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I've had a weird, fucking life. And it hasn't
shown much sign of turning 'normal' lately, whatever that word is
supposed to stand for.

My father decided I was awfully cute when I
was quite young, and so, paranoid that he was, he made me go to
Karate class. I definitely didn't like it, but at Eight, what
choice did I have? At Twelve I began taking Brazilian Jiu-Jitsu
because there were limited uses for Karate if you didn't want to
break someone's bones.

I was a tomboy. If I was a kid today the
freaks would say I needed to take hormone therapy to become a boy.
But when I was young, way back in the dawn of history, which I mean
ten years or so ago, they just thought I was gay. The voice didn't
help. It's always been kind of deep for my size and gender.

I got teased a lot. My teen years were a long
struggle not to put people through walls. Not that they didn't
deserve it, in my opinion, but it tended to get me into
trouble.

Girls were bitches. They didn't understand me
and I didn't understand them. But I got that some of them were
jealous of me for various reasons, ranging from my looks to my
ability to pound people. They tended to be overly emotional and
cared deeply about their looks, their sexiness, and their
boyfriends. I cared about none of that.

Boys were horny assholes who only wanted into
my pants. And failing that they wanted naked pictures and would
stoop to almost anything to get them. They tried to bribe girls to
get pictures of me in locker rooms. They climbed trees next to my
house to peer in the windows. They tried to hack my computer in
hopes I had some there.

I knew there was an ongoing bet over who
would be the first to fuck me. And I knew it would be all over the
school if I ever gave in.

There were some girls almost as bad. They
were the out lesbians. They assured me I was one, and tolerantly
dismissed by denials. My interest in cars, my interest in guns, my
interest in sports and martial arts, my lack of interest in
fashion, shoes, hairstyles, and boys, all proved to them I was a
dyke.

They just wanted into my pants, too.

The thing is, my mom died when I was young.
So I was mostly raised by my father, along with two older brothers.
He was ex-military and had a shooting range in the basement. So I
got to shoot all kinds of neat guns, and compete with my
brothers.

He tried to persuade me to join the military,
but fuck that. All that 'yes, sir', and 'no, ma'am' shit would
drive me out of my fucking mind. Plus I like to come and go when
and where I please too much. I knew that the fun stuff in the
military was mostly reserved for the guys, anyway.

Which is reasonable. I can't hump a hundred
pound pack up a mountain trail for miles and miles and then do it
again the next day. I don't have the weight, the heavy bones, or
the upper body strength. I know what I can be good at and what I
can't.

Becoming a cop sounded like more fun, anyway.
So that was what I did. For a few years. Then it got fucking stupid
with all the rules about what you could and couldn't do. People
pointed cameras at us everywhere we went waiting for us to make one
wrong move so they could call CNN and sell the video.

It was like being in fucking high school
again! Only instead of wanting into my pants, they all wanted me to
violate someone's civil rights (the definition of which kept
growing). And God forbid you dare to touch a Black guy for any
reason at all. They all turn into a Monty Python character and
start screaming “Help, help, I'm being oppressed!”

One day I was in a fancy building in downtown
Boston with my partner doing a routine investigation. Someone had
rifled ladies' purses while they were at lunch, and stolen laptops
too. It was a building full of civilians but they did some contract
work for the military, so there was a fed there.

Brian was twice my age and twice my size, and
very good at flirting. I figured he'd be interesting in bed, and
that whatever happened it wouldn't get back to my colleagues
anyway. I was right on both. But he was also kinky in that he liked
to tie girls up.

That seemed interesting, so I let him. And
for a while, every time we met he'd tie me up and then fuck my
brains out. It was an uncomplicated relationship, but very
satisfying on at least the physical level. We were basically
fuck-buddies – kinky ones. Not that bondage is all that kinky.

When I started bitching about my job and
talking about quitting, he referred me to a friend of his who ran
another federal agency that needed women. I'd never even heard of
it before. It wasn't one of the biggies, you know, like the FBI or
DEA or US Marshals. It was the Defense Counterintelligence and
Security Agency.

Which sounds a fuck of a lot more interesting
than it actually is. Mostly it does background checks on both
military people and contractors who work with the military. It also
does physical security checks on private companies that supply the
military and checks their data security against foreign
hacking.

So when I started I wound up going to various
offices and warehouses to check their locks and how good their
computer security was. I also did background investigations, mostly
by computer. DSS has an awesome array of access to virtually every
government computer in the country.

After a few months, I got reassigned. That's
when I met Able. He's about my height, which is five feet eight,
but twice my width. I mean, the guy's got really broad shoulders.
His arms and hands match. So does his dick, though it took me a
little while to find that out.

He's got a hard face, which is appropriate.
He's a hard man (in both senses of the word). He's got short dark
hair, a nose which has been broken at least once, a strong jaw, and
a small scar on the side of his right cheek. It's not an ugly face,
nor exactly scary, just... hard.

Anyway, Able had a different job than what
I'd been doing. It was tracking people who were doing things they
shouldn't be doing. It was real counter-intelligence work, and I
was startled to find myself doing it. I'd been a Boston cop only a
year earlier. And not one with a ton of experience.

What I did have was a history of growing up
in a house with a Lebanese housekeeper, which, given how busy my
father was, wound up making me fluent in Arabic by the time I was
ten. In the private high school my father sent me to they required
you to learn a second language.

I already had one and had been kind of smug
about it. My father wasn't letting me off easy, though, so he'd
decided I would take Mandarin. And that was that. I guess being
able to speak Arabic and English kind of prepped me for learning
languages. I found Mandarin a lot easier than my classmates and
took it again in college.

I wasn't as fluent in it as I was in Arabic,
but I could read and write and understand almost everything people
said.

Do you have any idea how rare it is to speak
Arabic and Mandarin? Well, the agency does. So despite my lack of
experience, they assigned me to Able to basically be his bitch. In
fact, he put it just that way. “You don't know shit about
counterintelligence. You're just my bitch,” was how he explained it
to me. “Don't do anything I don't tell you until you learn
something.”

He was about fifteen years older than me, but
that was okay. I was used to being around guys older than me. All
my sexual relationships had been with older guys because I'd found
those my age were too fucking childish and uninteresting.

He was a decent teacher. He talked
incessantly, as if maybe that was a nervous habit. All the time we
were in a car he'd talk, and not about the weather. It was always
about cases, always about methods, about systems, about experiences
he'd had, and what he learned. He talked, I listened.

Whenever there was something unpleasant to
do, I did it. Whenever there was some dumb, pain in the ass job,
like driving across half the state to pick something up, that was
me. He didn't encourage me to express agreement much either.

“Just do what you're fuckin' told,” was what
he'd reply.

Now you'd think that would piss me off. But
he said it in such a routine, matter-of-fact way that I wasn't
offended. Plus, as I said, he was older, and way more experienced
and knowledgeable. I translated stuff we found in places we visited
or overheard what people said to themselves when they didn't think
we could understand them.

The thing was, he almost never identified
himself to the people he spoke to. And when he did, he showed them
an ID that said he was with the US Marshal's Office. The first time
he'd done that I'd asked him about it later.

“Don't ask so many fuckin' questions,” he
replied.

Another place he showed them a badge from ICE
– Immigration and Customs Enforcement and threatened to have people
deported. When we got back in the car I looked at him but didn't
say anything.

“None of yer fuckin' business,” he said.

“I didn't say anything.”

“You wanted to.”

“Do I get multiple badges from different
agencies?”

“You're lucky I even let you wear clothes,”
he growled as he started the car. “Fuckin' broads ought to be kept
naked in the kitchen.”

I knew that wasn't a serious commentary. He
was taunting me.

“That doesn't sound very sanitary.”

“Okay, you can wear an apron in the kitchen.
Nothing else.”

“You're just a tad... misogynistic, aren't
you?”

“I'm old fashioned.”

“As in a caveman?”

“Wanna see my club?”

That was the first time Able said anything
remotely sexual to me. It sure wasn't the last. Over the following
weeks, we looked into things he made other little 'jokes' about the
proper place for women, which was mostly the bedroom and
kitchen.

I could have been pissed but I didn't get the
idea he was saying that stuff because he believed it. I figured he
was testing me. I just wasn't sure why or what for. Besides, I
never challenged that he was the one in charge. As I said, he was
older, more experienced, and way more knowledgeable about this
stuff. I was with him for translation purposes, for his
convenience.

That was okay. I was picking up a lot. So
that wasn't going to last forever.

We were interviewing a Chinese guy one
morning – which means Able would tell me what he wanted and I'd
translate it, then translate back what the guy said. As is often
the case, he wasn't very interested in telling us anything. Able
then grabbed him by the throat and pinned him to the wall – which
startled me a bit.

“Tell this little fuck that I know he knows
his cousin's number and if he doesn't give it to me I'm going to
pop his fucking head like a zit.”

His big hand squeezed and the Chinese guy's
eyes bulged as I explained his choices.

“He says he doesn't know,” I translated
back.

Able lifted the guy up, with one arm, his
hand still clutching his throat as he pressed him against the wall
with his feet dangling just above the floor.

“Think again,” he growled menacingly, his
face an inch from the other guy.

We got the number, or A number. Able lowered
him to the floor and let him breathe while I called the number,
pretending to be the secretary for an insurance company we knew
he'd dealt with. I got his new address, and Able handcuffed the
witness.

“What are we going to do with him?” I
asked.

“The second I let him go he's gonna call his
cousin and tell him to run. So we're taking him with us.”

With us meant in the trunk of the car.

After he slammed the lid he gestured for me
to get in.

“Are we supposed to do stuff like this?” I
asked doubtfully.

That was the first time he ever hit me. It
was a sharp slap to my ass.

“Get the fuck in,” he said, going around to
the driver's side.

I got in.

I have to admit I was impressed by just how
strong he was, both physically and emotionally. Wimps don't excite
me. I was a bit doubtful about the slap on the ass. It had stung,
after all. And there were a couple of ways to interpret a guy
slapping you on the ass. One was sexual, the other a kind of sexist
arrogance.

Either should have pissed me off. Oddly,
neither did. It was just Able, after all. And besides, the thought
of him wanting me was... weirdly, darkly... interesting.

“I mean, isn't stuff like this technically
against the rules or something?”

He couldn't slap my ass sitting down.

“So let em complain to ICE.”

“But you're not really with ICE.”

“Then their complaint isn't going to be very
far, is it.”

*

Able let it be known he'd noticed my breasts.
He didn't leer or anything. Instead, he wanted to take advantage of
them.

“Unbutton another button or two,” he said
before another interview.

“What? Why?” I demanded.

“This guy's an Arab.”

“Yeah, and?”

“He's an Arab barely off the fuckin' boat.
Seeing a pair of tits is gonna totally distract him, especially
ones that look like yours.”

“You want me to maybe just go topless?” I
asked sarcastically.

That got me a slap on the ass.

“Don't be a smart-ass, Sage.”

I have to admit I'd started to think about
him as a possible fuck-buddy. I mean, the idea was intriguing. He
wasn't exactly my type. But he was big, strong, and tough. He was
even a little scary, which is always a turn-on in the right
circumstances.

I unbuttoned one more button, which I figured
was enough to give a glimpse of cleavage without being too obvious.
It felt weird having Able inspect it. Then he reached out and undid
another button.

“With Arabs, you don't want to be
subtle.”

You could see my bra now, from the right
angle. And it was a black half bra, you know, with triangular cups
that left almost half my breasts bare? I could feel a weird flush
going through me as he undid the button – a mix of indignation and
a strange dark heat. I felt it even more as he looked at the
results.

“You got some kinda tits, Sage.”

“I'm so glad you're pleased,” I said
sarcastically.

That got me another slap on the ass.

“Don't be snotty.”

I figured he was testing me for more than
just my tolerance level. I figured he had in mind maybe pursuing
something sexual. That was a thought that made my chest tighten to
the point I had trouble breathing.

I glared at him but didn't say anything. In
fact, I turned away, afraid my nipples were getting hard. They felt
kind of tingly.

So we interviewed the Arab guy, who stared at
my breasts a lot and spent the rest of the time giving me a greasy
leering smirk. That didn't make me feel embarrassed. Instead, it
made me feel... strong. He was weak, the way he was reacting to me.
I was strong because I didn't care, and because I didn't mind doing
something like this to make him let his guard down. Idiot.

And I have to admit that I had shown my body
off to people so seldom in my life that doing it gave my ego an
unhealthy boost. Especially since I was basically ORDERED to. That
meant it wasn't me being pathetic and looking for attention.

I found guys disappointing in bed, for the
most part. They were pretty straightforward in what they wanted to
do. They took very little time doing it. And then they were largely
useless. Some of them wanted to cuddle afterward, which was, like,
give me a fucking break. I mean, what are you, a girl or something,
buddy?

All my best orgasms came from me. Because
while I was avoiding the dykes and panting boys in high school I
still had a very strong sex drive. And the only person I could
trust to satisfy it was myself. So I got good at it.

Brian was the first guy I'd had an orgasm
with. And I think that was because I found the being tied up shit
intriguing. I had developed a lot of intense masturbatory
fantasies, most related to what I saw on the internet that turned
me on. Being tied up was one of them.

There was just something about the idea of
being helpless, at someone's mercy, someone who was strong and
really knew how to use his cock that really aroused me. So when
Brian started tying me up I really got off on it and the sex with
him was fantastic.

At least compared to everyone else I'd
had.

I didn't bother to do up the buttons right
away. I waited until we were in the car, then casually buttoned
them up as Able looked on.

“Don't button up on my account.”

I gave him a look.

“I was enjoying the view, too.”

“I'm not here to be eye candy.”

“True. On the other hand, I don't see any
reason why you can't multi-task.”

“Feel free to drive around with your shirt
open,” I replied.

“That wouldn't suit my dignity. And I doubt
it would impress the interview subjects. Your creamy cleavage, on
the other hand, reduced that guy to a babbling idiot.”

