but that
didn't really accomplish much.

“What the hell are you doing, you
pervert?

“Putting you in your place. And right now
your place is standing up right there until you learn some
respect.”

“Respect? For what? For you? Because you've
got big muscles? So does an ape!” she exclaimed, deliberately
taunting him.

She felt a strange sense of swirling
uncertainty, a mixture of anxiety and anticipation. Something made
her want to provoke him, because in truth all this nasty bondage
stuff was turning her on to no end. But at the same time she was
anxious about provoking him too much.

He put duct tape over her mouth as she was
telling him what she thought of his ancestors, which, she
suggested, were probably literally apes and chimpanzees. That was
disappointing, because then he went away and left her alone. That
wasn't the response she'd been looking for!

He made dinner while she stood there glaring
at him, ate it while watching TV, then smiled at her as told her
how good it was.

He peeled the duct tape off, then.

“Would you like something to eat?”

She glowered silently at him.

“Hmm?”

“Why? Got some bananas? I always liked
bananas, but not as much as I'm sure you do!”

“Racist bitch,” he said mildly.

“Eat me!”

He put the duct tape back in place and dodged
another kick on his way into the kitchen. He came back with a
banana, and peeled it in front of her, then took a bite.

“Mmmm, good,” he said.

He held out another one.

“Brought one for you too.”

She glared at him, and tried to kick him
again as he approached. He grabbed her ankle and held it, then
lifted it up high as he brought the banana in low, rubbing the end
against her sex.

Rory yelped and tried to twist away, but with
her hands tied above and her ankle in his hand her options were
limited. He'd put something slippery on the end of the banana, too.
She could feel it as he twisted and pushed it against her.

He slowly worked the banana all the way up
inside her, so that only the narrow stem remained, then he took a
rope from his pocket and tied it to her ankle before lowering it,
and quickly looping it around her other ankle, binding them
together.

He stood up and grinned. “Now you got a
banana,” he said.

She glared at him but her nipples were so
hard they felt like they were tingling and crackling with energy.
The feel of the banana inside her was solid and thick, and she
could feel her muscles squeezing down around it.

He cleared some things away from what looked
like a dining room table, humming to himself, then got a deck of
playing cards and some poker chips of all things.

Rory continued to glare at him whenever he
was looking.

“You play poker? Blackjack? What do Scottish
girls do for fun?”

He gripped the stem of the banana and twisted
it around a little, and she squirmed and tried to turn around.

“I didn't say you could turn around.”

He went back into the kitchen and came out
with a piece of string, then tied loops in both ends. He approached
her, then slid the loops over her very hard, very stiff nipples,
and carefully tugged them in so they tightened. They tightened, in
fact, to the point her nipples began to ache and burn!

He tied another string to the middle of the
one now tied between her nipples, and to Rory's astonishment, then
pulled it up and out towards the distant wall, where he thumbtacked
it.

“There. Now that's a nice view,” he said,
sitting down. “Kind of like an artist's depiction of a beautiful,
slutty blonde in all her splendor.”

The doorbell rang and he went to answer
it.

Rory glared after him, but found herself
unable to move at all. Then she felt a flood of heat come to her
face as he returned, another black man accompanying him.

That man stared at her gleefully and she
dropped her eyes, mortified.

“Wow! I didn't believe you! Wow! Ain't she
something!?” he said.

“Remember, look but don't touch.”

“Oh man. Come on.”

“Those are the rules.”

The other man admired her with delight then
sat down at the table.

“So you got her where?”

“Some nightclub. She's kind of kinky. She has
a thing for Black men.”

“Don't all blonde girls?” the other man said
in amusement.

“I think she said she was some sort of store
clerk at Walmart or something,” Black said.

“You think maybe she'd, like, do a few favors
for some money?”

“Probably. She seems kind of slutty.”

“She looks like she's shy.”

“Just an act, my friend.”

The bell rang again and Black went to answer
it, coming back with two more black men who ogled Rory.

“Now that is one fine set of titties!” one of
them exclaimed.

“Michael, breasts, please,” Black said.

“You are kind of uptight, Black, you know
that?”

Black shrugged.

“Nice butt on her, too,” one of them said,
moving around behind her.

Rory's face continued to burn.

“What's this thing sticking out of her
pussy?” the man asked, looking closer.

“She's got a banana inside her,” Black
said.

The other three men laughed in delight.

“How come!?”

“Cuz she was remarking on how she figured
bananas was my favorite food. She's kind of a racist.”

“Man, I don't mind racist blondes if they
suck dick. Does she suck dick?”

“And swallows you whole,” Black said.

“This bitch swallows your horse cock? I wanna
see that!”

“Sean, language?”

“Man you have a naked blonde with the body of
a goddess tied up in your living room and you're bothering us about
language!?”

“Let's play.”

“I'd rather play with her.”

“Those nipples look like they're kind of
sore,” one of the men said.

“Only what she deserves for not being more
respectful,” Black replied.

He started dealing cards, and the other men
picked them up and examined them.

They began to play poker, placing bets, and
talking about various people she didn't know. They never stopped
glancing at her, though, and it was a bizarre experience for Rory
to have to stand there naked while they kept staring at her and
talking about her.

The level of humiliation she felt when they
first came in, however, could not be sustained. It began to fade
surprisingly quickly, though she remained embarrassed and
self-conscious. She got used to them looking at her, though, and
saying openly sexual things about her and her body and what they'd
like to do to it.

None of them were particularly bad looking,
and after her initial panicky sense of exposure and humiliation
faded she began to consider the possibility, partly with
fascination and partly with dread, that she might wind up being
gang banged.

It wasn't as though she hadn't had sexual
fantasies about sex with multiple men before. She had. And since
she had been unable to imagine how she could consent to such a
thing those fantasies had generally involved some level of force,
drugs or drunkenness. This, then, was not totally unrelated to some
of the darker fantasies she'd masturbated to in previous times.

All the time they played she was torn by
those fantasies, and the breathless sense of heat and anxiety they
caused her, wondering what Black would do with her, and whether
he'd let his friends at her!

He didn't, though. After they'd finished
their poker he saw them out and came back to her, grinning.

“Wasn't that a pleasant evening?” he
asked.

He carefully untied the strings from her
nipples, and they throbbed and ached and burned.

“I thought it would be a good idea for you to
get used to the idea of men looking at you naked so you're more
comfortable with Kettle taking naked pictures of you,” he said.

His big hands cupped her breasts and began to
knead them gently, his fingers stroking and caressing her throbbing
nipples.

“Kettle gets his hands on these he's going to
forget just about everything else,” he said. “That should make him
easy to influence.”

He licked his fingers, then slid them in and
caught her aching nipples between thumbs and forefingers, rolling
and caressing them, plucking lightly as she felt her breasts and
nipples burn hotter and hotter. He'd managed to actually give her
an orgasm just through fondling and manipulating her nipples and
breasts the other day, and she realized he was probably going to
try the same thing again!

She didn't want that, though! She wanted his
cock inside her!

She twisted away with a gasp and he laughed,
then slapped her bottom sharply. He dropped to his knees, untying
her ankles, then turned her around again. His big hands gripped her
thighs as he brought his tongue up against her clitoris, and Rory
felt a wild burst of sensation as he began to lick her with short,
fast motions.

A rippling wave of sensation poured up
through her belly and made her chest pound as she arched her back
helplessly. There was no resisting those sensations, especially
when he gripped the stem of the banana and began to slowly work it
in and out.

A powerful orgasm tore through her body and
she cried out in pleasure, glad of the duct tape covering her
mouth. It meant she had to spend less effort suppressing her
reaction. But her entire body was trembling and shaking as he
tugged on the stem and the banana moved in short strokes, appearing
and disappearing as the banana spread her open then sank inside
her, then spread her open again and again.

He didn't stop, though. He spread her legs so
wide the rope around her wrists was digging into her flesh even as
she rose on the balls of her feet. Then his lips began to suck
hungrily at her clitoris, alternating with his wild tonguing.

He stood up abruptly, jerking his pants down,
and his thick black club of a cock rubbed against her slick
opening.

Rory trembled and moaned as he slowly forced
it into her. He gripped her thighs in huge hands, then suddenly
lifted them up and back. He bent and draped her ankles over his
shoulders, then pushed himself into her again.

He let her legs slide off his shoulders so
that they caught in the crook of his arms as his hands caught her
by the chest. Then he let her sink down so that his massive cock
slid deep inside her.

Another orgasm hit Rory as she trembled and
shook, her head twisting and thrashing as he began to lift her up
and down. His hips worked steadily as he drove his cock into her
with harder and faster strokes.

Rory impaled herself on his black spear again
and again, crying out dazedly, head hanging back as he bent to suck
and lick and chew and bite at her breasts! A scalding wave
of feverish sexual heat poured through her mind and she lost all
thought or care about anything else but the dark, animal pleasure
gripping her.

 


 





Chapter Eight

 


 


 


 


She wore another pair of drawstring pants the
next day, and an oversized T-shirt with a big picture of Winnie the
Poo on the front.