“Creamy cleavage? What are you, writing a
porn book?”

“How would you describe the color of your
tits?”

“I wouldn't. Why the fuck would I?”

“Don't you do that on-line dating stuff?”

“Fuck no. Guys are dumb enough in person.
They're worse online. Like your Arab guy.”

“Yeah, but you got great bait. Which should
mean you can pick and choose.”

“I like to know more about a guy than what
his line is when he's trying to seduce me over the internet,” I
said.

I was getting a weird vibe. It wasn't exactly
new. I mean, guys wanted me. They always had. It was... good for my
ego, I admit, overall. It got tiresome, at times, though. I wasn't
as bothered by it as some other girls, partly because I felt less
threatened by men I could (mostly) beat the snot out of.

The weird vibe wasn't confirmation that, like
other heterosexual men, Able noticed my body or even that he wanted
it. The weird vibe was in my own response, which was a kind of
wonder at what it would be like to basically... surrender to him.
Because that was what it would be. Able did what he wanted. He'd be
all over me. He'd use me like... well, his bitch.

And that thought was doing some wild things
in my imagination. Partly that was because of Brian. I had let him
tie me up, and it had been thrilling. But Brian hadn't really gone
much further. I suspected Able would. He was more ruthless, and he
had an edginess to him. He certainly wasn't reluctant to use
force.

That added a kind of a sense of danger, not
about being hurt, exactly, but allowing myself to surrender to a
sexual relationship I wouldn't really have much control over. But
even that thought was intriguing. Scary too, of course, but I liked
challenges.
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“I bet you'd make a great stripper,
Sage.”

I rolled my eyes towards him, tilting my head
forward so he could see them behind my dark glasses.

“Is that observation pertinent to anything in
particular?”

“Al Hassan spends a lot of time in the Bare
Fax. And he flirts a lot with the girls.

“I'm still not getting the pertinent
part.”

“Just imagining being able to put a girl in
there who could overhear what he was saying in Arabic to his
buddies.”

“Most of which would be pornographic.”

“Oh, some of it. But guys talk about lots of
stuff at a bar.”

“So bug his table.”

“Illegal.”

“Since when did that ever stop you?”

“It's not like he has a particular table
anyway. A hot looking girl could approach him, though, and ask him
if he wanted a lap dance.”

“If you think I'm going to give a lap dance
to this guy just to make your life easier, you're out of your
cotton-picking mind.”

“Just thinking aloud.”

“Uh-huh. Thinking dumb.”

He gave me the hairy eyeball then.

“You got a better idea?”

“Yeah. Pick up a bug and put it in his
car.”

“And if he checks and finds it?”

“Then we've lost a few bucks.”

“And he knows he's under surveillance.”

“He probably suspects that anyway.”

Al Hassan was suspected of working with ISIS
and trying to get military weapons off the local national guard
armory. We were already monitoring his phone calls, but he
certainly had to suspect the NSA was doing that anyway. People who
actually were with ISIS, as opposed to lone wolves who just took
action on their own, would be very careful about electronic
security.

“Nothing like a good lap dance to make a man
stop worrying about surveillance.”

“And I suppose you'd like me to practice on
you, first?”

“I would never suggest something like that.
I'm sure it's against some kind of sexual harassment policy
somewhere.”

“So is unbuttoning my top. That didn't stop
you then.”

“Quit bitching. I was being helpful.”

“Oh, gee, thanks.”

“You wanna unbutton my fly sometime, I won't
complain.”

I gave him the eye roll again.

“Anyway, what's so bad about being a
stripper. If I was a hot chick with nice legs and tits I'd be a
stripper. They work four-hour shifts doing very little and
collecting an incredible amount of money.”

“You don't think that would be degrading?
Taking your clothes off in front of a room full of people?”

“Degrading to which side? Is it more
degrading to the girl flashing her body to a guy for money, or is
it more degrading for the guy to have to pay a girl he doesn't know
just to see her body? I mean, which side is on top in that
relationship?”

“So you think I should be a stripper?” I
asked sarcastically.

“You'd double your salary and reduce your
workload by half. Sounds like a pretty good bargain to me.”

“And how long a career would I have as a
stripper and what kind of pension would I get?”

“Hmm, you are kind of old. Probably start
having trouble competing with the eighteen-year-olds in a few
years. You should have started when you were eighteen.”

“If only you had been my career counselor in
high school.”

“You could probably transition into a call
girl, though, a really expensive one, you know, high-end escort.
Those girls make a lot of money, and you could do that for at least
another ten or twelve years.”

“You're a pervert, Able.”

“All guys are perverts as far as women are
concerned.”

“And a lech.”

“All guys are leches.”

Depressingly, he was right.

He was completely unapologetic about it,
though. I envied guys their openness about sex, and their desire
for and interest in it. Not just sex, but all-out animal sex with
any girl with the right body shape. They don't have to live up to
any societal expectations about making sure they got to know them
first or got involved in a relationship of respect or anything
else.

They can fuck some girl whose name they don't
even know and walk away and nobody will think the worse of them.
There isn't even a male equivalent to the word 'slut'. The terms
which are in the same vein were complimentary, like “make-out
artist” or 'stud'.

He pulled the car into a self-service station
and popped the gas latch.

“Want anything?” he asked.

“Just water.”

He went inside. There was a small convenience
store there, while I put my agency card into the machine, selected
regular, and then stuck the nozzle into the car to fill us up.

Yes, I do the shit jobs, as I've already
said. I'm his bitch.

Being his bitch in other things, though, that
would be scary... and... interesting. Possibly thrilling. Possibly
painful. Possibly very embarrassing. Possibly one fuck of a lot of
fun.

As I said, I'm not like most girls and never
have been. I don't attach the same degree of romantic and emotional
importance to it. I'm more willing to engage in cheap sex just for
fun. But I'm still locked into the anxieties about what people will
think of me if I do.

I mean, I have to ride around with this guy
every day. So what happens if I fuck him, don't like it, and don't
want to do it again? He'd probably become sulky and insulting like
most guys I turn down. Or worse, suppose I let him fuck me and he's
not impressed and doesn't want to do it again? Plus he thinks I'm a
cheap whore AND a lousy lay?

Yikes!

That's a lot of risks to take for a quick
fuck.

The thing stopped and clicked, and I pulled
the nozzle out and put it away, then put the cap on and closed the
latch. I picked up a squeegee while I was there and used it on the
front windshield since it was starting to get a bit dirty.

I kind of sensed him returning but didn't pay
him much attention. Then his hand smacked my butt sharply enough I
yelped and almost dropped the squeegee. Okay, in retrospect, I
acknowledged my butt had been out there, since I'd been leaning
forward to squeegee the windshield, but I've kneed guys in the
balls for doing that kind of thing before.

Only he'd already passed around the car and
was getting into the driver's side.

I glowered at him through the windshield and
moved to put the squeegee away.

“Do my side too, you selfish bitch,” he
said.

I put the squeegee in the pail and got in the
car.

He looked at me. “You hear me?”

“I didn't like your tone,” I said. “I also
didn't like that smack on the ass. I've put guys on the ground for
doing that.”

“Yeah, but I'm not other guys.”

He started the car and we pulled away from
the station.

“Where's the water?”

“I haven't decided if you should get it yet.
You were snotty.”

“Snotty? You slapped my ass!”

“So? It was stuck out there inviting me to
slap it.”

I glared at him.

“If you stuck your hand in a lion's mouth
isn't it gonna bite it off?”

“You're saying you're an animal with no
self-control?”

“Men are all animals.”

“Don't give me that shit.”

“You keep giving me attitude I might just
decide you need a spanking.”

I snorted disdainfully, but I can't say the
idea wasn't interesting. I just couldn't think of how I could allow
it without destroying our relationship. Mind you, our relationship
so far was mostly him telling me what to do and me doing it.

“I could take you,” I said.

“Don't let your black belt go to your head,
Sage.”

“You're old and slow and fat.”

“I am, huh?”

“I can float like a butterfly and sting like
a bee.”

“I can squash a bee with one hand.”

“Where are we going?” I asked as he turned
onto the freeway.

“Harlem.”

“Why the fuck are we going there?”

“Lots of Black Muslims in Harlem.”

“And?”

One, in particular, enrolled in the New York
National Guard last month. Name is Darius Foster. He works at a
window repair place.

“And?”

“And he's a Muslim and Black activist who
moves in the same circles as Al Hassan.”

“Do they know each other?”

“I'd be surprised if they didn't.”

“Do we have any evidence they do?”

“That's why you interview people.”

“But if we interview him and he does he'll
deny it and then contact Al Hassan.”

“Right. And we're monitoring Al Hassan's
phone. So then we'll know. Maybe.”

We drove up past Central Park and then turned
onto 125th Street. Five minutes later we were parked at
the curb up the street from a nondescript looking brownstone.

“Why don't you go in alone?” he asked.

“Why?”

“Because he's more likely to talk to a pretty
girl than a white guy. He'll feel less threatened. He'll take you
less seriously. He might even want to make himself look more
important and reveal something.”

“Why?”

“Because he's a Black Muslim. So you can
assume he's sexist as hell, and that he figures you're a whore.
Also, Black guys are just like Arabs, they're obsessed with white
girls.”

“And you're not?”

“Not obsessed, just... interested.”

“Should I unbutton my blouse again?”

“Sure. All the way, if you like.”

I got out of the car and crossed the road,
then walked up to the building. I unbuttoned one button. That was
all the concession I was going to make.

Although, it was pretty hot as the sun beat
down. I might be able to get away with it. I tugged my blouse out
of my pants so I'd seem more casual, then opened the door. I was in
a short entrance hall with several call buttons on the wall and
facing another locked door. Only it was busted. I let myself in and
walked up a flight to Foster's door, then knocked.

“Yeah, what you want?” he called through the
door.

“Darius Foster?”

“Who are you?”

“Defense Department.”

That seemed to interest him, or puzzle him.
He opened the door and stood in it looking at me warily. I tried to
be casual.

“Hey,” I said. “I work for the DSS.”

“What the hell is that?”

“It's a defense department agency that does
background checks. You recently joined the National Guard so I just
need to validate a few things about you. Including that you really
live where you say you do.”

“Yeah, course I do,” he said, coming forward
more and looking down my shirt.

“You work for the army?”

“I'm a civilian employee.”

“Okay. So why don't you come in?”

I went inside and found myself in a small,
one-bedroom shotgun-style apartment. Bathroom, closet, and bedroom
on the left. Kitchen, dining room, and living room on the right. It
was all neat and tidy. I'll give him that much. He had the usual
leather sofa and big screen TV, a small round kitchen table, and
not much else. One notable feature was a big banner on the wall
over the sofa.

“So what you want to know, baby?”

I smiled in what I hoped was a friendly way,
and asked a few routine questions about his age and marital status.
He told me he had a couple of kids with a couple of women and
seemed to think that spoke well of how virile he was.

“Any friends or family with criminal
records?”

His eyes got hooded but I gave him a
wide-eyed look and he shrugged.

“I'm a Black man lives in Harlem. You think
there's a lot of us live here don't have a friend or family with a
criminal record? You know about how black people have been
oppressed for hundreds of years?”

I nodded as if I accepted this, and noted the
banner on the wall. It had a picture of the Kaaba, which was that
big black square stone in Mecca you see Muslims circling all the
time.

“You're a Muslim?” I asked innocently.

“I have found Allah,” he said in a dignified
voice. “It's taught me truth and inner peace.”

“That's nice,” I said.

“You should learn more about Islam.”

“I don't think I'd like the wardrobe.”

“Western women dress like whores,” he
replied. “And act like them.”

“You don't like sex?” I asked innocently.

He glared at me but seemed baffled.

“What does that have to do with
anything?”

“So you do like sex?”

He continued to stare at me in confusion.

“So why is it okay for you to like sex and
women not to?”

“Mohammad said that women must be modest in
all things, including their dress. Fornication outside marriage is
Zina – forbidden.”

“Were you married to your baby mothers?”

“That was before I became a Muslim.”

“Okay, so if I wanted to have sex with you
you'd say no?”

He leered at me. “There's only two kinds of
women a good Muslim can have sex with; his wife and his
concubine.”

“Concubine?”

“An unmarried non-Muslim girl the Muslim man
takes as his.”

“You mean like a slave?”

“Yes. So I could take you as my slave, and
use your body as much as I wanted.”

“Suppose I say no?”

“Islam does not care what you say.”

“Doesn't sound like a very good deal for
women.”

“If you were a Muslim I couldn't take you as
my concubine. One day all this country, all the world, will be
Islam. You should become a Muslim girl. Then you'd be
protected.”

“So all Muslim men think like you do?”

“It's the law. It's what the Koran and
Hadiths say. It's the law.”

“I don't see them taking a lot of concubines
in New York.”

He leered again. “You just don't hear about
it.”

He moved forward into my space, and I backed
up a little.

“Maybe you'd like to be my concubine, huh,
baby?”

“I'd like to hear a little more about whether
you have extremist friends?”

“What's extremist? You think all Muslims are
extremists,” he sniffed. “Just because we follow the truth of Allah
and his messenger.”

“Do you know anyone who is associated with
terrorism or extremist groups?”

“I know only good Muslims,” he said, moving a
little closer.

I backed up a little.

“Would one of the people you know be Nasim Al
Hassan?”

He blinked as if surprised, then got
wary.

“Never heard of him?”

“You sure of that?”

“You sure you don't want to be my concubine?”
he asked, glaring now and moving forward again.

“No thanks. What about other extremists?”

“I don't know any extremists. And I'm going
to complain to the Guard about your assumptions that Muslim men
must be extremists.”

“Feel free.”

He jerked open the door, which was right
beside me.

“Don't come back unless you want to be my
concubine,” he said.

“Don't wait up.”

I walked back down the stairs and outside,
then up the street to where Able was parked.

“Well, make a new friend?”

“Not exactly. Though he did offer to make me
his concubine.”

“Isn't that a slave?”

“I'm thinking yes.”

“Hmm. That might be another job opportunity
for you. Slave girl? Yeah, I could see that.”

“You're a pig.”

“I'm a guy.”

“Right. The words are synonyms.”

“I'm sure your neck would look lovely with a
collar around it. Maybe some nice shackles, a few chains, a tiny
bikini... or maybe nothing at all? Hmmm.”

“Can we go?”

He started the car. “Okay, but if you ever
want to be a concubine, let me know.”
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I have a good imagination. Especially about
sex and sexual fantasies. When I got home I pulled the gun off my
belt and put it on the counter, then slipped out of my work
clothes. And then, just for the hell of it, I took one of my belts
and wrapped it around my neck, as if it was a collar, and looked at
myself in the mirror.

I imagined myself as some kind of sex slave,
basically helpless, my body available to whoever wanted it, whoever
owned me. I didn't think I'd like that. On the other hand, the
fantasy of it was pretty fucking hot. The problem was I'd had sex,
and it hadn't been particularly mind-blowing. So the idea of my
being shamed, owned, treated badly was more darkly thrilling than
the thought of the sex itself.

I mean, it's not like I'm a wimp. I don't
like to be treated badly. I get pretty fucking angry whenever
anyone tries. But during sex... naked... collared... tied up...
yeah, that sounded wild. And the idea of being mistreated like that
was hot. As long as it was with the right guy anyway.

I didn't know that Able had that in mind so
much as he just liked to tease me, but it was a very spicy fantasy
for shower time.

The next day I wore a pair of low-riding
khaki-colored pants and a green button-down shirt which was just a
bit tight under a brown jacket. When I say jacket I don't mean like
a sports jacket or a blazer. We didn't have to dress up in this
job. We just wore regular street clothes.

I usually wore my hair either half-up,
half-down, or in a ponytail. Today it was in a ponytail, which I
stuck out through the back opening of my baseball cap above the
clasp. I thought I looked cute-ish, sexy-ish, and tomboy-ish.

I wasn't entirely sure which look I was going
for, to be honest. It wasn't that different from how I usually
dressed, though I was putting more thought into what I wore lately.
Able didn't make any comment, in any case.

We drove to the Bronx to someplace owned by
another acquaintance of Al Hassan. It was a small warehouse. A very
small, run-down warehouse. The front door was locked. There was a
fence around the property, but the gate, though chained, wasn't
locked. Able shrugged, unwound the chain, and put it aside, then we
walked in.

We walked around the corner of the building
and a big garage door wide open, and a guy inside next to a van.
Able held up a badge.

“Mister Salib? Federal agents.”

Salib, if that was who he was, drew a gun out
of his belt. I was so startled I had hardly moved by the time Able
drew his own gun and shot him.

“Holy fuck!” I yelled, finally drawing my own
Glock.

We moved forward carefully, checked on Salib,
if that was who he was, and then Able called it in. An ambulance
came to grab Salib, who looked like he would survive, and a bunch
of FBI types came to check things out and argue with Able about
jurisdiction.

That all took hours.

Able won the jurisdiction fight, which meant
he got to apply for a warrant to search the building. That came
readily enough. I mostly spent my time examining paperwork and
documents written in Arabic to see if any of it was of
interest.

Which was boring as shit! So when Able came
to the dirty little office, leaned against the door, and gave me a
kind of smug look I was ready to be distracted.

“Something you should see, my little
concubine.”

“I'm not your concubine,” I said.

But I got up and let him lead me down a
narrow hall and into an interior room without windows. It had some
stuff around which I didn't recognize. It looked like it had once
been a storeroom of sorts, because there were hooks on tracks
overhead, with chains attached.

“What do you see here?”

I shrugged. “I don't know. Some kind of
storage area for stuff you hang on hooks? Was this a meat warehouse
once?”

“What does this look like?” he asked.

It was some kind of machine. It was on
wheels. It was about four feet high, had a boxy, rectangular look
to it, and two pipes projecting out a couple of feet along with a
much narrower metal tube.

“No idea.”

He grinned, smirked really.

“How about this?”

He pointed at a metal frame of sorts made of
stainless steel pipes. It was about three feet high. It had two
sides, both angled in against each other. The top was padded. It
resembled the kind of thing you'd find in a gym.

“Suppose you tell me.”

“C'mere.”

I gave him a reproving look and he swept his
hand out and put it against my back, guiding me to stand next to
the frame.

“Lean over.”

“I don't think so.”

“Who's in charge around here?”

He was standing on the other side of the
thing, so I figured he wasn't doing this to make me bend over in
front of him. I shrugged and gripped the top, then leaned
forward.

His hand pressed harder, enough to make me
lose my balance a bit, and I bent forward much more, my hands
shifting to the bars on the other side.

“See these?” he asked.

There were leather straps near the base.

“Those go around your wrists.”

I blinked, then straightened rapidly.

He pointed at similar straps on the other
side.

“For your ankles.”

“Uh-huh. Or are you just letting your febrile
imagination think that's the purpose?”

He walked over to the machine and touched a
button. The two metal bars started to move in and out, in and
out.

“I still don't see...”

He opened a cabinet next to the machine and
took out what looked like a pair of dildos. They were hollow, and
he slipped them over the bars, twisting them down firmly. Not it
was obvious. The thing was pumping the dildos like they were cocks.
Two of them? Oh, right.

“So you take a girl, and you bend her over
this naked and strap her down,” he said. “Then you guide this in
behind her.”

He pointed to the much narrower bar, which
had a kind of ping-pong sized ball on the tip.

“Vibrator,” he said in amusement.

“Charming,” I said.

“You want to try it out?”

“I don't think so.”

“Might give you the ride of your life. And it
never gets soft.”

“Is that a confession about your
problems?”

He moved forward, kind of like that Foster
guy had.

“Would you like to see me demonstrate?” he
asked.

I put my hand against his chest to push him
back, but he didn't move.

“Not necessary. I know you old guys have
problems in that area,” I said. “I wouldn't want to embarrass
you.”

“I'll take the risk,” he said.

I backed up a little but found myself against
the wall. He moved forward.

“You're in my space,” I said.

“Maybe it's my space.”

His hand came up and slid around my neck,
gently, not harshly, and didn't squeeze my neck so much as lifted
my jaw a bit.

“What are you doing?” I demanded, feeling my
pulse starting to race.

“Taking a chance.”

And then he kissed me.

My hands had instinctively grabbed his wrist
– fuck it was big – but I hadn't yet decided what to do about it.
Like I said, he wasn't really squeezing. And now the kiss
completely distracted me. My heart started to pound and I was again
confused about how to react.

Normally when a guy kisses me uninvited I
give him a knee or something. But I wasn't sure I didn't want him
to kiss me. In fact, I kind of did! I was mainly worried about what
the ramifications would be afterward. And that's not really enough
to ram my knee into a guy's groin.

And it became very quickly obvious that Able
was a very good kisser. His lips were surprisingly soft and warm,
and just the right kind of moist. He kissed me firmly, confidently,
but not harshly. He didn't try to stick his tongue down my throat,
and his lips moved against mine just right.

At the same time, the way his hand held my
neck and the way his lips pressed me so my head was against the
wall, he kind of had me at his mercy. Well, as long as I didn't put
up a fight. And I didn't. I just stood there against the wall, my
heart pounding and pulse racing while he gave me a very, very long,
deep kiss.

It did something to me, that kiss. It didn't
exactly make my toes curl but it sent a rush of heat through my
body, followed by a kind of sexual electricity which crackled up
along my skin and made my nipples hard and tingly.

He drew back and drew me forward, his hand
still around my neck, squeezing a little more now, though it still
wasn't getting in the way of my breathing. He was still forcing my
head up so I didn't actually see his other hand come up and had no
idea what he intended until I felt the handcuff go around my right
wrist.

Then I was so startled I didn't react until
he'd already gotten the other cuff snapped around my left
wrist.

“Hey!” I gasped, jerking my lips away from
his.

He grinned and drew his lips back. He backed
up, and the hand around my throat tightened and forced me to
stumble forward a few steps.

“Able!”

He released my throat and instead gripped my
wrists, then lifted them above my head. I gasped, jerking my head
back to see him slip the short chain link between the two cuffs
over a hook. The hook had a snap closure that gave to pressure –
from the outside, and I jerked my wrists in something like
amazement as I looked up.

Then he was on me again. This time one hand
gripped my ponytail before he kissed me. This kiss was more
demanding, more passionate, and I gasped into his open mouth. I
gasped again as his right hand came up and cupped my breast,
squeezing it firmly. The hand slid down my body and undid my belt,
and I twisted my mouth away.

“W-wait!” I gasped.

“For what?”

He already had the belt undone, and popped
the clasp while I was trying to think of an answer. Then his big
hand pushed down the front of my low-riding trousers, right inside
my thong, and I felt a wild jolt of sensation and emotion as his
fingers slid up and down against the line of my sex.

“Able!”

He pulled his fingers out and then slid them
into my open mouth, startling and silencing me. The hand gripping
my ponytail jerked sharply.

“Lick,” he growled.

I almost instinctively licked his fingers, my
entire body now thrumming with energy. My mind was spinning, filled
with a sense of desperation indecision about what to do as well as
a wild, churning rush of heat, excitement, and anticipation.

He shoved his hand into my half-open trousers
again, into my thong, and they rode up and down against me, the
middle finger pressing in more firmly, sinking between the lips of
my sex. It found my clitoris and I closed my eyes, giving a
startled “Urk!” of sound as he leaned in to kiss me again.

His fingers moved skillfully, not too hard,
not too gentle. It was a big hand, though, and my pants, already
open, slid down my thighs. His fingers were rubbing against me in a
circular way even as he jerked back more sharply on my ponytail so
that I cried out.

I felt his jaws closing on my throat, and
heard a low growl from him. It was very animal-like, striking
something dark and instinctive deep within me. Then his middle
finger, thick, like him, slid down the line of my sex, between the
lips of my sex, penetrated me, and pushed up and in.

I felt another wild jolt at that, and then
another as he added a second finger. I moaned into his mouth as he
kissed harder. My mind swirled wildly again, not knowing how I
should be reacting. I mean, there is a... dance to sex. They do
this, you do that. You want to impress, after all. You're not just
laying there doing nothing.

But there wasn't anything I really could do
now as he worked his mouth in along the nape of my neck and chewed
lightly on my earlobe

Two big fingers were sliding in and out of
me, and I felt embarrassed at how wet I was. Then his thumb began
to work on my clitoris, and a wave of sensation threatened to roll
my mind. I felt heat rushing up my body and had a hard time keeping
my hips still.

And let's face it, this was insane! We were
in a freaking warehouse! But again, what was I supposed to do?

Well, I could say no, I suppose, but I didn't
really think of that.

My mind was flooding with heat, and I knew I
was approaching an orgasm in record time.

He drew back, releasing my hair and pulling
his fingers out of my pussy. He licked those fingers instead while
looking at me with animal hunger. Then he gripped the front of my
shirt and tore it open, sending buttons popping across the
floor.

“Hey!” I cried.

He slapped my face, not hard, but startling
me. Then he yanked my bra up over my breasts, bent his head, and
took the center of my left breast into his mouth.

I cried out as he bit into the soft flesh,
but another rush of heat spread through me as he started to suck,
as his tongue swept urgently across my stiff nipple. His hand
pushed into my thong again, forcing it downward, and his fingers
pushed up inside me as his thumb found my clitoris.

Fuck!

Oh wait, I said that aloud.

He was chewing on my breast in a way
that made it ache, but he was sucking on my nipple in a way that
made it throb and burn wildly.

He shifted his mouth to bite and chew and
suck on the other breast, and he forced a third finger up inside
me, stretching out the taut lips of my sex even wider.

He pulled his mouth off my breasts and raised
it. His hand came up around my neck again. This time it squeezed,
and my eyes bulged.

“Come for me, you hot little bitch,” he
growled.

He kissed me roughly, forcefully, his tongue
dipping into my mouth now as his fingers continued to pump in and
out of my pussy and stroke my clitoris. My mind was swimming in a
dark, bubbling flood of liquid heat, and threatening to go
under.

He released my neck and gripped my hair,
jerking my head back, bending to suck directly on my nipple, then
to suck it into his mouth, along with the surrounding flesh, his
teeth biting softly as he sucked. The rush of heat coming from my
breasts and pussy was overwhelming.

I came with an explosion of sensation, a
churning liquid flood of pleasure that suddenly spiked higher, much
higher, enough that I cried out helplessly. His hand released my
hair and slid around my neck again, squeezing, his mouth coming off
my breast, his eyes boring into mine, watching my face as I
came.

My head felt like it was going to explode
with the pressure as if he was keeping the orgasm from erupting
from the top of my skull or something. But the rest of my body was
also pulsing with the overload of sensation, and I felt my hips
bucking and jerking spastically.

His fingers were hooked up inside me, rubbing
hard against the back of my pussy as his thumb stroked against my
clitoris from the other side. The sensations were blindingly
powerful, and I felt as if I was reeling, the world spinning around
as my body trembled and shook.

It was a mind-blowing orgasm!

And as it faded, as my movements eased, he
finally released my neck – which was good, because I was becoming
light-headed. I gulped in air, coughing and moaning as he bent and
jerked my thong down, pulling my pants with it, and yanking them
right out from under me.

He jerked my legs roughly apart, which
brought pressure on the handcuffs against my wrists, making them
ache. But I barely noticed as he dropped to his knees in front of
me and ran his tongue up and down the line of my sex.

I was too dazed at first to care, gulping in
air and trying to clear my head. He pressed his big thumbs against
me and spread the lips of my sex apart, then thrust his tongue into
me – startlingly far into me, pumping it in and out and making it
twist and squirm around.