Once out of the office at noon, though, she
tugged the T-shirt in tight, and tied a knot at her hip. That not
only made her breasts more noticeable but exposed some bare
midriff. She carried the Victoria's Secret bag with her and met
Kettle at a hot dog stand, where Black had said he was then
located.

He was just taking his when she rushed up and
breathlessly ordered one, and only then seemed to 'notice him'.

“Oh hi,” she said, in her best light,
carefree voice. “Aren't you Elliot's friend?”

“Uh yeah, yeah,” he said with a broad smile.
“Yeah, we're ol' buddies.”

“This is such a lovely, cosmopolitan city!”
she exclaimed in delight, exaggerating her accent. “You know, in
Dundee there's nobody there but white people.”

“That so? Dundee is in Scotland, huh?”

“Yes, I'm afraid so. It's rather a boring
place.”

“I'm sure you'll find New York a lot more
exciting.”

“Oh I do already!” she said in delight. “So
many gigantic buildings! So many people! I can't wait for the
weekend so I can paint.”

“Uh, paint?”

“I like to paint.”

“Uh, you mean like, paint the wall?”

She giggled in delight. “No, no, people!
Things! Animals! Trees and rivers and oceans!”

“Oh yeah,” he said with a grin. “Well, you
know, you kind of look to me like someone some other artist ought
to be painting.”

She giggled again. “Actually, I've modeled
before. I did some in college, you see. Needed the money, didn't
I.”

“I can believe that. The modeling part,” he
said. “You know, I'm kind of an artist, too!”

“Really?” she said in delight.

“Yeah, yeah, cept I take pictures
though.”

“Oh yeahr? Are you any good?” she asked
teasingly.

“I think so,” he replied, grinning. “Course,
it depends on what I have to take pictures of.”

“Well, this weekend I'm going to go looking
for something to paint. And clubbing!” she said
enthusiastically.

“Clubbing? Oh, you mean you're like, going
out dancing or something.”

“So right!” she exclaimed. “There's so many
clubs in this city I hardly know where to start!”

“Well, you know what, I know the best ones,”
he said.

“Do you!?”

*

“Well, that was easy,” she said to herself as
she headed back to the office.

Her phone beeped and she glanced at a text
message. It was from Black.

Girl, I'm gonna rip you a new one, it
said. You hacked my account and sent emails to my boss

Pardon moiz, petit garcon, she texted.
That sounds quite vulgar. I thought you were a polite man of
letters and civility. Also, you are making as they say assumptions
without evidence.

He didn't answer, which didn't make a lot of
difference to her just then. Hopefully by the time she got home
he'd be less... irritable.

Once back at work, she found the nerds more
annoying than usual, buzzing around her like flies to the point she
wished she had a spray can to drive them off. Normally this wasn't
a problem for her. She rarely had problems driving people away
simply by being unpleasant to them. But she wasn't able to do that
here since she was playing a role.

That it was an open office made things worse.
Everyone could see everyone, and it seemed everyone was keeping
their eye on her even as they worked. It was mildly nice for her
ego, but every time she got up and moved around she knew every eye
in the room was on her ass.

Well, the drawstring pants were kind of
tight. She'd wanted Kettle interested, after all. She could do
without the attention from everyone else, though. She went down to
the elevator, then downstairs to get a drink, and it felt as if she
was on stage, or something given the way her every move was
watched.

It was very frustrating. Being a blonde was a
pain in the ass!

Likely to be even more of a pain in the ass
after work, of course, she thought ruefully. Black was likely going
to take whatever replies he'd gotten from his boss as an excuse to
smack her ass till it glowed. Oh well, she'd never been afraid of a
little pain. And at least that sort of thing seemed to turn him on
enough to be a wild bull in bed.

Perhaps it would make sense to delay her
return, though. A little shopping might be in order. She needed to
get something sexy for her night of clubbing tomorrow.

After work she searched for a dress which
would reflect the proper image. She wanted sexy but innocent and
vaguely foreign. She had a pretty good idea what local girls would
be wearing, or at least, the ones Kettle pursued; short, low cut
and tight.

Well, she didn't want to look like those
girls. It was too obvious, and reminding him of her foreignness
ought to disarm any suspicions he might have about her.

In the end, she selected a green bohemian
style dress with wide, loose sleeves. It was fairly short, though,
which would add the 'sexy' aura she wanted, especially paired with
knee-high suede boots.

She took an Uber back to Harlem, enduring the
usual strange look from the driver that a pretty young blonde was
going to an area of town where nice girls – at least nice white
girls – simply did not travel.

When she got there she found his porch
occupied. This time by a woman. A tall, angry black woman who was
pounding on the door and yelling to be let in. This left Rory
slightly mystified about what was going on and what she was
supposed to do. There wasn't a back door she could get in unless
she climbed over fences, and she wasn't about to do that.

She paused at the foot of the stairs and
looked at the woman.

“Open this door, motherfucker or I'll cut
your balls off and feed them to the fucking dog!” she yelled.

She kicked and pounded at the very solid door
to no visible effect, then turned, seeing Rory standing there.

“What the fuck are you looking at you white
whore!?” she demanded.

Rory frowned up at her. “An awful lot of
cellulite,” she said. “Didn't your mum tell you fat girls shouldn't
wear tight clothes.”

To be fair, the woman wasn't fat. But she
certainly wasn't slender in the way Rory was either. Her eyes
bulged at the statement and then she came charging down the stairs,
spitting curses.

Rory let her come, then reached out and
grabbed her ankle and yanked hard. Since she was already traveling
forward her foot came out from under her and rose up – which
dropped her down heavily on her ass on the lowest stair.

Rory was already darting past her, and up the
stairs, key in hand. She unlocked it, let herself in and slammed
the door shut in the woman's face as she came screaming up after
her.

Black scowled at her.

“Who the fuck is that cow?” she demanded.

“No one. Did you hurt her?”

“Not likely. That arse of hers is
well-padded.”

She went up the stairs, while he stared at
the door, which was shaking and rattling as the woman howled curses
and punched and kicked it.

She cut the tags off her new dress, then
stripped and had a shower, happy Black was occupied with that loud,
obnoxious woman outside.

She had just dried off and was brushing her
hair when the bathroom door opened.

“Jaysus, boy, do ye not know to knock at all,
at all?” she demanded.

He glowered at her.

“What?”

“Those emails you sent?”

“I? I dinna ken what ye mean.”

“You are... you... are a...”

“A pretty white girl that makes your black
cock go all stiff?” she asked innocently.

Taunting him was fun. Sometimes it hurt. But
it always resulted in some wild, nasty, thrillingly violently
sex.

He reached in and grabbed her by the hair,
and Rory yelped and swung at him. He tugged back, though, which
turned her back to him and made her miss. Then she was stumbling
backward as he pulled her out of the room.

“Let go of me, you big black ape!”

“We're gonna practice picture taking.”

“What? I'm not taking any pictures for you,
you... you pervert!”

“I bet you will,” he growled.

He shoved her up against the dresser and bent
her over.

Crack!

“Pig! Bastard! Pervert!” she shouted.

“I've got a little training device for you,
girl. I'm sure you'll come to appreciate it. I know I will.”

She felt pressure against her back opening,
felt it mount more and more. It definitely wasn't his big cock. It
was too firm, too hard, too narrow. It felt like plastic or metal
as it forced her open and then slid slowly up inside her!

“What are you doing!? Are ye gonna use sex
toys on me now since you can't get hard enough!?”

It narrowed abruptly. Then she felt something strange. It was as if
it got wider inside her, but just near her entrance.

“This is sort of like a butt-plug,” he said.
“Only it comes with a key. Turn the key, and the rim inside gets
wider. You'll have a hell of a time getting it out without the key.
Which means it stays there as long as I want it to.”

He let her go and she jerked upright,
spinning around and glaring at him even as she slapped her hand
back behind her. She could feel the base of the butt-plug resting
against the outside of her, and of course, could feel the wider,
thicker part up inside her ass.

“What the fucking hell are – yoow!”

The thing let out a sharp electrical shock.
It wasn't very powerful. Not compared to stun guns. It was more
like the sort of shock she'd get from static electricity, from
touching something metallic when the air was dry.

Only it was inside her.

“What the bleeding Christ are – Ahh!”

She dug her fingers in under the coin-sized
base and tried to pull the thing out. But he whatever he had done
to it once it had gone inside her had made it much wider.

And it jolted her again, and again.

She realized he had a little remote control
in his hand and threw herself at him trying to grab it.

The jolts got worse and she yelped and cursed
and grabbed at her bottom.

“Now are you gonna do what you're told,
girl?”

She cursed at him again and he shocked her
again – repeatedly.

“Now, we're going to practice for your
picture-taking session tomorrow night.”

“I'm not taking any bleeding pictures, you
black wankstain!”

He shocked her several more times.

Rory cursed and twisted and jerked around,
trying to pull the thing out of herself without success.

“All right! All right! Bloody fucking
hell!”

The thing jolted her again.

“I said to stop cursing.”

“Asshole!”

She yelped, and then cursed at another shock,
which brought yet another.

“I don't know about you, girl, but I'm
enjoying this,” he said. “I can do it all night.”

She glowered at him but bit her tongue. The
little electrical shocks were not as painful as the strap or even
slaps to her bottom. And they only lasted an instant. But that they
came from inside her made a difference! It was discomforting and
weird!

“Turn around, bend over.”

She glared, but obeyed.

He picked up something, and as she turned
around, it flashed.

“Oye!” she yelled, straightening up and
turning towards him.

“Nice,” he said. “Let's have some more.”

“You can't take pictures of – Ahh!”

“Do as you're told blonde girl.”

“I'm not bloody blonde!”

She gasped at another shock.

“Don't argue with our master.”

“You're not my bleeding – Ahh!”

“Turn around and bend over.”

Glaring fiercely at the wall, she bent over
the dresser again.

Light flashed.

Well, fine. Her face wasn't even in the
picture. She'd refuse to look.

“Spread your legs.”

She bit her lips, then yelped as she felt
another shock, and spread her legs.

“Raise your butt higher. That's it. Nice
view.”

There were several more flashes, and despite
herself Rory started to feel a ripple of dark heat.

“Stand up and turn around.”

She bit her lip but stood, then turned
slowly.

“Put your hands on your head and arch your
back.”

She glared at him and then yelped at another
shock.

“Obey your master, slave girl.”

She continued to glare at him, but put her
hands behind her head and arched back.

“Very nice,” he said, snapping pictures.

“If these get on the bleeding internet I'm
going to castrate you!”

“You'd miss my balls. Now get on the
bed.”

She glared, but climbed on the bed.

“Stop. Kneel on all fours like that.”

He moved around the bed snapping pictures,
then made her drop to her elbows, then lower still, as he snapped
more pictures. After that he had her turn on her side, then on her
back.

“Now pull your knees back against her your
chest and spread your legs.”

“You realize these aren't erotic at all,
don't you? These are pornographic!”

“You realize Kettle is a black man from the
projects with a grade nine education?”

Despite herself she was finding the picture
taking strangely exciting. It was forbidden, for one thing. It was
one of those things she knew was dangerous in that the pictures
could get out and be everywhere. But it also played to that inner
ego she often ignored, the one which was pleased that she was being
looked at as a beautiful, sexy woman.

“I guess that makes him a lot more
sophisticated than you,” she said.

“I guess so.”

He moved up and sat on the bed, then waved a
big black dildo at her.

“What the – .”

“For you to play with.”

“So I was right. You can't get it up.”

“You'll see what I can get when I want you
to, girl. Now shove this up your pussy.”

“No!”

He grabbed her hands and placed them around
the base of the thick black cock, then, holding them in his hands
rubbed them up and down against the mouth of her sex. She was,
despite her insults and defiance, quite wet, and the dildo began to
sink into her.

He released her hands. She glared at him, but
held the dildo, feeling a dark rush of hunger at being penetrated
by something thick and phallic. Her eyes darted down at it, then
back up, then down at it again as he snapped pictures.

“Now rub your clitoris.”

“What?!”

“Masturbate for me.”

“Pervert!”

“Do it, slut!”

Rory's chest was tight, and when her fingers
started to rub her clitoris a wild rush of energy and pleasure
began to sweep up through her lower body. He was watching her,
holding the camera up, and this felt excruciatingly nasty and
deliciously wicked and dirty!

Pretending to masturbate – with a dildo yet –
while a guy watched and took pictures, was unlike anything she'd
ever done or even imagined doing! And the feel of her fingers
brushing, and then lightly rubbing her clitoris was sending
glittering, crackling waves of sexual electricity up through her
belly.

“Shove that cock deeper, slut.”

She shuddered at the words, but obeyed, then
gasped at the increased heat as she slid the thick cock deeper into
the throbbing depths of her belly.

He came over to her and got onto the bed as
she looked up at him breathlessly. He gripped her legs and shoved
them back harder, folding her in half.

“Bring your arms in over your legs.”

Moaning, she forced her arms forward between
her legs, then apart to lock them back in place.

He got off the bed and picked up the camera,
and Rory marveled at what a filthy, obscene position she was in,
with the dildo half-buried inside her and her legs pulled back so
far!

“Keep masturbating.”

She trembled as she gripped the base of the
dildo, and began to slowly draw it back. Her fingers found her
clitoris as she held her legs back and apart with her upper
arms.

This is so fucking obscene, she
thought wildly as he snapped pictures.

But that only made it hotter, as she pumped
the dildo and rubbed her clitoris even harder.

He stopped taking pictures and simply looked
at her, and she saw a large bulge in his pants as she felt fire
running along her skin. She glared at her, but his eyes were
smoldering embers of lust as she thrust the black cock into her
body harder and deeper. Her fingers rubbed her clitoris as she felt
a strange wave of unreality.

She had never masturbated for a guy before,
let alone a guy she didn't like who didn't like her! But it was
making her mind churn with hunger and passion and lust as he
watched her! She'd never had much of an exhibitionist side, but the
hunger she was rousing in him was definitely satisfying some part
of her ego.

Not to mention the feel of the dildo plunging
into her abdomen, and her fingers stroking across her clitoris!

“If you feel like you want to climax, you can
beg my permission and maybe I'll grant it,” he said in an arrogant
voice.

Like fuck, she thought. She fought to not
moan as she thrust the dildo in and out, as she rubbed her
clitoris, as he watched. Her eyes began to glaze over, and she laid
her head back, gasping for breath as the pleasure grew more intense
and the heat melted her inhibitions and burned away her
self-doubts.

The orgasm swept through her and she cried
out, though almost instantly suppressed it, her hips bucking up,
her muscles spasming as she drove the dildo in harder and
faster

I can't believe I did that, she thought in a
moment of clarity as the orgasm began to fade.

Oddly, Black didn't seem bothered that she'd
come without begging him.

Nor had he been snapping pictures. Then she
noticed the way he was holding the camera. He turned it around and
played with it and then smirked, and Rory began to get a sinking
feeling.

“Excellent video,” he said. “I'm sure the
internet will love it.”

She let her legs unfold with a groan, and
slid the dildo out of herself.

“I have some friends who would be interested
in this too,” he said.

“Yeah, I can just see you loading porn onto
the internet,” she sniffed.”You're so anal-retentive you probably
have something bigger than this up your butt.”

She flung the dildo at him and it bounced off
his shoulder.

She yelped as he shocked her in the butt
again.

“You're gonna swallow it next, blonde
girl.”

He bent over to pick it up and she sprang off
the bed then kicked him hard in the ass. That sent him falling
forward and he had to throw his hands out to break his fall. Rory
jumped on his shoulders, then grabbed the camera out of his hand
and as she rolled away, snatched up the remote control for the
butt-plug.

Black cursed and grabbed at her but missed
and she darted out of the bedroom, up the hall and into the
bathroom. She dumped the camera and remote into the toilet then
tried to run out before he caught up to her.

She failed.

“Bitch!” he snapped, grabbing her around the
middle and yanking her off her feet.

“Arsehole!”

He lifted her into the air, carried her back
and threw her onto the bed again.

“Where's the camera!?” he demanded.

“Eat me!”

He went back into the bathroom and she
smirked when she heard him cursing.

“Gee, sure hope the camera was waterproof,
mate!” she called.

She yelped then, and slapped a hand against
her bottom as she felt a shock.

“Damn!”

Another shock jolted her, and he came into
the room, glaring.

“I see I still have some things to teach you,
girl,” he growled.

“Go for it, boy!”
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Rory writhed helplessly, sweating as the
pressure inside her made her want to buck and shake and scream.

She couldn't do any of that, however. Black
had tied her spreadeagled to the bed and then gagged her. Then he'd
blindfolded her to boot.

She'd expected some kind of painful
punishment. Instead all she'd felt was his big, rough hands sliding
over her body. Something hot and slick was dribbled onto her chest,
and then spread over her breasts, then down her belly and between
her thighs.

His fingers kneaded her breasts and rolled
and caressed her nipples. His mouth soon followed suit until her
breasts were throbbing, and felt swollen and hot and ready to
burst! Her nipples ached and tingled as he flicked and rolled them
with his fingers.

He stopped before she would have come, his
hands moving downward until they began to stroke and caress her
pussy instead. They didn't even enter her for long minutes. They
moved up and down her thighs and over her abdomen and always came
back to her sex, stroking and rubbing, and then only slowly
beginning to penetrate her, just a little, then a little more.

They avoided her clitoris for long minutes,
and then when they finally paid attention to it her hips began to
grind helplessly up. His hands moved up and began to massage her
breasts again, while Rory moaned and wriggled and strained against
the straps holding her.

The first orgasm was like the one he'd made
her have before, just from her breasts. The second erupted as his
big fingers began to plunge into her more and more deeply, and he
began to rub her clitoris. The third came shortly afterward. Then
his tongue and lips began to suck and lick their way up and down
her prone body.