He slid it out and up and across my clitoris,
using short, fast, strong licks, always up, up, up, up, then
suddenly changed and started circling it. He pressed harder and
drove his lower lip up against the underside of his tongue to add
pressure, then started to rapidly sweep his tongue from side to
side.

My body was still thrumming with sexual heat,
and what he was doing was throwing oil on the fire. It wasn't just
the physical sensations, though. I was filled with a wild dark
sense of thrilling excitement just at … at how intense this was! I
mean, we were in a fucking warehouse and we hadn't even dated!

And I was handcuffed naked with him licking
my pussy!

Helpless! Completely at his mercy!

This was just so fucking hot!

My body was soon burning up with the
excitement gripping me, and the oral sex he was performing was
probably the best I'd ever had, which went on top of that
excitement! It drove me into a kind of feverish passion and arousal
like I could hardly ever remember feeling.

He stood up abruptly and then gripped my arm
and spun me around so that I stumbled, crying out as the handcuffs
restrained me.

Crack!

The feel of his hand on my bare butt was a
lot more stinging than when he'd slapped me before!

“Spread your legs.”

Crack!

“Now!”

I gasped, obeying, and he gripped my hips,
jerking my ass back against him. A moment later I heard his zipper
going down, then his pants dropped and his cock thrust out between
my thighs. I was kind of leaning forward, my head hanging, so I saw
it at once.

It was fucking thick!

That was the first thought on my mind. Then
he was holding it and guiding the head up against me, rubbing it up
and down along the line of my sex before focusing on my clit.

I moaned weakly, filled with heat and
disbelief. I felt him drawing it back and finding the angle,
pushing, stretching me, forcing his way up into the mouth of my
sex.

“Nice and tight,” he growled.

I shuddered as he pushed up into me. It
ached, at first, but only at first. Then the raw animal heat
flooded through me at the feel of him pushing up so deep into my
pussy. I was almost immediately on the edge of orgasm, and when he
gripped my thighs and started to thrust I came again.

If anything, it was even more powerful than
the first orgasm had been. There was a desperate passion and heat
gripping my mind as his thick cock drove up into me. My hips jerked
back frantically, impaling myself on him, regardless of the
ache.

And then he was in me all the way, his hips
slapping against my buttocks and the head of his cock punching the
front wall of my sex. It was incredible! I cried out dazedly, cried
out again and again as he thrust in and jerked me back and my hips
rolled wildly.

He was the perfect size. He was thick enough
to make me ache, and long enough to feel too long, but only just a
little. The aches only added to the fever gripping me as he thrust
into me hard and fast. My mind was rolled, spinning, and tumbling
under the flood of pleasure and excitement, drunk on it to the
point I cared about nothing else.

Fucking hell it was good!

I'd never had a fuck like this. I'd never
been this aroused. I'd never come this powerfully! It was all like
I had been thrown into a different world, one where I didn't know
the rules and had no ability to influence anything anyway. It was
that wild whitewater rafting trip without a paddle. And I didn't
care.

My brain was on autopilot, and all it cared
about was the pleasure and excitement. My body burned with heat and
felt as if sexual electricity was crackling back and forth across
the surface of my skin. The orgasm went on and on, draining me,
leaving me barely able to stand.

But the handcuffs forced me to. I shuddered,
panting, moaning, my chin down. My hips kept jerking, though, as
his hands pulled me back to meet his hard, powerful thrusts. The
feel of his big cock spearing up into my aching belly made me gasp
and grunt continually, even as his hips slapped against my
buttocks.

This... this was being fucked, I
thought dazedly. And there was something dark, exultant, and yet
masochistic about it. Because it turned me on to be hammered by
someone while I was helpless and handcuffed, to be used, or as the
romance novels would have it – ravished!

And all I could do was stand there and take
it.

My body shuddered to every blow of his hips,
my breasts wobbling, my nipples tingling. I could feel the head of
his cock punching into the back of my sex, again and again, making
me ache, could feel the tautness of my pussy lips around his shaft
as it slid in and out of me.

Heat flowed up my body again. It seeped into
my brain like a drug, like I was getting drunk. My mind began to
fuzz, and my attention span narrowed. I lost most of the ability to
think. All I could do was react as the heat, passion, and sheer
want filled my body.

I moaned and shuddered, groaning and gasping
at particularly deep thrusts, or when he rammed himself fully into
me and ground himself against my buttocks. I grunted and cried out,
the heat frying my mind as his hips beat a tattoo against my
buttocks

And then, as he cursed and intensified his
strokes as his orgasm arrived, I went over the edge for the third
time, my body trembling and shaking as if I was having a fit, my
muscles spasming and nerve endings crackling and popping as the
orgasm swept my mind into turmoil and confusion yet again.
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He slid out of me, leaving me swaying and
dazed, held in place by the handcuffs. He did his own clothes up,
then slapped my ass again.

Crack!

I cried out, jerking in place.

“Next time I'll do that beautiful ass of
yours too,” he said.

Real romantic, huh?

“T-Take the... handcuffs off,” I groaned.

“I like you like this.”

I turned my head, trying to summon a glare,
and then gasped as he took a picture with his phone.

“Hey! Fuck! Delete that!” I exclaimed.

“Concubines don't give orders, baby,” he said
with a smug grin.

“I'm not your concubine,” I said,
glaring.

“And they show more respect for their
masters.”

“And you're not my master. Take the handcuffs
off.”

“Say please master.”

“Fuck off,” I said, snorting, and
glowering.

He grinned and reached up above me. He
removed the link from the hook, lowering my arm, but he had hold of
my wrists and he used that hold to jerk me forward until I went
belly down across that... pipe frame thing.

“Able!” I exclaimed.

He pulled my wrists down to where the strap
was on the right side, and slipped it around my right wrist, then
yanked it tight.

“What the fuck are you doing!?” I
exclaimed.

“Taking off the cuffs.”

He unlocked the handcuffs, my left hand
firmly in his grip. Tugging on it was useless. He pulled my blouse,
jacket, and bra down over my head and shoulders, down my arms,
yanking my left arm out of the sleeve. Then he strapped my left
wrist down.

“Able! You undo me right now!” I cried.

I was... wary, anxious, but uncertain. And he
ignored me, strapping my ankles in place.

“Now let's see how this works,” he said.

I turned and looked behind me and saw him
rolling the machine forward.

“Don't you dare!” I said, but my voice was
faint, doubtful even to my ear.

I stared at my strapped-down wrist, and knew
that bent over like this, I was utterly nakedly displayed to him,
and completely helpless, as well!

I felt something pressing against my sex,
then pushing forward into me.

“Able!” I moaned.

It slid deep, and then he was humming to
himself as he searched the cupboard.

“Ah, this should be good.”

I twisted my head up and back, trying to see.
He had a weird kind of plastic or silicone tube in hand. It was
black, and... bulged. It was sort of a very thin dildo except it
had wide rounded parts like it had swelled out along the shaft.

He slipped that over the other pipe and then
spread my buttocks and pressed a suddenly very slippery finger
against my wrinkled anal opening. It slid in slowly, pumping in and
out.

“Able Moore! Y-You, unstrap me right now!” I
gulped.

This was insane! I was not at all sure I
wanted it or didn't. But I knew I had to put it on the record that
I wasn't agreeing otherwise... otherwise, he'd think I was a slut!
That was if he didn't already think that!

I felt the rounded tip of the thing pushing
into my ass even as he knelt beside me.

“What are you doing!?”

He ignored me. He had what looked like a
little egg-cup attached to a thin hose, and pressed it against the
center of my left breast. There was a sound, suction, and I
squealed as it suddenly sucked against the center of my breast and
held in place! He quickly moved to the other side of the frame and
attached a similar little suction cup to my other breast.

They both started sucking rhythmically as the
machine started to growl. The dildo in my pussy started to move in
and out. The thing in my ass moved slowly deeper, going slower.
Then he angled the third little pipe, then narrow one with the
ping-pong ball on the end up against the top of my sex.

It started to vibrate!

He moved around in front of me and undid my
ponytail. Then he combed his fingers through it and pulled it up
from the top of my head, twining it around and tying it somehow. I
gasped as he pulled, and my head was lifted up, my scalp
aching.

“What are you doing!?” I moaned.

He ignored me again. He was doing something
up there, but I couldn't tell what because I couldn't move my head.
I was looking forward. But as my body was angled sharply down that
meant my head was back. The pull on my scalp had my mouth open, my
skin taught.

He eased back, but my hair stayed up as if
tied in place.

“Perfect,” he said.

He took more pictures, and I found it hard to
even complain because if I tried to move my jaw my scalp ached.

The dildo inside me began to move faster. The
one in my ass worked its way slowly in and out. It was only halfway
into me, but was pumping in and out so one of the fat swollen parts
kept sliding in and out, in and out, in and out, producing a really
weird sensation!

The vibrator was moving from side to side,
kind of grinding against my clitoris with enough power to make me
jerk my hips to try to pull back. In response, Able found another
pair of straps on the back side of the frame and strapped my thighs
down just below my buttocks.

I'd already had three explosive orgasms. But
all of this, despite a sense of anxiety, indignation, and
uneasiness, was making my body thrum with sexual tension and power
once again.

I marveled at that. I had had little idea you
could have orgasms so close together, to begin with. I mean, yes I
had heard of that sort of thing, but not from anyone I knew. All my
previous orgasms had come from masturbating, and I'd stopped at
that point. Yet I'd had three, and my body was starting to burn
again!

The dildo pumped faster, and the one in my
ass pushed deeper. And Able moved around me taking pictures.

Then he dropped his pants and took his cock
in hand. It was semi-hard, but when he slid it into my open mouth
it hardened quickly.

There wasn't a lot I could do about it
without closing my lips, though he was so thick that he almost
filled my open mouth even with it held open. And he got thicker
even as I watched, my eyes crossing as I stared at the long shaft
with awe.

He pushed forward into my mouth, and then
straight down my throat.

It shocked me. I hadn't been expecting it,
though perhaps I should have. My body reacted instinctively, trying
to jerk back. But my head was already pulled up and back by
whatever was holding my hair. And my body was locked tightly in
place, strapped firmly so I couldn't even move below the waist.

My wrists pulled futilely against the straps,
but he just pushed remorselessly forward, his thick shaft sliding
all the way down my throat as I gurgled and choked and gagged.

“Swallow it, you hot slut.”

Swallow it!? How could I swallow something
that long and thick!?

Yet he wasn't giving me a choice.

The thing is, I had deep throated before. It
wasn't a new concept. But generally, I'd never taken something this
thick, and I hadn't prepared at all!

And suddenly I was staring at his groin, and
the final two inches or so of shaft as his big hands slid in to
grip my head from either side. Then he pushed forward, and those
last two inches disappeared so that my lips were wrapped around the
base of his shaft, pressed against his groin.

My head started to pound from lack of oxygen.
My chest started to burn. My throat was aching badly. My body
started to strain against the straps. But he just stood there,
buried in my throat.

Black dots danced before my eyes and my
vision began to swim. And finally, he pulled back, the long,
glistening shaft appearing before my eyes, inch after inch after
inch as my dazed mind marveled at how much of it there was.

I sucked in deep, ragged breaths of air.

He stood there, watching, letting me almost
catch my breath. Then he abruptly thrust himself into my open mouth
again, and deep into my throat.

It was a little better this time simply
because I knew I had done it before, which meant I could do it
again. Also, he didn't hold himself against me like before. He
buried himself in my throat, and then slid back out again, letting
me gulp in air.

He did that a dozen times, making me
light-headed, but getting me used to it, at least. That made the
alarm fade, and I began to be able to catch my breath better
between thrusts. But my mind locked into this strange animal sense,
where it thought of little or nothing but coping.

I didn't think of his name, or who he was, or
who I was. It was like the higher orders of my brain were shut
down, and all I was doing was focusing on that cock.

As I began to cope with it, though, the other
sensations swirling and churning inside me began to rise into my
awareness. The dildo fucking me was pumping now as fast and hard as
Able had. The thing in my ass had buried itself, then slid back
slowly, so that the round balls popped out of me one by one. Then
it pushed forward again.

More of my awareness returned, and with it, a
new, darker heat. My helplessness was undeniable now, and that kind
of flipped my mind into a sense of... surrender. I mean, all I
could do was lay there and take whatever was done. I couldn't stop
it or control it.

Surrender. I had nothing to do, could do
nothing. My eyes were a little glassy, and I was panting and
moaning as he moved behind me. He pulled back the vibrating ball
and his fingers rubbed me instead, hard and fast as I trembled and
shook. Then the ball was back, grinding against me.

He came around in front and pushed his thick
cock through my lips. It was now thick enough it made contact with
them, even with my jaw wide open. It slid along my tongue and deep
into my throat. Then it started to pump in and out.

I gurgled dazedly, staring at his groin, at
his shaft emerging and disappearing. My mind was overloaded and
struggling to function. There was too much stimulation, sensations,
and confusion. He pumped slowly in and out of my throat and mouth,
fucking me, then pulled back as I gulped in air.

He knelt but I couldn't see what he was doing
because I couldn't look down. I felt his hands on my breasts. I was
suddenly aware of my nipples. Those suction cups had been
rhythmically sucking on the center of my breasts for several
minutes now. And my nipples felt ready to explode.

He pulled the suction cups off, and then
caught my nipples his fingers. My nipples felt huge as he squeezed
and rolled them rapidly in his fingers. That produced a wild rush
of sensation like I'd never felt before. I trembled and shook and
whimpered as his fingers worked my throbbing, burning nipples.

And then... another orgasm hit me. But it
seemed to start in my breasts! My breasts felt as if they were
swelling and hardening and getting ready to explode! Instead, they
erupted in a huge burst of sensation, of raw pleasure that made me
cry out. And then the rest of my body joined in and erupted into
another enormously powerful orgasm.

It felt different than the others, as if part
of it was focused on my burning, swollen breasts. But like the
others, it went on and on as the dildo thrust deep into my pussy
and the other thing moved more swiftly now in and out of my ass,
and the vibrator buzzed at my clitoris.

I was going out of my fucking mind if you
want the truth.

Able reattached the suction cups to my
nipples, which stung as they sucked, then stood up and drove his
cock down my throat again, pumping faster now. He gripped my head
as he fucked me, his cock stroking steadily up and down my throat
tube until with a gasp, he buried it in my throat and held it in
place, grinding my face into his groin for long seconds.

He pulled out and did up his pants, then
moved behind me. He returned with a black ball in his hand and
worked that into my open mouth, then pulled a strap around behind
my head before leaving the room.

Leaving me alone.

The third... was it.. it three or.. .four?
Yes, four times. The fourth orgasm had faded, leaving me
semi-conscious, gasping for breath, and filled me with a dazed
sense of awe. I had come four times, four massive orgasms.

Mind blown!

As I began to calm down, though, I realized I
was still on this... thing, and the machine was still fucking me,
still buzzing against me, still sucking on my breasts. Where the
fuck was Able? My scalp hurt. My nipples ached. And what the fuck
was in my mouth?

I realized what it was after a bit and felt a
little jolt. It was one of those ball-gag things. Fuck! This was
all so impossible to believe! I'd had some dark fantasies but never
like this!

I was alone in a nearly empty stone room with
nothing but the sound of the machines and the steady pumping.

Then I heard footsteps behind me. I couldn't
turn my head, of course. I felt a hand on my ass, squeezing it,
caressing it, then sliding down between my legs.

“You know how fuckin' wet you are, baby?”
Able asked. “You're dripping wet, literally.”

I could feel the coolness of liquid on my
inner thigh, going down several inches, and felt a sense that this
should have embarrassed me. I could feel his fingers tracing the
lips of my sex where they gripped the dildo as it pumped in and
out.

He moved away, and I heard noises further
back.

“Ah,” he said.

I had no idea why.

The machine stopped, the dildos sliding back
out of me. He hummed to himself.

“Found a bigger cock for you, baby.”

I moaned around the ball-gag.

Then I felt something pushing against me
again, something dry and rounded. It pushed in harder and harder
and I ached as it slowly forced the lips of my sex apart and began
to drive into me. My opening ached more. This was thicker, whatever
it was.

It pushed into me, inch by inch, even as the
other one pushed into my ass again. I groaned around the ball-gag.
I felt it stretching me out everywhere as it drove in deeper.

Then it started to move in and out, in and
out, using longer and longer strokes. It stretched me out to
bursting, and I moaned at how thick it must be. The room flashed,
and then Able came around in front of me. He showed me his phone,
the picture he'd taken.

The thing looked immense as it stretched my
opening wide!

“You know that's what you need, Sage. A nice
big cock inside you.”

It pushed even deeper, and I gasped as I felt
something pressing against my thighs and buttocks. It felt like
leather, or faux-leather, over something padded, over something
hard. It was like he'd attached a foot wide piece of wood to the
base of the dildo and covered it in some padding, then leather. It
was maybe six inches high.

And every time the dildo buried itself in me,
that thing struck my buttocks as if... a guy was fucking me.
Psychologically, it just felt... right. And I felt my insides
starting to quiver and roil.

“I'm gonna leave you here all night. Keep
track of how many orgasms you have and let me know in the
morning.”

I felt my eyes widen and moaned around the
gag, and then he was gone. The lights went out, and I heard the
door close and then lock behind him.

The room was pitch black. I couldn't see
anything. It was... disorienting.

But the machine kept fucking me, and there
was nothing else I could do but take it. I went limp, grunting,
groaning, moaning as it continued, feeling that sense of surrender
again. Then as the heat rose hunger spread out and my mind began to
fill with that intoxicating sense of sexual hunger and passion once
more.

Another orgasm hammered my mind to pieces,
and then another followed only a few minutes later, and then
another a few minutes after that. It felt as if my brain was
melting, and was becoming little more than a mindless animal.

The light came back on. I hadn't heard the
door open. I was semi-conscious as the machine stopped. Able
unstrapped my wrists, ankles, and lefts, then he undid my hair and
my head fell. He lifted me off the frame, my breasts pulling
against the suction cups, then pulling away.

He lifted me up over his shoulder like a sack
of potatoes, then carried me out of the room and out of the
warehouse. He'd brought the car into the garage and closed the
door, and put me in the car. I groaned, sitting back, realizing I
was sweating heavily and wondered why I hadn't noticed before.

Somewhere along the way, he'd cuffed my hands
behind my back. I wondered why I hadn't noticed that either. I
looked down and saw that the center of my breasts was puffy, my
nipples even more puffed out still. They tingled.

“Fuuuuck,” I groaned into the gag.

Apparently, he understood. “Yes, that pretty
much describes it,” he agreed.

I glared at him and jerked my wrists against
the cuffs, then tried to push the ball out of my mouth with my
tongue. I made... sounds towards him, but all he did was reach
across and do up my seat-belt. While I squirmed back I felt
something under me – in me.

There was something in me. It wasn't the
thing which had been sodomizing me. It wasn't deep enough. It was
wide but sat just near the entrance of my butt. But there was
something on the outside, too, something attached to it. I decided
it had to be a butt-plug – something I'd never seen in real life
but certainly knew existed. Apparently, that warehouse room had a
lot of sex toys.

The garage door opened and he drove out into
the evening.

I squirmed in my seat, naked, turning to look
around us, then into the back seat for my clothes.

“I like you naked,” he said when I tried to
demand he remove the cuffs. “You have gorgeous tits. I mean, they
could have been sculpted. They're just the right size, just a tad
too big. They're round but perky for their size. I intend to spend
more time playing with them when we get back to my place.”

It was a pretty astonishing and casual claim,
and I glowered at him even if my ego did kind of like the
compliment.

“You have a nice, tight cunt, too.”

I glared even more.

“Probably feeling a little sore about now,
though,” he said, grinning briefly at me. “That's all right. When
we get home I'll kiss it and make it all better.”

I jerked my wrists out to the side, or tried
to, to kind of shake them at him. He ignored it.

“I don't need to keep you handcuffed, of
course. But I like the idea of you as my little sex slave. Too bad
there wasn't a collar there.”

I glowered at him again, though in truth I
felt a hot little thrum of excitement at his words. Still, I'd
already been pounded, both by him and the machine. I wasn't in the
mood for more sex just yet, despite how incredibly overpowering the
orgasms and passion had been.

It was impossible to just think of this
evening as just sex. It had been mind-blowing and shocking, and I
was still shocked by it. And being carried away naked, handcuffed,
gagged, and with a butt-plug inside me did not exactly allow my
mind pause to consider the ramifications.

I also hadn't done nearly a good enough job
of signaling my opposition, which put my dignity and pride in
danger. Despite being tired and sore, I was feeling at least a
little intrigued about what he intended to do next. But I needed to
do something to demonstrate – however falsely – that I was just not
agreeing to all this.

I know that's dishonest and hypocritical, but
my instincts were in play, and I just felt I needed to say no
somehow – just not strongly enough he actually listened, if you
know what I mean.

Then, too, there was something scaldingly hot
for me in the thought of being 'captured' and taken against my
will. Well, as long as it was by someone hot who I trusted...

The only thing I had free were my feet, so I
kind of slumped a bit, and got my left foot up, and used it to jab
at his thigh.

He fended it off easily. “Stop that or you'll
get a spanking,” he said. “You don't get any clothes to wear until
I say you can. I intend to make this evening one to remember for
the rest of your life.”

Did he actually think I wouldn't anyway? I
mean, was he under the illusion being fucked like he had, then kind
of bent over some weird bondage frame and fucked and sodomized by a
machine which was sucking on my nipples was something I could ever
forget?

“I've had a lot of women,” he said. “But
getting my hands on one as gorgeous as you, with a perfect body is
something I'm not going to just take for granted.”

Again, I felt a boost to my ego even as I
scowled at him.

“I intend to properly brainwash you before I
let you go.”

Brainwash me?

“I know that's a big challenge given we have
to be at work tomorrow. But I'm up for it. I intend to make sure
that you want more of what I've got.”

I already wanted more of what he had, though
I wasn't about to admit it to him.

It felt really weird riding around in a car
naked, without even being able to cover myself with my hands. It
made me nervous and self-conscious every time we passed a car or
even a pedestrian. It wasn't like we had tinted windows either.

I wondered where he lived, and just how he
intended to get me through the heavier traffic where there were
more street lights. That started to make me even more nervous, and
I jabbed at him with my foot again, glaring at him to get him to
take the gag out so I could talk.

He glared back, then pulled over to the side
of the road on a quiet street. He popped the trunk, got out of the
car, walked around to my side, and pulled me out of the door, then
marched me back to the trunk. I wriggled and twisted, but he easily
lifted me up and put me in the trunk then closed it.

Well, that at least solved the problem of my
being seen by someone as we drove through town.

I twisted around in the trunk, then pulled my
knees up and slowly, with some effort, worked my cuffed wrists down
over my buttocks. I pulled my legs in, slid my arms and hands down,
and then my hands were in front of me. Not that that put me ahead
by much.

This really did feel like I was being
kidnapped, though, in a strange, dark, heady sexual way. I cupped
my breast and felt the nipple. It had been going down, and now felt
much less puffy. I slid my fingers down and along the line of my
sex, then drew my knees in and pushed them further.

There was a round button-like thing pressed
against my back opening. When I tugged on it a little I could feel
the large plug inside me pulling against me. I gave a lot of
thought to pulling it out, but in the end, left it in place. It
wasn't uncomfortable, really, and it gave me this dark, flickering
thrill of being an abused 'prisoner'. Besides, it felt weirdly
right there.

One thing I was able to do was to get my
hands up behind my head now, undo the strap, and pull the ball-gag
out of my mouth. I worked my jaw around and considered, with grim
satisfaction, what I was going to say to him.

The car went down a slope, then pulled into a
garage, I could tell by how all the other sounds faded away. Then I
heard the sound of a big garage door closing. Where the fuck were
we, at his apartment? How was he going to get me up to his place
naked?
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The trunk lid opened. Able looked in and
frowned when he saw my hands were now cuffed in front of me and the
gag was out.

“I'll have to teach you to only do what your
master tells you to do,” he said.

“Have you gone psycho?” I demanded.

“You think it's crazy to want a gorgeous sex
slave?” he asked with a small smile.

“It's crazy to think you can just kidnap me
to make me one!”

“No, it would be crazy to think I could keep
you a sex slave by force. I need you to want to be my sex
slave.”

“Well, I don't!”

“But you will.”

He reached in and yanked me out of the trunk,
then shifted his grip to my hair and jerked back on it. I yelped
and my hands instinctively jerked up to grab at his wrist. At which
point he gripped my wrists and pulled them down behind me harder,
then wrapped my hair around them.

Now there were ways for me to get out of
this. I did have a black belt, after all. But they all involved a
level of violence I wasn't really ready to commit on him. I mean,
the sex had been fantastic. The kinky sex game was hot. And him
being an annoying, arrogant bossy guy didn't detract enough from
that I'd want to actually hurt him.

Besides, I was distracted.

“You brought me to work!” I exclaimed,
staring around at the familiar garage.

“That's where I always go to drop off the
agency's car,” he said.

“Where are my clothes?”

“You don't need clothes.”

And then he shoved the ball-gag back into my
mouth, holding my wrists with one hand while working the strap
together and buckling it.

Then, holding me by wrists and hair, he made
me walk across the concrete to the door. He pushed it open and led
me out into the small lobby, where he pushed the button for the
elevator. It came at once and he pushed me inside, ignoring my
attempts at resisting.

The doors closed and he pressed the button
for our floor. We're not a big agency, especially in New York. We
don't have a whole lot of people. And we're not important enough,
like the big ones, to have a fancy office in downtown
Manhattan.

We were in a small, ten-story building in
Brooklyn, on the Fifth Floor. Still, there was security, and I
jerked my head up insistently to the corner of the ceiling, glaring
at him.

“Yeah, I know there's a camera there,” he
said. “It's not monitored, though. And one of my first assignments
here was to set up the security. I've got a link into the program,
and can erase anything I want to.”

He pulled more sharply on my hair and I
gasped, my back arching more. He grinned and ran his other hand
over my breasts, squeezing them repeatedly.

“Be nice to me and I might even do it,” he
said.

We got off on the Fifth floor and he unlocked
the door and pulled me inside, then turned off the alarm.

It felt incredibly weird to be standing naked
on the rough industrial carpet of the office. I stared around
wildly, listening for the sound of anyone who might be working late
but heard nothing.

He pushed me down the corridor, past his
office (I had a cubicle) and then into what turned out to be an
infirmary. I hadn't been in here before. It seemed to be a
well-equipped examination room, complete with a padded examination
table.

Able lifted me up and dropped me on my butt
on the table, then pulled me back so I was lying flat along it. He
released my hair, but hung onto my wrists, pulling them over the
top of the table, then down. That, of course, dragged me along it
too.

He pulled my arms right down along the end of
the table so that my back was arched and my head hung over the edge
upside down. There was a strap tied down there, and he lifted it up
and wrapped it around the link between the cuffs, then tied it
tightly in place.

He straightened up and I felt my right ankle
gripped by his hand. He lifted it up and spread it wide to the
right, then put it onto some kind of padded brace. After a moment I
realized that he'd used the stirrups at the other side of the
table. Then I felt another leather strap going around my ankle to
hold it in place.

My left ankle was lifted up high and spread
out to the side too, then tied to the other stirrup.

Able was humming to himself again.

“Wait here a bit while I get a few things,”
he said.

Like I had a fucking choice!

My head was pounding from the blood settling
in it. It took some minutes before that began to fade as my body
equalized the pressure despite my semi-upside down position. All I
could see was the curtained window behind me, and the counter off
to the left.