She cried out into the gag as he chewed on
the flesh around her nipples, then took each little pink button
between his teeth and ground them from side to side against it. He
sucked rhythmically, his tongue sweeping across her nipples until
they felt ready to explode.

He descended between her thighs, his fingers
plunging deep as his tongue and lips drove her through orgasm after
orgasm. Her muscles spasmed again and again and until she felt
dazed and breathless.

Then came the ice, sliding up and down her
body, across her ribs, over her breasts, freezing her nipples,
sliding down her stomach and abdomen and along her thighs.

Then came the hot wax, and then a pinwheel.
And then the vibrator which nearly drove her out of her mind. He
ground it against her clitoris while thrusting the dildo into her
as she screamed at the top of her lungs.

He pulled the blindfold off, then remove the
gag and shoved his cock deep into her throat.

Rory was shell-shocked and slack-jawed by
then, and gurgled dazedly as he pumped his cock in and out of her
throat. He pulled back every half minute so that she could gulp in
air, then plunged back into her mouth and throat, fucking harder
and harder until he came out and poured his cream over her
face.

And then he started licking her again,
alternating with the dildo and vibrator until she was bucking and
twisting in overheated sexual fever. Hhe climbed back up and had
her suck his balls, then his cock until he was hard enough to
thrust down her throat again. He pulled out and then untied her
completely.

“Roll onto your belly, bitch,” he barked.

Moaning dazedly, Rory obeyed.

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

Crack!

“Do it, bitch!”

She moaned and obeyed, her insides aching
from the muscle spasms, her mind light-headed and frazzled, her
hair tangled around her face as he yanked her bottom high as she
gulped in air.

She felt him on the bed behind her, and
groaned as he shoved the vibrator deep into her pussy. Then he did
something to the butt-plug. The walls seemed to slide in, and he
pulled it out of her. A moment later she felt his hard cock slowly
sliding into her body.

It slid deeper and deeper into her ass while
he gripped her wrists and pulled them down along her knees. With
those huge, powerful hands around her slender wrists Rory was as
helpless as if she were tied up, but didn't care. Much of her mind
had shut down already in the face of the continuing storm of
intense pleasure.

She was intoxicated by the heat and passion
and overwhelmed by the power of the sensations he had driven
through her body. Now she ached as his big cock filled her ass, and
the vibrator buzzed away in her pussy as he began to use her with
deeper and faster strokes.

“Who's your masters, bitch? You know, don't
you. I don't even have to tell you,” he growled.

Rory gurgled and gasped and moaned as he
fucked her ass, and then a parade of orgasms rolled over her like
the cars of a miles-long train, her mind rolling and bouncing and
bobbing like a cork in a high sea as the flood of pleasure
threatened to drown her.

He rammed the entire long length of him up
her ass until his hips began to hammer against her upraised
buttocks. Again and again he jammed himself into her to the balls,
then ground himself against her only to continue his harsh
thrusting. And Rory came and came and came again.

*

Rory's ass hurt.

And knowing why it hurt sent a little ripple
through her every time she thought about it. Black had fucked her
ass so hard and deep it was a wonder his cock hadn't broken through
into her stomach! And if she needed any help being reminded she had
the butt-plug up inside her again.

This was a different one, though. It was
hollow, and had several small listening devices inside she was to
plant at Kettle's apartment, Given what little clothing she was
going to wear there wasn't a lot of room to put it anywhere else.
And if it was discovered, well, she could simply blush and pretend
she had a fetish for anal sex.

Which after last night she practically did!
The memory of that delicious aching fullness as he ground himself
against her would not soon erase itself from her mind! She had
never in her life had so many orgasms, or been kept in such a state
of hyper-sexual heat and passion for so long!

That fucking vibrator, she thought, vowing to
get herself one. He'd known just how to use it. And if it wasn't
bad enough on its own he had varied between that, his fingers and
his tongue and lips so that she still felt extra sensitive down
there.

She was wearing the dress and boots she'd
bought, along with a pair of boy-shorts since she didn't dare wear
a thong with the short skirt and butt-plug. She still intended to
figure a way to avoid becoming Kettle's little Playboy playmate,
and vaguely resented that Black would even suggest it.

But at the same time she knew she wasn't an
official employee of anything. She was a stringer, a contractor,
precisely because her morals were suspect. Granted that was about
theft but to uptight people it made little difference. Her
disrespect for rules and laws, not to mention basic societal
conventions was anathema to them.

Posing for naked pictures did not hold quite
the fear it would have two days ago, but she was stubbornly
insisting to herself she wasn't going to do it. For one thing, it
would be hard to do and still refuse to have sex with Kettle. She'd
be damned if she had sex with someone as part of an investigation.
What was she supposed to be, some kind of slut? A prostitute? Nu
uh!

Though admittedly, after that hours-long
session with Black she was feeling a lot less resistant to the idea
of just letting anyone fuck her that wanted to!

That had been mind-blowing!

She felt as if in one evening he'd turned her
into an addict, only a sex addict instead of a drug addict, craving
her fix!

Bastard!

He certainly knew his way around a woman's
body, though, she conceded. If all men were like him she'd become a
raging nymphomaniac. Fortunately (or unfortunately) all men weren't
nearly like him. She was fairly certain that Kettle wasn't. Maybe,
she thought dourly, she should have sex with him to remind herself
of how boring and grubby sex usually was.

The agency had found a place in Brooklyn for
her to allegedly reside at, and even hurriedly moved her clothes
there, or at least, some of them. Then she'd waited for Kettle to
pick her up. He arrived in a black BMW, all smiles as he came to
the door.

Rory returned the favor.

“Hello!” she said.

“Baby, you lookin' hot!” he said, looking her
up and down.

“Why thank you, Mister Kettle,” she
replied.

“Just call me JK,” he said.

“That's a nice car,” she said.

“Yeah, well, nothing but the best for the
best,” he said.

He led her to the car and then ran around to
the driver's side and got in.

“So where are we going?” she asked.

“There's a couple of clubs I know I think you
might like,” he said.

The first club he took her to was loud, dark,
and crowded. There wasn't a lot of room for conversation, but that
was all right. She enjoyed dancing, and Kettle was pretty good too,
though not as good as he seemed to think he was.

The next club seemed to be mostly black, and
Kettle had a number of friends there who sat around at the same
table, and who wanted to dance with her.

And fuck her, she thought cynically. None of
them made any secret of their desire for her. And as she was often
standing or sitting around amid a group of grinning black men she
felt a strange breathlessness. She was reminded of the other day
when she'd thought Black would have his friends gang-bang her.

The thought was... daunting, scary, and
darkly thrilling.

Kettle was starting to get more free with his
hands, too. While Rory had, at first, acted demure in easing his
hands off, she was starting to feel a sense of forbidden hunger and
heat. She didn't resist his attempts at groping her nearly as much,
and her nipples were soon hard as her body thrummed with sexual
tension.

Her mind began to melt under the rising heat.
Decisions she'd taken with a clearer mind now seemed questionable
as her. How could she possibly expect to keep in contact with a man
like Kettle without having sex with him? He was a drug dealer and
spy from the projects. He'd only have so much patience before
moving on to someone else.

And if she wanted to have sex with him why
shouldn't she? He wasn't bad looking. And she was feeling... hot.
And who cared if the bloody Americans thought she was a slut? They
already did anyway. Certainly Black did.

She felt raw and tender down there, which
meant deliciously sensitive to any touch. She was fairly sure sex
with Kettle would not be unpleasant unless he was a complete
incompetent.

As the evening wore on she was being groped
more, and not just by Kettle, but by every man she danced with. It
put her into a strange, heady state of sexual anticipation and
arousal as she let her inhibitions melt away. She was alone, far
from home, and it didn't matter what anyone thought of her!

She had Kettle take her home – to his place,
not hers. That was the whole idea, after all. He was happy to
oblige, eager to get his hands on her body. In fact, he almost ran
the BMW off the road as he drove with his right hand under her
skirt and inside her panties.

She almost didn't notice. His fingers knew
what they were doing!

The building he brought her to was
high-security, and popular with diplomats of countries too small to
have their own building in Manhattan, but rich enough to either own
or rent a condo there. It was very security conscious, and after
they parked in the garage they could only take the elevator up one
flight to the lobby.

There he signed her in, before leading her,
his hand possessively on her ass, to an elevator to take them
up.

“Love doing that,” he said smugly, swinging
her around and in against him.

“Doing what?”

“Making those white boys at the desk pissed
off that a dumb darkie like me is gonna be plowing a hot, sexy
white girl.”

“Maybe,” she said. “If you're nice, and I
feel tempted.”

He snorted and his hands moved in under her
skirt to squeeze her bare bottom.

“And what makes you think they care about you
having sex with a white girl?”

“All white boys do, baby. They figure we're
poaching from their side of the fence. Hot blonde chicks like you
ought to only go out with white boys.”

She snorted dismissively.