This was insane! But it was... dark...
sexual... and very much played to my fantasies. Not to mention the
wild sexual circus I'd just been involved in back at that
warehouse. My body, if not my mind, felt a sense of anticipation,
and I knew my nipples were hard again.

Able returned, but I couldn't see him. At
least I assumed it was him! The door to the infirmary was on the
other side of the examination table.

I gasped as I felt something poured...
squirted... onto my stomach. It was quite warm, almost hot. Then I
felt his big hands on my stomach slowly spreading the liquid out.
Slowly. He was taking his time about it. His hands moved in a slow,
gentle, circular motion. And that oil was slippery as fuck!

It made his hands feel incredibly slick as
they caressed my skin, especially as they spread the oil up my
ribs, and then up my chest, and then began to smooth it over my
breasts.

Ohhhh boy did that feel good!

I stared up and could just see part of my
breasts as his fingers slid up along the tops. They kneaded my
breasts gently, and thoroughly. they rubbed and rolled my nipples
and areolas, again and again, plucking and gently rolling them,
pinching them a little, then rolling them again.

Given my nipples were still kind of sensitive
from that suction cup thing they responded to this by throbbing and
tingling wildly. His big hands slid downward again, down over my
belly, circling it, spreading more oil down onto my abdomen, and
then down over my pussy.

His fingers moved smoothly against me, there,
then slid down my thighs, up and down, both big hands circling my
legs.

Despite myself, I was starting to feel both
aroused and a sense of anticipation. Able massaged my thighs and my
legs, then slid his hands up to caress my pussy quite gently, his
finger sliding up and down between the lips of my sex. But then
they slid down my thigh again, massaging my leg. They wound up on
my foot, and gave me a very good foot massage, even though I didn't
want it. I wanted his fingers at my pussy again. I felt them slowly
sliding back up my leg, kneading my calf, then sliding up to
massage my thigh, and then at last at my pussy again.

His big finger slid between the lips of my
sex, not penetrating me, laying lengthwise between them, sliding up
and down, rubbing against my clitoris. His other hand slid up my
body and over my breasts, gently massaging them.

He didn't say a word during all of this, just
worked quietly massaging my body. It was a very relaxing and very
sexual massage at one and the same time. Again, he teased me, his
fingers sliding down my leg, and this time massaging my other foot
while I felt the urgency of need. Slowly, they slid back up again
and resumed rubbing my pussy.

He slid a finger into me this time, gently,
but his fingers were long and thick, and this one, just like he had
at the warehouse, rubbed and pressed against the front wall of my
pussy as he brought another finger, or maybe his thumb, down on my
clitoris.

He was a very good investigator. He had found
my G-spot in no time, and was making full use of it. His slick
finger felt hot and wonderful as it massaged me there. My breathing
began to get more ragged, and my chest rose and fell faster and
faster as my body began to wriggle, and my hips rolled up against
him.

The heat was growing so that I felt as if I
was glowing, and there was a powerful pressure inside me. Then the
one finger gently moving inside me became two, then three, which
stretched me wide and made me ache. They started to thrust into me
hard and fast, and my body reacted with a rush of heat.

My hips jerked and thrashed, rolling up
against him, except that he put a big hand on my abdomen to hold me
down. Then his thumb started stroking against my clitoris as the
three fingers of the other thrust into me hard and fast, twisting
and turning as they drove in and out.

It seemed it was possible for me to have
another orgasm. The pleasure exploded and flared wildly through my
body, flared on and on for ten seconds, twenty, thirty, as he kept
ramming his fingers into me. Every muscle in my body felt as though
it was spasming, as I trembled and shook, writhing and jerking
against the handcuffs and straps.

I jerked myself up so sharply, using the
leverage of my ankles in the stirrups, that my entire body, save
for my shoulders, rose off the table before he shoved me back down
again. The orgasm peaked then, and began to drain away, leaving me
gasping and still.

His hands slid out of me, came off me. He
reappeared on my side of the table, undid the strap holding the gag
in, and pulled it out. His cock came out, hard, long and thick, and
slid right into my open mouth and down my throat.

His hands came down on my breasts, kneading
and caressing them as he fucked my throat with casual strokes, not
gentle, but not rough, either, almost... calmly. Dazed, I stared at
his balls as his cock moved in my throat, still trembling from the
orgasm.

He pumped faster, and then faster, and I
gurgled weakly as his big shaft moved up and down in my throat.

He pulled free, thrusting the ball back into
my mouth, leaving me gasping, and disappeared. I felt his fingers
sliding over my body, then his cock pushed into me and began to use
my pussy the way he'd used my throat. Which was better because now
I could breathe.

I gasped and coughed a little, gulping in air
and moaning as he fucked me. His hands slid up to caress my breasts
again, then one came down, rubbing my clitoris as his cock thrust
into me. And somehow he made me come again. It wasn't as much a
monster, but it certainly had me twisting and writhing.

He came inside me, then unstrapped my ankles
and lowered them to the table. He appeared on my side and
unstrapped my wrists, then lifted me up so I was lying flat on the
table. I lay there for a long minute or two, then slowly, groaning,
sat up. By then the blood had equalized again so I wasn't too
dizzy, though I was a bit light-headed.

Able came back into the room and pulled me
off the table. I reached up to take the gag out but he jerked my
hands down, pulling me next door, to where there was a shower,
sink, and toilet. He had removed his jacket and shirt and was now
in a T-shirt as he turned on the water in the small shower, set the
temperature, and then pushed me into it.

I glared at him, wanting to do it myself, but
he pushed my head under the water and held it there until my hair
was soaked. Then he picked up the soap and insisted on spreading it
over my body. There was shampoo there, and he shampooed my hair,
too, before rinsing me off.

I was somewhat baffled by this because he was
doing all this quite casually and almost clinically as if he were
washing a dog or something. When I was rinsed off he turned the
water off, then wrung my hair out before pulling me out of the
shower and toweling me dry.

Having someone else washing me and then
drying me was very strange, especially a man, especially a man I
didn't really know all that well. I mean, I guess you could call us
lovers, but only for a few hours, and before then we'd just been
colleagues.

He brushed out my hair and used a hairdryer
to dry it, ignoring my gestures and attempts to take the hairdryer
myself. He slapped my ass, in fact, when I tried to take it the
second time.

“Bad slave,” he said.

Which was silly, and that had stung. I
glowered at him in the mirror.

I felt it was time to show some resistance
again, just to demonstrate that I could. So I kind of gently kicked
his leg with my bare foot. He turned off the hairdryer and bent me
across the counter.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

His hand came down against my buttocks hard
and fast with sharp, stinging blows that made me squeal and twist
helplessly in his grasp. They freaking stung! And the more slaps he
delivered the hotter my bottom became.

He yanked me up and shoved me back against
the rear wall, his big hand almost completely encircling my throat.
I grabbed at it instinctively and he shook his head.

“Put your hands up against the wall above
your head,” he ordered, his voice a growl. “Do it!”

He tightened his fingers so I couldn't
breathe and my eyes bulged, and I obeyed. He looked at me for long
seconds, then eased his grip.

“Sex slaves obey their masters,” he said
softly. “Sex slaves do as they're told.

I began to feel a quaver of uncertainty about
whether he understood this was just a game or not.

“Slide your hands up higher on the wall.”

I gulped and did so.

“Arch your back.”

I flushed but obeyed and his grip on my neck
eased further.

“Who's in charge here?” he demanded.

He tightened his grip when I didn't
respond.

“Who is in charge here?” he said in a harder
tone.

“You!” I moaned around the gag.

He eased his grip.

“Again. Who?”

“You.”

He released my neck, his hand sliding down to
squeeze my breast instead.

“Don't forget it, slave girl. You're my
bitch, remember? Remember my telling you that? Say yes sir.”

“Yeth, thir,” I said awkwardly around the
gag.

He reached behind me and undid the strap,
then pulled the gag out.

“Tell me you're my bitch,” he said
softly.

Oh wow, I thought.

“Say it,” he said

“I'm your bith.”

He slapped my face lightly.

“Sir,” he said softly. “Again. Say it.”

“I'm your bith, Thir!” I gasped.

His big hand slid down my body and pushed
between my thighs, then squeezed my pussy.

“Again.”

“I-I'm your bith, Thir!”

He bent and took the center of my left breast
into his mouth, sucking and chewing, then straightened.

“Put your hands on your head, slave
girl.”

I blinked but lowered my hands to my
head.

“Keep your back arched. Now move.”

He gripped my arm and jerked me away from the
wall and towards the hall door. I padded up the hall until he
directed me into the big board room, with its long, glossy brown
table.

“Climb up on the table,” he said.

Confused, I obeyed.

“Turn around, kneel. Sit on your heels.
Spread your legs wide. Wider.”

He put his hands on my thighs, forcing my
legs so wide the tendons in my inner thighs stretched and strained
and ached.

“Hands behind your head. Back arched. Show me
the goods, Slave girl.”

I flushed but obeyed.

“Don't move.”

He left the room, and I wondered to myself
what the fuck I was doing. I thought I should take the gag out of
my mouth, tell him it had been a wild time but this was getting too
weird, and demand he take the handcuffs off. He would, as long as I
convinced him I meant it.

I was not, as I think I've mentioned, someone
who is used to showing off my body. I do have pride in my
appearance and in my body. I work hard to keep it fit. And I admit
that nature and DNA have been kind to me. Maybe it was the tomboy
in me, but I always thought it was kind of... demeaning to walk
around with my tits sticking out in some kind of low cut
blouse.

And yet here I was kneeling on a table with
my legs spread, naked. Because Able had told me to. I was half
decided to get down when he returned. He had a couple of small cups
in his hand, like the disposable ones you find in the kitchen
cupboard.

He set them down on the table in front of me
and I saw that one had ice in it, the other water.

He pulled out the chair and sat down. That
put his face at just about the same height as my pussy, and I
flushed as he examined it. He reached out and let his fingers play
along the line of my sex, rubbing lightly near the top.

“You have a nice, neat, tight little pussy,”
he said.

He took something out of his jacket pocket I
hadn't noticed. It was a dildo. A big one, with a suction cup on
the bottom, and what looked like balls.

“Rise up, Slave girl.”

I obeyed, looking down warily.

“Head back, tits out.”

I ignored the order this time, staring at the
dildo as he guided the head against me.

“Now sink that hot, buttery pussy down on
this big cock.”

I was hot and still wet, and I couldn't
repress a flood of excitement as I felt the thing pushing up into
me, as the mouth of my sex spread open before it and stretched
wide. The dildo pushed up inside me, inch by inch as Able put his
big hands on my thighs and pulled me down.

I moaned as the head drove up deep, trying to
resist, to hesitate, but Able pulled me down remorselessly,
ignoring my discomfort until I was impaled on the thing. I felt an
ache deep inside, as if the head was jammed against my cervix or
something.

He did something with the base, and the
'balls' started to vibrate. They were pressed right up against the
top of my sex just then, so that had an immediate effect. I tried
to jerk back but those big hands held me pinned down.

Then he leaned in and started to lick me
there.

The dildo had stretched out the lips of my
sex. The rounded 'balls' were buzzing as they pressed against my
clitoris from underneath. Now his tongue started to lick me,
sweeping from side to side in a way that was impossible to
ignore.

He pulled back and leaned over, and to my
astonishment, dipped his tongue into the water. He came back and
started licking again, and I immediately felt that his tongue was
warmer, as if the cup had hot water. How weird!

His big hands slid under my thighs now and
lifted, raising me a few inches, then pulled down, sinking me back
down all the way. His tongue followed me up and down, and I moaned
as he repeated it. I rose up and down, up and down, in short
strokes, his tongue swirled and sweeping across my clitoris, then
the vibrator buzzing against it.

This was fucking crazy but my body was
heating up – again!

He sank me down on the vibrator, then picked
up a piece of ice and put it into his mouth. He let his thumb
stroke across my clit, his other hand rising up to roughly squeeze
my breast. Then he leaned in and started to lick my clitoris.

His tongue was extremely cold. And the ice
was still in there.

I squealed and tried to pull back, but of
course, his hands had clamped down on my thighs before he started
licking. The feel of his icy tongue on my clitoris was NOT
conducive to turning me on! Quite the opposite. But he kept licking
me there, letting the cube come out to rub directly against my
clitoris.

He spit out the cube and then filled his
mouth with the hot water, one hand on my thigh to keep me down. He
seemed to swish it around in his mouth. I didn't think he was
actually drinking it. Then he put the cup down, the water still in
it, bent, and started to lick me again.

Now his tongue was warm again, hot, and it
felt deliciously soothing on my now super-sensitive clitoris. I
moaned as it swept from side to side. Then he began to raise me up
and down on the dildo again, his tongue and lips following.

He got his lips pursed together around my
clitoris and sucked rhythmically, and my clitoris felt as if it was
swelling and ready to burst! Then he forced me back down on the
dildo and licked harder still, and I felt my bones starting to get
rubbery, my muscles starting to spasm.

That dark, feverish hunger began to seep into
my skull again, drowning my consciousness in passion, hunger, and a
reckless need.

And then he drew back, sitting, almost
lounging in his chair, his arms folded across his chest.

“Ride that cock, Slave girl,” he growled.
“Ride it hard.”

I moaned, feeling degraded, and yet somehow
delighting in it, getting turned on by how wicked and nasty this
was as I rode the dildo, using longer and longer strokes as he sat
there and watched me.

“Every time we have a meeting here now I'm
going to imagine you sitting there, fucking yourself on that big
cock,” he said. “And so will you.”

I grunted and gasped and moaned, riding the
cock with wild abandon, fucking myself on it, just as he said, my
pussy squeezing down around it as I rode up and down along nearly
its full length. I jammed myself down onto it, grinding myself
against that vibrator.

“Reach down and rub your hot little clitoris,
Slave girl,” he said.