There was a camera in the elevator, and
others in the lobby and hallway they got off on. They were visible
the whole way to the apartment. There he used a high-security key
to unlock the door and let her in, then, once inside, he turned off
the alarm before picking up the intercom and calling downstairs to
confirm he was inside.

“Awful lot of security,” she said idly.

She had memorized the pass-code he had typed
in, as well as the code word he had used when he called the
lobby.

“Yeah, well, like I said, I'm a consultant
and it pays well. I got some nice stuff here.”

He took her arm and pulled her in against
him.

“And speaking of nice stuff,” he said,
cupping her breast.

“You were going to get me a drink while I go
to the bathroom,” she said, gently easing his hand off.

He smirked. “Sure, baby.”

“Do you know how to make a margarita?” she
asked as if doubtful.

“Am I some kind of barbarian? Look around?
You know what this place costs? I got my own bar over there,
baby!”

She smiled and then giggled.

She hated giggling. But she told herself it
was part of the role she was playing.

Once in the bathroom she worked the butt-plug
out of herself, nervous now. She unscrewed it and shook the bugs
out into her hand. They were marvels of miniaturization, with a
tiny battery which would last months since they were sound
activated.

Also in the hollow butt-plug was a tiny usb
drive no longer than her fingernail. It had a couple of programs
she could use to break into Kettle's computer as well as a virus
she wanted to leave there. There was also a tiny vial of liquid.
All of them were kept from rattling around in the plug by a stick
of putty.

The bugs had a little paper on the side that
could be peeled off, revealing a very sticky surface. She put the
first under the counter in the bathroom. It was a very long
counter, with two sinks. She dropped to her knees and put it up
under the cabinet just above the floor.

She was glad she wouldn't be the one
listening to what these things recorded in the toilet. But Black
has assured her that amateurs like Kettle, had a tendency to go
into a bathroom and run the water for private conversations since
they were sure nobody would bother to bug them. It was for exactly
that reason the agency bugged bathrooms, and the filters on their
computers could easily weed out the sound of running water.

She came out of the bathroom, looked to see
the hall was empty, and darted into the bedroom, placing a bug
under one of the end tables, then darted back out again.

She was glad the bugs had to be activated by
the agency before they started recording! And that wouldn't happen
until she reported to them that she'd placed them.

She wandered into the living room to see he
was still preparing drinks. She wandered over and put a bug under
the counter of the bar.

“This sure is a nice place,” she said.

She looked out the window. “Wow, nice
view!”

She slid the door open and stepped out onto
the balcony. These were also places people went to talk about
sensitive matters away from possible bugs. There was a table here
between a couple of chairs and she placed another bug there. She
straightened quickly as he came outside.

“Your margarita, baby.”

She smiled thanks and took it from him, her
heart beating rapidly from all the cloak and dagger stuff.

He had a drink of his own, and sipped it as
he watched her take a sip.

“You are one foxy lady,” he said.

“I am indeed,” she said with a smile.

His free hand slid around her and down to cup
her bottom. Only this time it slid in between her buttocks and he
frowned in surprise.

“What the heck is that?” he asked in
confusion.

“Er, nothing at all,” she said, turning
away.

“I felt something, baby, not nothing.”

He turned her to the railing and yanked her
skirt up and she squealed, but he quickly pulled her panties down
and then laughed in delight.

“Why you hot little babe!” he exclaimed.

Rory didn't have to pretend embarrassment as
her face flushed.

“I uhm, uh, just uh, kind of like to... wear
it sometimes in case... uhm... you know.”

“In case some hot guy maybe wants to fuck you
in the ass?” he asked, jerking her in against him again.

“Uhm, well, uhm, I mean...”

“You don't have to ask twice, baby. In fact,
you don't even have to fuckin' ask!”

He had already put his drink down. Now he
crushed her against him, kissing her hard while his fingers slid
through her hair. He stepped back and took her drink from her,
putting it down quickly, then grinned and shoved her against the
railing.

“What – ?”

He dropped to his knees in front other and
yanked down her panties, then shoved his mouth in against her
sex.

Rory gasped and grabbed his head, but
couldn't quite decide what to do at that point. He wasn't as good
as Black but he was good! And she was already primed and very
sensitive. His tongue working at her pussy made her insides feel
all warm and squishy even as her nipples burned even hotter.

To her astonishment, she found herself very
quickly on the edge of orgasm, and did her best to restrain herself
in case he wondered at how responsive she was!

He yanked her panties out from around her
ankles, then stood up and spun her around again, bending her
forward against the railing. She moaned as she felt his cock
rubbing up and down between her thighs, rubbing up and down along
the warm, puffy, swollen lips of her sex.

He pushed forward, and she felt a wave of
hunger and passion and delight as he drove into her throbbing
pussy. He wasn't as big as Black, but he was more than big enough
as she grasped the top of the railing and spread her legs.

The view was a lot better than at Black's
place. She was looking out at other buildings, other apartments.
Which, she realized, meant people could be looking right back at
her! It was dark enough no one would be able to really see her that
well – not well enough to really make out her features. But if they
were watching they'd know what was happening!

She moaned aloud as his cock pushed into her
until his hips were pressed firmly against her buttocks, then began
to grind herself back against him. His hands lifted her skirt up,
and then peeled her dress upwards and over her head, dropping it on
the balcony next to him. A moment later her bra was sitting atop it
and she was naked save for the knee-high boots, staring out at the
city.

Which could well be staring back!

His hands roughly squeezed her breasts as he
drove himself into her, and his teeth found the nape of her neck as
he bit and sucked and chewed at her soft skin.

Rory just clung to the railing, bent over and
gasping as he used her, glittering waves of heat and excitement
rushing through her.

Suddenly his hand gripped her arm, pulling it
down and then back. He slipped his arm around it, then pulled her
other arm back, as well. His right hand gripped her left arm as his
arm pinned her right behind her. Then his left hand came up under
her chin, forcing her head way back against his shoulder as he
thrust harder and faster.

“Love that blonde pussy!” he gasped. “Fucking
hot little slut!”

He leaned in to bite along her neck, and then
roughly kiss her as his hips continued to pummel her, and Rory felt
the orgasm come, sweeping up through her body so that she cried out
again and again, swept away on the flood of sensation while he
cursed and moaned himself.

He pulled out, flung her against the rail and
then tugged the butt-plug out of her ass. Moments later he thrust
himself balls-deep and began to drive himself into her with long,
hard, even savage strokes that ground her hips against the
railing.

His left hand roughly squeezed her breast
while his right plunged between her legs to rub her clitoris.

The heat rose again and Rory gave herself to
it.

*

It wasn't hard, afterward, while she was
gathering her clothes, to pour the vial into his drink. And not
long after that he gulped it down, thirsty after his energetic sex.
They went back inside and he sank into an upholstered chair while
Rory tossed her clothes on a table, then did a lot of swaying and
arching and giggling.

He got out his camera, and she mentally
shrugged, figuring he would soon be asleep and she could delete
whatever he took. The pictures she posed for were remarkably
similar to the ones she'd done for Black. She supposed men didn't
really vary that much.

Since he had her posing on the sofa, bent
over the dining room table, and in the bed, she had little
difficulty placing bugs in these rooms. It was she who suggested
she play a secretary bent over her desk, which got him to show her
his office.

It wasn't much of an office, and it was
certainly cluttered and untidy, but it did have a computer. She
suggested turning the computer on 'for realism' which let her
memorize the password he entered. Then she giggled a lot, bending
over the back of the chair and pretending to tap at the keyboard as
he moved eagerly around her taking pictures.

The problem was the drug didn't seem to be
having the expected affect.

And he was getting aroused again.
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Rory was angry. Mostly at herself, but also
at Black – and the world. She'd done exactly what was needed. She'd
gotten bugs planted at Kettle's secure apartment. Not only in his
bedroom, bathroom and on the deck, but in the living room and
kitchen. The rest of her mission had been a bust since he'd never
fallen asleep!

Which meant she'd had no opportunity to get
an imprint of his key or go on his computer! She'd fucked the man,
let him take all kinds of nasty pictures, and had still failed!

Granted, the sex with him hadn't been at all
bad, really, even if it didn't have the crazed wildness it did with
Black. But that she'd had sex with him to accomplish her 'mission'
left her feeling like some kind of whore. They'd never have asked a
real 'agent' to do something like that! But because she was a
'contractor' they felt able to demand anything of her!

She found herself fuming at herself for ever
agreeing to even work for British Intelligence. Granted, they could
have thrown her in jail otherwise, but she had the means to create
a fake ID and then just disappear and go back to hacking, which was
what she liked best.

Now they'd given her to the bloody Americans,
who had all-but prostituted her in order to get a link to Kettle.
Who did these people think they were anyway!?

Of course, the sex had actually been fairly
good...

But that wasn't the bloody point!

And now she had filthy pictures and videos of
her taken by both Black AND Kettle! God knows how long it would
take before they wound up on the damned internet!

So she wasn't in the best of moods when she
got back to Harlem, and the little row-house where Black had set
up.