I did so, instantly, and then the orgasm
swept through me and I cried out, louder and louder, feeling
somehow uninhibited because of the gag. I rode the dildo and
feverishly rubbed my clitoris while he sat there and watched and …
smirked.

My head rolled back, and I shuddered and
moaned, my pussy plunging down onto the dildo again and again until
I impaled myself, then reached down and rubbed my clitoris down
against the vibrator.

Another orgasm tore through me!
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The board room had a stereo. Because on
occasions it was used for entertaining. Able turned it on, and
found a station with an appropriate song.

“Dance.”

I stared at him in confusion, then
disbelief.

He'd pulled me off the table, fondled me some
more, and then put me on my feet. Now he was sitting back in the
chair, lounging back in the chair.

“Dance, bitch.”

I glowered at him.

“You're my bitch, remember. You said so. Now
dance for me. You know what I want, stripper girl.”

This was so fucking freaky! I was naked
standing on the floor, on the industrial carpeting, in the board
room where we met every week to review assignments and issues. And
I was still gagged and cuffed.

Able took his belt out of his trouser loops
and doubled it in his hand.

“This is gonna make your ass a nice, cherry
red if you don't obey your master.”

He was taking this shit too seriously! But
the threat made me nervous. So I reluctantly began to roll my hips
in time to the music.

“You better be better than that, bitch.”

I scowled at him, then decided to dance for
real. To dance the way some stripper would in front of him since
that was obviously what he wanted. The handcuffs limited my arm
movements somewhat, but the rest of my body could roll and swing
and undulate, my feet shifting on the floor.

I brought my hands up above my head since I
couldn't do anything else with them that might be considered sexy.
And I... danced in front of him, danced naked in front of my
partner, and, well, kind of my boss.

“Give me a lap dance, bitch.”

He was obviously using that word for effect,
so I decided not to give him the satisfaction of reacting to it. It
did cause a weird reaction inside me, though, a kind of mental
flinch.

I moved forward, straddling him and the
chair, sinking down. I put my cuffed hands over his head and down
behind neck, and ground myself against him, rolling my hips,
sliding my breasts up and down against his face.

He undid his pants, unzipped them, and pulled
his cock out. It was hard again, sticking up along my abdomen.

“Take it in your hands, and then ride
it.”

I drew my hands back, took his cock in it –
the first time I'd touched it, and stroked up and down along the
thick shaft, starting to feel a warmth inside me again. I rose,
rubbing the head against my clit, then sank down on it and began to
ride him.

His hand came up around my throat again,
squeezing lightly.

“Ride that cock, bitch slave.”

I moaned and obeyed.

He bent and started sucking and chewing at my
breasts and nipples, kneading my breasts.

“Rub your clit, bitch slave.”

Fuck!

I obeyed, though, moaning as I rode up and
down. My thighs started to ache but I didn't care. I was getting
aroused again. Or maybe I'd never stopped.

My face was feeling flushed, and the flush
was spreading down my chest as I rode him, as he bit into my
breasts, as he kept calling me his bitch slave. All this sick,
kinky sex was driving me out of my mind!

Suddenly he reached down and took my buttocks
in his hands, then slid forward off the chair and onto the floor.
He set me down on the floor, then flipped me over as if I were
weightless.

“Raise that beautiful ass in the air, bitch
slave.”

He helped by yanking my hips up.

Crack! He slapped my ass
stingingly.

“Spread your legs, bitch.”

Moaning, trembling, I obeyed.

He gripped my hair and jerked back sharply,
painfully, then forced me down hard against the floor, my breasts
pillowed out against the rough carpet, my hands cuffed and
stretched out before me.

He thrust into me and began to ride me hard
and fast. It was a rough, even savage fuck, with his hips hammering
against my buttocks.

He halted, buried in me as I trembled and
panted for breath, then I felt his fingers at the plug. I moaned as
he pulled it free. A moment later his cock came out of my pussy and
sank into my ass. It pushed about halfway in before my sphincter
clamped down. Then he slapped my bottom sharply, repeatedly,
startling my body, I guess, into letting him drive his big cock
deeper.

All the way.

I moaned at a new feeling of fullness, of
cramps.

“Nothing shows a bitch who's in charge by
putting her face down on the floor and ramming your cock up her ass
to the balls,” he said.

Crack!

“Isn't that true, bitch?”

Crack!

I gasped as he jerked on my hair.

“You know it is.”

Crack!

“Bitch.”

Crack!

He ground himself against me, and I felt his
big cock shifting deep in my abdomen. He drew back and began to
stroke, pumping in and out, getting faster, and using longer
strokes.

Crack!

“Hot little bitch slave.”

Crack!

“You've got a tight little ass here.”

Crack!

“Obviously not been used much.”

He released my hair and slapped the back of
my head. His hands gripped my hips, jerking me back to meet his
strokes, then he leaned over me, way over, so that his breath was
behind my ear.

“You're going to be my fuck toy, baby,” he
growled.

His long arm pushed down under me, his hand
finding my clitoris and rubbing it.

“And I intend to play with you every day,” he
added.

His left hand came around my throat and I
gasped as it squeezed. His hips pounded against my buttocks, his
big cock spearing deep into my belly with every stroke. His fingers
rubbed my clitoris as he began to chew on the nape of my neck.

And I came – again!

*

After that, it seemed even Able had satisfied
himself for the day. I had a spare outfit in my cubicle, so I
dressed and he drove me home.

“I think you should get some new clothes,” he
said, “Sexier ones.”

“I'm sure Smith will approve of that,” I
said, referring to the agent in charge.

“Fuck him.”

He grinned. “Maybe I'll have you fuck him.
That should calm him down some.”

I rolled my eyes at him warily. I had no idea
what he might do. Today, this evening had been the longest and most
intense sexual experience of my life by a very long ways. I'd never
even imagined anything like it, and I no longer had any idea where
I stood with him.

Other than as his bitch slave, which was
pretty fucking weird an idea.

“Don't you have any miniskirts? You have long
legs. I bet you'd look fantastic in minis.”

“No.”

“No?” he asked, eyeing me.

“No, sir?”

“Better remember that or you'll get my belt
across your pretty little ass. You probably will anyway, just for
fun.”

“I don't think that would be fun.”

“It only matters if I enjoy it. You're just
the bitch slave, remember.”

He dropped me off at my place.

“Remember, wear that butt-plug tomorrow. I
want your ass available to me at any time.”

I wasn't going to argue. I needed some alone
time to try and put all this wild, insane sex into some kind of
context.

I went inside, up to my apartment, and
stripped naked.

There were bite marks on the nape of my neck,
near the shoulder. There were bite marks on my breasts. I looked
like someone who'd had her brains fucked out, and I had.

I took another shower, trying to figure out
how I'd let Able turn me into his bitch for hours on end. Why had I
been so aroused? How had he made me have so many orgasms?

Then I remembered the pictures he'd taken,
gasping, thinking about him showing them to someone else. Then I
remembered the video cameras which would have recorded me in the
elevator, and probably the hall. I hurriedly found my phone and
texted him about them.

“Relax, bitch. I've already taken care of
it,” he texted back.

That was a relief, at least.

“You are going to delete those pictures you
took of me, aren't you?” I asked.

“Fuck no. I'm gonna print them up and put
them on the bulletin board at work.”

I bit my lower lip. Asshole!

“I can bite your cock off,” I said.

“You love it too much,” he replied.

Fuck! What was I supposed to do about all
this?! I simply had no idea. It had been mind-blowing,
mind-altering. Those orgasms and the stuff he'd done to me had left
me kind of shell-shocked. That fucking machine, for example, was
unbelievable! I was sore inside from all the pounding I'd gotten
from both it and him.

Even my scalp hurt from him pulling on my
hair, not to mention tying it above me when I was on the machine.
God! What a kinky, perverted bastard he was.

*

I walked to the subway and took it to work
the next day, wary and uncertain about what a day with Able was
going to be like now. What would the pervert want from me? A blow
job? Fucking? In the car somewhere? Maybe he'd try to fuck me right
there at the office. During the day. In front of everyone!

I imagined myself naked on the board room
table again, riding that cock, up and down, moaning and gasping in
pleasure. Only now the chairs around the table were filled. The men
watched me with lust in their eyes, licking their lips, yelling at
me, urging me on. The women glowered at me, calling me a slut and a
whore.

Well, I couldn't really blame them. I sure as
shit had acted like a slut with Able. Man, he was pervy. That
'slave bitch' stuff was outrageous! It was wicked and hot, though.
And despite my many misgivings, I felt a dark little bubbling heat
at the idea of doing more.

I got to the office, used my swipe card to
let myself in, nodded at the uniformed guard, and then took the
elevator upstairs. I was dressed much as I had been yesterday, in
trousers, a button-down shirt, and a light jacket. The jacket was
mainly to hide the gun on my belt.

Apparently, Able was tied up with interviews
related to him shooting that guy the other day. I slid into my
cubicle, sat down, turned on the computer, and checked my email.
Then I considered the cases we were working on and did some
database checks to see what if anything had happened since
yesterday.

I was a little nervous when I walked past the
board room. The door was open and there were some people seated
around it. I felt a bit weird knowing I'd been on that table riding
up and down on a dildo as Able licked my pussy just about twelve
hours earlier.

I got my coffee and went back to my desk, and
reviewed a report on Chinese hacking of American industries, and
recommended software fixes and precautions. Then I checked a list
of companies who did confidential or secret work with the Defense
Department to see which ones in our district had been prioritized
for checks.

I could do that myself if Able was going to
be busy all day. Though I really should ask him, first. I send him
a text, figuring that whatever was going on he'd likely check his
phone from time to time. I didn't get a reply so I skimmed through
more reports, then got out the information we had on Al Hassan and
tried to decide what direction to take next.

I got a list of the people at the National
Guard unit where Foster was assigned, then picked out the
Muslim/Arabic sounding names to do more checks on. Yes, I was kind
of shooting in the dark, but you have to start somewhere.

Dhul Fiqar Abdallah which stood out. Checking
his background showed he had changed his name two years earlier,
from Kahlil Washington. That was interesting. He was apparently
another Muslim convert, and in my experience, they tended to be the
most devoted. I mean, especially American men who converted,
because you were foregoing a lot of stuff you were used to.

The people who did it tended to be those who
had been looking for meaning in their lives. Now that they found
it, or thought they had, they had a tendency towards zealotry.
Going to all the trouble of changing your name legally was a bit
unusual. That was especially so given he already had an Arabic
first name. Why change that?

In Arabic, the meaning of his name was
'friend'. His old name, that is. The meaning of his new name was
quite a bit different. Abdallah meant 'servant of Allah', and,
googling it, I found that Dhul Fiqar was apparently the name of the
Prophet Muhammad's sword. Okay, so this didn't sound like a guy who
was very casual about his religion.

There hadn't been much of an investigation to
him by the Guard. He'd applied, they checked for a criminal record,
then accepted him. He wasn't a Muslim then. And spare me your
liberal indignation at the idea someone doing a background check
might put a little extra effort into Muslims. The world is as it
is.

I put in a request for a background check,
especially for friends, acquaintances, and travel, just as Able
showed up.

“Let's go,” he said.

I got up, feeling a little rush of something
that tightened my chest, grabbed my jacket, and followed him to the
elevator.

“Where are we going?”

“The forensics guys are at the warehouse.
They've found evidence explosives were stored there recently.”

“What kind?”

“Dynamite.”

“Could be worse.”

“If I stuffed one up your tight little ass
and lit it, you wouldn't think that,” he said, softening his
voice.

I flushed and looked around, then glowered at
him.

“I hope you've got that butt-plug in like I
ordered you,” he added.

“You aren't my boss,” I said in
annoyance.

The elevator opened and we got in. There were
people in it so we didn't say anything. We got off at the basement
and headed for the car.

“We're going to go see an acquaintance of
Salib.”

“Is Salib still alive?”

“Yeah, but we can't interview him yet. This
acquaintance used to work at the warehouse.”

“Speaking of acquaintances,” I said.

I told him about Foster's friend at the
national guard and he grunted. “We'll have to get you into a bikini
so you can interview him.”

“I think I can do it in what I'm wearing,” I
huffed.

“Nobody cares what a bitch slave thinks.”

“Look, you can call me that when we're doing
some kind of wild, kinky sex stuff, but not the rest of the –
.”

He reached out and grabbed me by the throat,
pushing me against the car.

“Hands behind your head,” he growled.

I gasped, then after a second's hesitation,
let go of his wrists and put my hands behind my head.

“Every waking second in my presence should be
considered some wild, kinky sex stuff,” he said, leaning in close
to me. “Don't think a single day will ever go by where I'm not
pounding your tight pussy.”

“A-And what if I say no?” I gasped.

He smirked. “You won't.”

His hand loosened, then slid down my body,
giving my breast a good, solid squeeze.

“You're wearing too much clothing,” he said,
as he looked down at my body. “Good thing I got you something else
to wear.”

“You... what?”

He smirked and released me.

“Get in the car, bitch-slave.”

I pursed my lips, then walked around and got
into the passenger side as he started the engine. He pulled out of
the garage, turned onto the street, and accelerated.

“Arab men, as a rule, don't respect women,”
he said.

“And you do?” I snorted.

“Don't get snotty. Salib's friend is another
Arab, from Yemen, as it happens. If you can put on a proper act as
a dumb, western airhead of a bimbo, he might well give something
away.”

He turned his head and looked me up and down
briefly. “Especially if he's distracted.”

I rolled my eyes. “How many buttons am I
supposed to undo this time?”

“Sir,” he said, giving me a flat look.

I scowled and rolled my eyes to show him what
I thought of that.

“Sir,” I said in a tolerant voice.

“Every time you forget to say sir you'll get
a slap on the ass. If you're sitting down I'll save them up until
later.”

I looked at him doubtfully. Was he
kidding?

We turned off onto a residential street of
old brownstones. Unlike the ones in Harlem, these didn't look like
they'd been neglected. And the cars parked in front of them were a
lot more expensive and a lot newer.