Why the bloody hell am I living in this
shithole instead of a nice condo like Kettle, she asked herself
grumpily.

She unlocked the door and let herself in,
then stomped up the stairs to her room, where she stripped off the
dress and flung her boots against the wall. Which was the wall to
Black's bedroom – where he presumably lay sleeping.

She stripped off her panties and bra and then
walked naked up the hall and into the bathroom, where she took a
shower.

There was a knock at the bathroom door.

“What the bleeding hell do you want?” she
yelled.

“How did you get back in? You were supposed
to call me when you were done.”

“I didn't bleedin' feel like hearing your
voice, now did I? And I let myself in with a key. You think the one
you took off me was the only one I had, you great ugly
monkey?!”

She snorted and finished her shower, half
surprised he didn't break in on her.

She was wary when she stepped out, though,
glowering at the door. She toweled off, then brushed and dried her
hair, deciding that she was going to go back to red as soon as
possible.

She hadn't brought any clothes with her,
which left her nothing but a damp towel to wrap around her body.
She didn't want to do that, but also didn't want to go out into the
hall naked now that he was awake. Or was he? Maybe he'd gone back
to bed.

She cracked the door open, but saw no sign of
him, so decided to risk hurrying back to her bedroom. He must have
been waiting, though, because even as she passed his door it
opened, and he reached out, grabbed her arm and yanked her
inside.

“Hey! Let go of me, ape boy!” she yelled.

“You are going to tell me how things went,
tonight.”

“I'll write up a report. Find someone to read
it for you.”

“You want me to take my belt to your
butt?”

“I'm not scared of you, you bald monkey
boy!”

She wasn't, in fact, but at the same time,
Rory was aware he could overpower her relatively easily. She was
feeling a strange mix of emotions, though. She resented him, but he
looked awfully damned sexy wearing nothing but his sweatpants. She
was angry at herself, but also feeling a dark sense of ego
gratification at how hot and sexy men thought she was.

And taunting Black risked... what exactly?
Hot, nasty, rough sex? Which she didn't exactly oppose. And
possibly a decent strapping or spanking, which quite frankly she
felt she richly deserved? She had acted like a slut. Being punished
as one would be only proper.

“I can see you haven't learned much about
proper behavior,” he growled.

“Oh piss off. Teach me something you know,
like how to swing from trees,” she said, trying to break free of
him.

“Oh, you want me to teach you something I
know? Okay, I can do that,” he growled.

He yanked her around and threw her face down
on the bed, then twisted her arm up behind her back.

“Let me go, you filthy jungle ape!” she
cried.

“Sure. As soon as I teach you what I
know.”

He was wrapping something around her wrist,
something rough and scratchy feeling, then lifting her wrist up
high behind her back. He pinned it there with his knee, then yanked
her other hand back behind her and then up, tying that, as
well.

Twisting her head around Rory saw he had a
length of rope – rough hemp rope.

“Oh, you're going to teach me how a black man
can't have sex unless he ties a girl down? You've already
demonstrated that, Ape boy!”

Her wrists were both tied together now, as he
eased off her and then fed the rope up over her shoulder.

“What... are... you doing!?” she gasped as he
jerked back on her hair.

“Teaching!”

He forced her up on her knees, then fed the
rope down diagonally across her upper chest, drew it along the
outside of her left breast, then in underneath. There he brought it
across her chest and up the outside of her right breast before
curving it around and crossing her chest.

Rory gasped as he pulled the rope tighter,
which made it dig in around the base of her breasts and squeeze
them together. They throbbed as he fed another loop around her
bound breasts, then a third, before feeding it back up across her
other shoulder.

“Fucking pervert!” she gasped.

He fed the rope under her wrists then around
her chest, fed it through the ropes around her breasts right
between her breasts, then yanked it tight to separate one loop to
two, so that her breasts were squeezed on all four sides hard
enough to stick out straight.

Then he dropped the harsh rope down her
belly, threw her onto her belly and twisted her onto her back. He
jerked her legs apart, pinned them with his knees, then pulled the
rough rope down between her legs. There he tied a knot in it before
flipping her over again and yanking the rope in hard.

Rory yowled as the rough hemp dug into her
pussy, pulling up between the lips of her sex. There wasn't much
she could do about it, though, as Black pulled the rope up between
her buttocks and then tied it to her wrists.

He lifted her up across his shoulder and
carried her out into the hall, and over to a door he unlocked,
ignoring her curses. It went upstairs to a bare wooden attic. The
floor was filthy. The ceiling was angled high above, with bare
rafters visible. The air was close and hot.

He led her over to where a punching bag hung
from a heavy hook, and lifted it off with one powerful arm, then
put her on her feet. He had another rope over his left shoulder,
and fed it through the ring, then down behind her back.

Rory was trying to twist around to kick him
but he easily fended her off, then yanked tight on the rope.

Rory squealed in pain as the rope jerked up
so sharply it lifted her upward to the point her heels could no
longer touch the floor. At which point he stepped back, his black
skin already starting to show signs of perspiration from the hot
air in the attic.

“Now,” he said. “You're going to give me an
oral report, or I'm going to leave you tied up all night.”

“Fuck you, ape boy!” she gasped.

He found another thick piece of rope, tied a
couple of knots in it, then jammed thee knots into her mouth before
tying the rope around her head.

“Enjoy the night,” he said.

He turned and walked to the stairs as she
cursed furiously – as best she could given the rope in her mouth.
Then he disappeared and snapped off the light.

It was not quite pitch black in the attic.
There were small windows at either end, though they were dirty. The
back one showed a stream of moonlight, though it didn't reach her,
and the front had some light from the streetlight outside.

Rory didn't notice it that much. There wasn't
anything to see anyway. And she was trying to cope with the way the
rope had now yanked her wrists up higher, almost between her
shoulder blades! Not to mention the rope digging into her pussy,
with the knot right at the top – right over her clitoris!

The ropes, all of them, were already making
her skin react, for they were rough hemp and terribly uncomfortable
against her soft skin. The ones squeezing her breasts were
particularly bad, though the one in between the lips of her sex was
rapidly outdoing it as her ankles wobbled.

The less she was able to support herself on
the balls of her feet, the more weight came down on the rope in
between her legs, and her pussy began to throb and burn
painfully.

Her breasts felt like hardened balls ready to
explode, and her shoulders felt ready to pull out of their
sockets!

She cursed Black repeatedly, but there was a
certain awe in her thoughts, as well, at just how cleverly
perverted he was.

And also a sense of resignation and even
righteousness. She deserved to be punished for being such a skanky
whore. It was even quite just that the rope was digging so sharply
into her pussy. Wasn't that the source of her problem? Wasn't it
her own hungry pussy which had turned her into such a slut the last
few days?

Her ankles ached and she finally had to let
all her weight down on the rope. She groaned as it burned like fire
between her legs, and hung there gasping and moaning as beads of
sweat stood out on her body, then began to slowly trickle down.

He didn't really mean her to spend the whole
night like this, did he, she wondered weakly.

She swung slowly in place, groaning, gasping,
and sweating. The anger slowly leached out of her and was replaced
by a sense of surrender to the inevitability of whatever was
happening, and whatever was going to happen.

She felt a surge of hope when the lights
snapped on, and then he came up the stairs. She couldn't make
herself look at him. She wanted to glower defiance but all she
really wanted was to be let down!

“Have we learned a little obedience?

Fuck yourself and your obedience, she wanted
to say.

He jerked her head up and back by the
hair.

“I asked you a question, slut?”

She flinched at the word, then sullenly
nodded.

He lifted her off the hook, carrying her as
if she weighed nothing, and then sat her down heavily on an old
wooden table. He untied the rope around her head and peeled the
knots out of her mouth.

“Talk.”

Rory winced, sliding her tongue over her sore
lips.

“Did you put the bugs in Kettle's
apartment?”

She nodded.

“Where?”

“Everywhere.”

“And he didn't suspect anything?”

She shook her head.

“The computer?”

“He never fell asleep, did he! Your little
drug didn't work!”

“It didn't?”

“I just bleedin' said so!”

His hand stroked his chin thoughtfully. “I
wonder what – .” He stopped and looked around him.

“Hot up here.”

You're a genius, you are.”

“Hot up in your ass too. I bet that's
it.”

She stared at him in confusion.

“Most drugs degrade if stored above room
temperature. The human body is 98.6 on average. The vial was inside
the plug inside you for some hours. That might have weakened
if.”

“Maybe you should have thought about
that!”

“Maybe I should have. We'll think of
something else for next time. Did he get to fuck your hot little
ass?”

She glared at him.

“Well, slut?”

“Fuck you, blackie!”

He snorted, then gripped her legs and yanked
them up so that she fell back heavily onto her back on the
table.

“Fuck me, huh?”

He untied the rope between her legs and Rory
cried out as he peeled it away from her.

“Looks pretty red down here,” he said.

He dropped to his knees, and then jerked her
thighs wide as he leaned in. His big tongue licked slowly over the
puffy, swollen, sore lips of her sex and she cried out loud at the
jagged burst of sensation. She stared up at the ceiling, mouth
agape as his tongue caressed the lips of her sex, probed between,
then slid up across her aching clitoris.

The orgasm took less than a minute, and she
couldn't keep herself from thrashing and twisting and crying out in
pleasure at the tidal wave of sensation that swept over her. His
tongue continued to lick, stroke and caress her, plunging deep into
her pussy, then up to sweep hungrily across her clitoris.

Another orgasm drowned her in liquid heat,
and left her a trembling, gasping, moaning mass of limp flesh.

“Bitch, you think I don't know how to deal
with you?” he asked as he stood up.

He moved around to the other side of the
table, used her hair to drag her closer, so her head hung over the
edge, then plunged his cock deep into her throat.

Glassy eyed, Rory gurgled wetly as he pumped
in and out with smooth, deep strokes, his hands rubbing and
caressing her taut breasts.

He pulled out and moved around to the other
side of the table, and she trembled and cried out as his big cock
pushed deep into her belly. He lifted her ankles up over his
shoulders, then gripped her shoulders and raised her up until she
was perched on her tailbone, her body folded up against him and his
cock buried inside her.

“Now. Let's hear every detail.”

Rory looked at him dazedly, and he jerked
sharply on her hair.

“Where did you go? What nightclub? Who did
you meet? What did you say? When did you go back to his place? What
happened then? And then? And then?”

His questions continued as he held her
against him. Now and then he pumped lazily inside her. But for the
most part he simply held still, his black spear of a cock throbbing
inside her. Only when she'd given him answer to every question did
he throw her back onto her back on the table.

“Remember, bitch, who the boss is, here.
Remember who's the master and who's the slave.”

He started to thrust into her, and in seconds
she was bucking and twisting through another powerful climax. But
he kept thrusting, bending forward, crushing her lips with his,
then drawing back again. He folded his powerful hand around her
throat, squeezing just enough so she couldn't breathe, making her
light-headed. Then he released her again, then did it again, and
again, proving to her just who was in charge.

Light-headed, shell-shocked by the massive
explosions of pleasure which tore through her again and again,
exhausted, sweating, and nearly intoxicated with the sexual fever
he roused in her, Rory surrendered completely to the heat and let
herself be his sex toy to do with as he chose.

*

Rory groaned as she woke up. She closed her
eyes again, then opened them, feeling sore all over. Then she
realized she couldn't move her arms, that something was binding her
wrists. It wasn't the rough, scratchy rope, that was for
certain.

She managed to sit up and looked down. She
was naked. There was a thin red stripe over her pussy from where
the skin was still irritated by the rope. There were similar lines
around her breasts. She got up and stumbled to the mirror, then
gaped at herself.

She was wearing a big stainless steel collar
around her throat. It had a big steel ring dangling from the front.
She had steel bands, similar to the collar, around her biceps, and
could feel some kind of pressure pulling them back.

She turned slowly, twisting her head, trying
to see behind herself.

Her wrists were encased in similar bands, and
locked together. There was a chain hanging from the back of the
collar to a wide ring at the top of her shoulder blades. Two more
chains were attached to that ring, one of which went to each of the
metal bands around her biceps. A third dropped down to the bands
around her wrists.

Slave girl.

He'd used the term before, taunting her.

Sex slave!

She felt a tightening in her chest as she
remembered it, and as she stared at herself. For a sex slave was
exactly what she looked like!

Her pussy throbbed at the sight, and her
nipples tingled alarmingly.

The events of last night were all a wild,
whirling mishmash of memories, all bound up in dark, wicked,
thrilling sex, with multiple orgasms and a flood of passion and
excitement.

There was nothing to do but to find him. She
went hesitantly up the hall, but his bedroom was empty. She licked
her lips, then went downstairs. He was in the kitchen, reading a
tablet. He looked at her and snapped his fingers.

“Come here,” he ordered.

Rory thought about what sort of insult to
give him, but he stabbed his finger at her.

“If you say one snotty word I'll gag you and
leave you like this all day.”

She bit her tongue.

“Kneel. There.”

She glared at him even as she felt a surge of
hot juices sluicing through the dark furrows of her mind. She sank
to her knees before him, feeling those juices begin to bubble with
increasing heat.

He glared down at her from on high, as if on
a throne, then opened his pants and took his cock out. He snapped
his fingers at her.

“Get to work.”

It was the outrageousness of his attitude
which sent a pulse of heat through her. She gulped and leaned in,
and wasn't surprised when he wound her blonde hair around his fist
and jerked her in closer.

“Suck my cock, Slave,” he growled.

Gasping, she obeyed.

This was not to be the kind of harsh
throat-fucking like he'd done the other night, however. He made her
spend long, long minutes licking and sucking on his cock and balls
while he discussed Kettle and what was going to happen next.

“The bugs are all active,” he said. “We
expect to get a good line on who his Chinese handler is. But we
want you to put some software on his computer too. Next visit,
after he's done fucking your pretty white ass, you get some drugs
into him and get at that computer.

He pushed down on her head and she gurgled as
his cock slid deep into her throat. He pushed her down all the way,
then held her in place with her lips wrapped around the base of his
cock.

“Got all kinds of uses for a blonde slut that
loves Black cock,” he said. “We even called your boss and asked to
borrow you for longer. He was happy to cooperate.”

He jerked up on her hair and his cock slid
slowly, slickly up out of her throat. The sensation made her mind
squirm, for it felt darkly erotic.

“Suck my balls some more, Slave.”

She obeyed, licking and sucking them, then
mouthed his cock once more, bobbing up and down on it as he kneaded
her breast and then pushed her down all the way again.

“Got an idea you could be useful for a South
American gang we think have ties to Cuban intelligence. They spend
a lot of time in a strip club in the Bronx. You got any experience
stripping and giving lap dances? Well, never mind. We can teach
you.”

He hooked a finger through the ring on the
front of the collar and pulled her up, forcing her to straddle him,
then sink down.

“That's it. Sit on this nice black cock,
Blonde Girl,” he said.

Rory moaned and obeyed, gasping as it slowly
stretched her wide and then slide up into her belly.

“You know you want it. You know you love it
up inside you. Now ride it.”

Rory began to ride up and down, the heat
pulsing inside her as he began to suck and chew at her breasts and
nipples.

The sound of a door slamming made her stop as
she gasped and turned around.

“Shit,” he said, clamping his hand down on
her thigh to keep her from leaping off.

“Aha!”

Rory gasped as she saw the woman from the
other day storm into the room. The woman stood there with hands on
hips, glowering furiously at her.

“I knew it!”

“Knew what? I told you I was working with her
for a case.”

“You didn't say you wuz fucking her!”

“I'm teaching her to be a slave girl. How
else I gonna train her?”

“Oh you want her trained!? I can train this
bitch!”

“I might have asked you if you hadn't driven
me off the road into the damn river!”

“You deserved it, riding around with some
white whore!”

“The problem was she wasn't enough of a
whore. I have to make her love that big cock so she'll do what I
want her to.”

“She sure looks like a whore from where I'm
standing! Not to mention where she's sitting!”

“I do good work,” he said smugly.

Through all this Rory sat impaled on his
stiff cock, because she had no choice. She kept her face turned
away from the woman, horribly embarrassed. That she was completely
helpless to do anything about it, to hide her body, or even rise
off Black's cock was doing weird things to her brain.

Normally she would just tell the woman off,
but not while naked with her wrists shackled behind her back. She
was way too vulnerable now to start getting snotty with some angry,
jealous woman. But if she was a 'sex slave' then this woman could
take out her anger on Black, not her. It wasn't like sex slaves had
a choice in things, after all!

Or not. She cried out as the woman grabbed
her by the hair and yanked. Since Black was still holding her down
all that did was force her head up and back to where the woman
could glare down at her. The woman swung a fist, but Black
intercepted it.

“Nuh-uh. No damaging this pretty white face,”
he said.

“This ho is fucking my man.”

“Woman, you tried to kill your man not three
days ago!”

“If I was trying to kill you, motherfucker,
you 'd already be buried! And if you were training this slut to be
a good little sex slave you should be pounding her good, not
sitting there while the bitch sits on your nigger cock!”

“You want me to pound her, fine, I'll pound
her!”

He stood up – with Rory in his arms and his
cock still buried inside her, then dropped her onto the table. He
lifted her legs up and apart, and then began to thrust into her
with hard, deep strokes as the woman walked over and stood next to
him, glaring down at her.

“Fuckin' ho!” she shouted. “You like that
nigger cock inside you, bitch!?”

“Would you watch your language, please!”
Black exclaimed.

“I catch you fucking some white whore and I'm
supposed to watch my language!?”

“Yes! Or I'll throw you out!”

“Well it don't look like you're doing much
good. She don't look very excited.”

“You think maybe that's because your presence
isn't helping the mood?” he asked sarcastically.

“Oh, am I supposed to help the mood!?
Fine!”

The woman stripped naked very quickly, then
moved around to the other side of the table. Rory cried out as she
felt her hair pulled, felt her body yanked further onto the table
to the point her head fell over the other side. Then the woman was
straddling her, jamming her pussy in against her mouth.

“Lick me, white girl, or I'll teach you just
how much pain a slave girl can feel!” she growled.

She leaned over Rory's body, then, and Rory
felt her tongue starting to swirl and twirl and stroke across her
clitoris.

She was bewildered, embarrassed, overwhelmed
and felt as though she had lost all control of her life as Black
resumed thrusting into her and the Black woman licked her. But the
woman's thighs clamped down on her head and Rory gasped and started
licking.

Given how wild things had been so far with
Black even this didn't seem quite as shocking as it would have
once. She was losing her embarrassment and gaining a great degree
of resentment towards the black woman, but wasn't in any position
to voice it as the woman slapped at her breasts and pinched her
nipples when she slowed down.

But then the woman resumed licking and
sucking her clitoris as Black drove into her, and Rory found it
fairly easy to just imitate what she was doing. She began to feel
that breathless sense of rising heat again, and a dark thrilling
sense of being a helpless sex slave – and wasn't that a nasty,
exciting, wicked fantasy!?

*

The hot, nasty, squirmy idea of herself as a
sex-slave was just a kinky fantasy, but Black and his girlfriend
Velma now began to focus on that much more. With Black, she was
fairly sure it was just to get her to stop mouthing off, and to do
as she was told. Velma, she thought, wanted revenge.

In either case, the very idea was so steamy
hot that the excitement they caused easily outweighed the pain and
indignation. And even the embarrassment – which Velma did her best
to create – only added a delicious sense of reality to their kinky
sex.

She remained naked and shackled the rest of
the day, and had to assume a variety of humiliating and obscene
poses for Velma while Black looked on and smirked. She was also
forced to call them 'master' and 'mistress', and strapped when she
hesitated. Worst of all, Velma fucked her with a strap-on dildo,
yanking on her hair and slapping her bottom and breasts
continuously – and Rory came violently.

The next day she met Kettle again, and had
sex with him again. This time the little potion worked, and she was
able to get an imprint of his key in the putty, then load his
computer with a virus which would allow them complete access to its
memory and every message he sent or received.

Before she activated it, though, she poked
around inside it looking for things more of interest to herself.
She deleted all the pictures he'd taken of her the other day, then
went out to his camera to delete those too. She also found his bank
account, which was... comfortable. She didn't steal anything just
then, but noted it and its password for the future.

*

Despite their efforts at 'training' her into
being an obedient whore, Rory never felt particularly intimidated
by anything they did. She went along temporarily to avoid pain, and
beyond that she was simply spellbound by the shocking, outrageously
kinky and desperately exciting degree of heat and sex involved.

And if they wanted her to seduce some other
guy and continue their little game of sex slave then Rory wasn't
going to complain. What did she have waiting back in the UK anyway
but a surly boss and far more boring surveillance work?

Here at least the surly boss had a huge cock
and knew how to use it. And Velma, for all Rory despised her, had a
tongue even more amazing than his. The black woman could keep her
in a state of writhing, moaning, gasping heat for hours by
alternating tonguing, with fingering and the use of dildos,
vibrators and other sex toys.

Being a sex slave was far more exciting than
simply being a 'surveillance contractor' as GCHQ referred to her,
and from the sound of it these Hispanic guys had a ton of money
from dealing drugs that was hidden in various accounts. Funneling
that into her own accounts would take some doing, but she was more
than willing to try.

And who would suspect some blonde bimbo
airhead of having the ability to do that?

Yes, this job had possibilities, and she
would hang around and see how things played out.

 


END

 


*

Have praise, suggestions, questions or
complaints? writeargus@gmail.com

*
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Molly's Black Master (Molly's Black
Masters series)

Can a nerdy blonde tech support girl survive
the kinky attention of a very black, very muscular very tall
company vice president? I was about to find out! One of the first
things Mr. Blake insisted on when I came to set up his computer was
that I call him 'Sir", and that set the tone for me to wind up
naked and in chains at his feet as he taught me how much heat and
pleasure a girl could feel.

 


Working For the Smiths

Nicky thought it was a great summer job,
working for her friend Emily's parents at their beautiful estate.
It was a bit annoying that Em's dad decided to teach her
discipline. But him tossing her in the pool a lot meant she got to
wear her bikini all day. And the swats on the butt didn't seem
sexual - at first. But slowly, Nicky learns to submit and obey, and
service the Smiths in all their needs.

 


Out of Uniform

Rookie cop Jaime McCloud is eager to shed her
uniform and get into plainclothes work, but when she arrests the
wrong man she's drafted into undercover work, helping hunky but
controlling federal agent Dan Lucas at a modeling agency. Tomboy
Jaime hates modeling bikinis and slinky dresses, but finds herself
overpoweringly attracted to the overbearing Lucas and is soon
embarrassingly out of uniform and falling increasingly into the
role of an enthralled submissive!

 


Taylor's New Chauffeur (the Black
Chauffeur series)

Taylor is a spoiled rotten Beverly Hills
blonde with a habit of throwing things at clerks and servants who
displease her. When her father hires a muscular black chauffeur she
instantly gets in trouble by taunting him, and gets yanked across
his lap for a 'reprimand'', then is schooled in submission!

 


The Nerd Girls

Paige is a tall, athletic pre-law student
rooming with a short nerdy arts student, an odd couple about to get
far beyond odd. Somehow, she lets herself get talked into being the
subject of Nicky's nude photo assignment, not realizing it's an
erotic nude and Nicky intends to tie her up! As Nicky's nerdy
friend April joins them, Paige finds herself helplessly aroused and
completely at their mercy!

 


Owned by My Best Friend's Family!

Annie's father the cop was so... commanding,
in his uniform! I was fascinated with his handcuffs, and he was
fascinated by me! Letting him boss me around seemed natural – and
hot, and the the wild, rough, kinky nature of what we did was
scalding! But then he 'gave' me to her older brother as his, and
moved me into his house, so his whole family could own me!

 


Zoe's New Boss

Zoe's new boss was a man who got what he
wanted, and he wanted Zoe. He was obnoxious and arrogant, yet
despite that, Zoe found herself unable to resist her own body each
time he forced himself upon her. His skillful fingers and tongue
made her cry out in pleasure, but he wanted more submission than
that. He forced her to submit utterly, to crawl before him and his
clients, and be their sex toy.

 


In The Vampire's Lair

On a foggy London night, Samantha feels a
strange, dark inner heat which blossoms to a shocking lust which
all-but consumes her in the middle of a crowded subway car. Yet
none of the other riders see as she strips naked and begs to be
used by a smirking young man. So begins her introduction to the
world of vampires, to a world of enslavement, of uncontrolled lust
and shocking pleasure.

 


Nigger's Girl

A blonde girl has no business getting
involved with a Black man in rural Georgia. A blonde girl who's a
deputy sheriff especially has no business getting involved with a
Black ex-con with a violent temper and a hate on for white people.
But from the moment Dara sees Emery she's gripped by a feverish
need. However violently he treats her, however he shames and abuses
her, whoever he gives her to.

 


The Temporary Harem Girl

It's difficult to describe what being in a
modern harem is like, or what it's like to have no control over
your body. I thought It'd be kinky fun, and told myself it was only
temporary, for a story I was doing, but I just wasn't prepared for
how I began to lose myself to the lust and excitement and total
submission, to the dark eroticism of being a sex slave, being
shackled, punished, and used.

 


Mr. Stirling's Chauffeur

Danielle becomes a chauffeur to a startlingly
wealthy, handsome, and arrogant man who seems do do nothing but
work and drink and growl at people. But when he becomes taken with
his insolent chauffeur she finds out his domineering ways extend to
the bedroom - and the car! And as she melts his cold exterior he
makes her burn with the dark, thrilling heat of his dominance and
submission games.

 


Owned by Mister Trask

When Melody Blue was offered a condo on the
ocean to house sit, she thought it was a chance to relax and write
her novel. It worked great, until the owner's son came for his
monthly visit. Evan Trask was breathtaking in his looks and
arrogance. In one shocking afternoon he stripped away both her
clothes and inhibitions, introduced her to a collar, and taught her
the wicked thrills of submission.

 


Bound Beauty

Sierra is lured into nude photography by her
aunt, whose erotic photographs hang in art galleries. But as her
aunt discovers her weakness for bondage and submission, Sierra is
lured into more and more graphic and lurid pictures. With the aid
of her handsome black assistant, her aunt turns the incredibly
responsive young woman into an unknowing star of bondage videos
watched around the world.

 


The Penthouse

Courtney is a poor girl, but a party girl
with ambitions. Finding herself in a fabulous penthouse with a
wealthy man is her dream come true. But he's not her date, but his
father! And he's very much the alpha male used to getting his way!
Courtney begins a scalding journey of submission and pleasure,
learning to submit, obey and abandon her inhibitions before him,
his son, and the servants!
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