The car slid to a stop at the curb and he got
out, cocking a finger at me. I got out and followed him up the
stairs to the door. There, to my surprise, he unlocked it and
walked inside. I followed and found, not a place divided into
multiple apartments, but a single house.

There was wainscotting along the walls,
painted gray. The wall above was white. It was a clean look. The
floor was dark wood. The living room had a blue rug with a dark
gray sofa and chairs, and an enormous flat-screen on the wall.
There were a couple of bags on the sofa, and Able picked one
up.

“Take off your clothes,” he said.

I stared at him in surprise. I hadn't been
expecting this, especially not so casually. And I was also puzzling
over where we were.

“Don't tell me this is your place?” I
asked.

He raised his eyebrows.

“You think I live in a slum or
something?”

“But this... place must be worth a couple of
million?”

“And?”

“You're a public servant. You make more than
me but – .”

“What I make or have isn't your business,
Bitch-slave. I told you to get naked. Do it now.”

I glared at him, arms folded across my chest,
but in addition to a sudden flurry of heat, I was also feeling
anxious about challenging him. Besides, it wasn't like he hadn't
spent hours with me, touching, licking, biting, and looking at
every inch of my body.

I shrugged and unbuttoned the blouse, then
shrugged it and the jacket off. I felt my chest getting tighter as
I did, my lower belly starting to thrum with energy. I undid my
pants, toed off my shoes, and then slid the pants down and off,
folding them and putting them on the back of the sofa.

I flushed as I undid my bra, and then stared
at the thing he'd just pulled out of the bag.

“What the fuck is that?”

It was black leather but had these wide white
strips along the front – or was that the back?

He opened it and pressed it against my
middle. It was a corset! A leather corset!

“Are you kidding!?”

It didn't even have cups. It had had a kind
of semi-rigid shelf kind of thing which pushed up against the
underside of my breasts, but it left them bare. The thing tied
together behind me, and as I stood there, bemused, and a little
aroused, he went behind me and began to tighten it.

“Uhgh!” I gasped “That's too tight!”

“Bitch slaves don't get an opinion.”

“It's... uh, not an opinion! Able!”

“Wait until I'm done.”

He was tightening the ties in back to draw
the corset in very tight around my waist.

Very tight!

I couldn't even breathe! Well, okay, I could
breathe, but not heavily, that's for sure! It was squeezing in
around my middle so much it felt as it was trying to squeeze my
internal organs down and out through my pussy!

He jerked my thong down, and then pulled my
shirt off the sofa and had me put it on. I did, and he examined it
as I buttoned it up the front. The way the corset had squeezed in
around my middle made the shirt loose there, but the way it
squeezed my breasts up and together made them kind of strain
against the shirt. He undid a button, then another, which bared
about a third of my breasts.

Then he took out another leather object. It
turned out to be a skirt. A miniskirt.

“You're kidding, right?”

It suddenly dawned on me he expected me to
wear this out of here.

The skirt was a wraparound. He wrapped it
around me and zipped it up the side. It sat low on my hips and was
definitely the shortest skirt I'd ever worn.

“I can't go out in this! And you think I'm
doing this without underwear!?”

The last bag had a pair of shoes. No, boots.
They were stilettos, of course, with what looked like four-inch
heels, and came up to about six inches above my knees.

He took out what looked like a pair of
leather bracelets and slipped one around my wrist. I looked at it
doubtfully. It had a small ring on the side, and I licked my lips,
feeling my pulse rate kick higher. Maybe he was just dressing me up
for kinky sex here.

He put the other one on and I examined them.
They were certainly restraints of some kind. The leather choker he
drew out wasn't, but it certainly reminded me of a collar. He drew
it around my neck and buckled it in back, then stepped back.

“You look hot,” he said.

“I looked hot when I came in here,” I
grumbled.

“With Arabs, you got to be obvious.”

“I am not going outside like this.”
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Able turned me to face the back of the sofa,
jerked my wrists back, and somehow locked the restraints together,
then bent me over the sofa and peeled the skirt up in back. A
moment later I felt his mouth on my pussy.

Fuck, he was good!

It didn't take long for my objections to
begin to fade away, along with my mind, as his tongue lapped
energetically at my clitoris. He alternated directions, and
alternated that with sucking rhythmically on my clit. He had me
flushed, flustered, and breathing heavily in very little time.

Then he stopped. I didn't even know he'd
stood up or was doing anything else until the belt came down across
my ass.

Crack!

“Ahh!” I cried, shocked by the sudden
stinging pain.

“You have to learn to obey your master,
little bitch.”

Crack!

“Ow! Fuck!”

Crack!

“Ow! Able! Quit it!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Sir!” he shouted, overriding my cries. “Say
it, bitch!”

Crack!

“Sir!” I cried.

Crack!

“Again!”

“Sir!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“And what are you?”

“Ow! Ow! Ow! Fuck!

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Please, sir!” I cried as my bottom began
to burn.

“What are you?”

“I'm... I'm a sex slave!” I cried.

He jerked me upright by the hair and turned
me around to face him, glaring, his hand shifting to my throat,
bringing me up to within an inch of his.

“Say it again, bitch.”

“I'm... I'm a sex slave!” I gasped,
moaning.

His hand thrust between my thighs, rubbing me
expertly.

“Again... slut.”

I shuddered. “I'm a sex slave, sir!” I
moaned.

“Are you my bitch?”

“Yes... sir!” I gasped.

“Say it!”

“I'm your bitch, sir!”

“That means you obey. You got that,
bitch-slave?”

“Y-Yes, sir!” I gasped, finding it hard to
breathe around his hand.

He spun me around and bent me over the back
of the sofa again, jerking my thighs apart as he dropped to his
knees. Then his tongue was on me again. My ass ached and burned,
but his tongue quickly roused the heat there to very distracting
levels. Then two big fingers pushed into me and started to pump in
and out.

I felt my brain melting, and groaned
helplessly as he sucked and licked at me, as his fingers pumped in
and out, turning and twisting.

Then he abruptly jerked me upright again by
the hair. I cried out again and stumbled as he spun me around. He
slapped my face and I almost fell back across the sofa.

“Obey!” he growled, finger in my face. “You
understand?”

He gripped my arm and pulled me to the
door.

I stumbled along, kind of bewildered and
dazed. Fuck, he was either a good actor or he actually thought I
was his fucking sex slave! Which was crazy! Was he crazy!?

He undid the restraints, and tugged my sleeves down over them, then
pushed me out the door and followed, locking them behind him.

He sat me in the passenger seat, then went
around and got in the other side and started the car.

I looked down at myself. The skirt was, of
course, even shorter when seated. Without my hands in my lap,
someone walking past would be able to see my pussy even with my
legs closed. My breasts were very... visible, the glowing ivory
half-circles pushing out against the front of the half-open
shirt.

Meanwhile, I was still aroused. I had been
near orgasm when he'd yanked me up that second time and slapped me.
I looked at him warily as he drove, wondering how crazy he might
be.

“Spread your legs.”

I blinked at him, startled. Then he turned to
glare at me and I hastily spread my legs apart. My pussy was
certainly visible now.

He dropped his right hand down between my
thighs and his fingers found my clitoris. I glowered at him
sulkily, but warily, and tried to ignore what his fingers were
doing. I couldn't. He was very skillful, and I was aroused already,
and my breathing soon got heavier and more ragged.

Which was hard in this fucking corset! I was
getting light-headed trying to breathe so hard!

He pulled his hand away, slid his fingers
into my mouth and made me lick and suck them clean, then he wiped
them on my shirt, and returned his full attention to driving.

What the fuck!? What an asshole!

“What do you call me?” he asked.

I blinked in surprise then licked my
lips.

“Sir.”

“Are you my bitch?”

“Yes, sir,” I said.

“Say it.”

“I'm your bitch, sir.”

“You're my slut, aren't you.”

“Y-yes, sir.”

“Say it, slut.”

The words made me flinch.

“I'm your slut, sir.”

Man, this was sick! It was turning me on
again.

“Uhm, this guy we're going to see... he's not
going to believe I'm a federal agent dressed like this.”

“You're not a federal agent. You're my bitch.
And I'm a guy named Able who wants to buy guns.”

I stared at him in surprise and he pulled a
gold necklace out from under his shirt. A swastika hung from
it.

“You're supposed to be a Nazi?”

He nodded. “And you're my brainless slut
girlfriend who does NOT speak Arabic.”

I nodded acceptance. Somehow, making this an
undercover thing made the outfit more bearable. Though I didn't
like flashing so much breast at people.

We took an elevator to the sixth floor and
knocked. He stood aside while I was front and center for whoever
looked through the peephole. The door opened and a short, thin Arab
stood there, wearing shorts and a t-shirt.

Able grabbed him by the throat. I noticed he
did that a lot. He pushed him back inside. I followed, letting the
door close behind me.

“Where's my guns?” he growled at the man.

“Wh-what you say? What do you mean!?” the man
croaked. “I have no guns!”

“Where is Salib? You work with him, yes? I
pay him for guns. Where is he? He was supposed to have them ready
today!”

“I don't know!”

Able pulled him forward then slammed him back
against the wall.

“I want my guns or my money!” he snarled.

“I do not know you! I do not have anything to
do with what Salib does!”

“Who does? I know you work for him!”

“I don't know! He... he has a warehouse in
south Brooklyn!”

Able pulled him forward and slammed him back
into the wall again.

“I've been there. There is no sign of
him!”

He pulled his gun out and stuck it in the
Arab's mouth. The man's eyes bulged and he shook his head and tried
to talk.

“Wait! Wait! I know where he might keep
them!”

“You better know!”

“He has another warehouse!”

“Where?”

“I don't know! But I can find out!”

“This is a trick!”

“No, no! Mohamed would know!”

“Where the fuck is he!?”

“I... I can call him!”

Able snorted and put his gun away, then
grabbed the guy by the arm and yanked him out the door. I followed,
confused.

“We'll see him in person.”

He brought him back to the car and shoved him
in the back.

“Get in the back, bitch.”

I blinked in surprise, then did as I was
told.

The Arab guy looked at me in confusion as
Able got in and started the engine.

“She's my bitch,” he said, looking in the
mirror. “You can look but don't touch. Unless I give
permission.”

The guy stared at me, his eyes flicking down
at my chest repeatedly, then down at my bare thighs.

“Years ago her father owed me money and
couldn't pay,” Able said. “So I killed him, and took her as my
payment.”

Where the fuck did he come up with this
stuff, I wondered?

The Arab guy's eyes widened, and he turned
and stared at my cleavage hungrily.

“I might let you use her if you help me get
my guns,” Able said. “What's your name?”

“Jafar,” he replied, still staring at my
breasts.

“She has magnificent breasts,” Able said.
“The skin is so soft it's hard to remove your hand, and her nipples
are so firm and hard and sensitive she trembles when you squeeze
them.”

This was making me uncomfortable, and the
Arab was starting to get an erection. On the other hand, I was sure
Able was trying to get this guy's cooperation. I'd look pretty dumb
interrupting his routine.

Jafar reached his head out.

“Ah, ah, ah! I said look but don't touch,”
Able growled. “She belongs to me.”

“Yes, yes,” Jafar said, his eyes dropping to
my bare thighs.

“Tell me about this Mohamed guy.”

“Ah, he uhm, he is Salib's cousin. They work
together.”

“I heard Salib was into that ISIS stuff. Is
Mohamed too?”

“Nooo!” Jafar exclaimed indignantly.

“Hey, I got no problem with anyone wanting to
kill Jews, Able said.

“They do not wish to kill Jews, only
Zionists.”

“Almost all Jews are Zionists,” Able replied.
“Now where exactly is this warehouse?”

Jafar momentarily took his eyes off me,
leaning forward and directing Able. I glowered at them both. Being
a 'bitch' isn't exactly the role I like to play. At least, not
outside of sex. I'd rather punch the little guy out and make him
tell us something. I could do it, too.

“My guns better be there,” Able said.

Jafar sat back and stared at my thighs, then
tried to lower his head somewhat to see under the hem of my skirt,
which, while sitting was no more than a few inches down past my
pussy.

“If they are not, I know where you can find
some,” he offered.

Able made a disbelieving sound and Jafar
turned towards him.

“I know some people who have gotten a lot of
guns,” he said. “If you let me use your whore I can put you in
contact with them.”

That made me perk up my ears. It was good
news as far as our job went. On the other hand, it gave me a sudden
spurt of nervousness, in case Able decided to take him up on his
offer! Not that I'd allow it, of course. But my refusal would screw
up the fake identity he was building with this guy.

There were some parts of the country where
guns were widely available. This was not one of them. That was why
terrorists had to use things like rental trucks, knives, and
improvised IEDs. So getting a bunch of guns off the street was
always worthwhile.

“What kind of guns these guys have? I need
powerful guns to take on the ZOG,” Able said.

“What is this ZOG?”

Able glared at him. “The Zionist Occupied
Government!”

“Ah, I see. Well, I am told they got them
from the army. They should be powerful, yes?”

That made me excited – and worried. We sure
needed this guy's help. We wanted those guns. What would Able be
willing to do to get them!?

I started thinking about that, the
nervousness making my pulse race a little. It wasn't that I was
afraid he'd make me do something with the guy – exactly. It was
more the idea of being forced, of essentially being used,
being his bitch, being... pimped out like a whore to this guy...
that, for whatever strange fucking reason, was turning me on.

It was the dark idea of being his slave, his
sex slave, which was finding such intense interest in some
dark corner of my mind and imagination.

Helpless. Used! Nothing but a sex toy to be
abused and loaned out!

The idea both outraged and aroused me.

We got to the warehouse and parked at the
curb. Able looked in the rearview mirror.

“You two stay here. I'm going to check for my
guns.”

He pointed a finger at me. “No talking.” Then
he pointed a finger at Jafar. “Remember what I said.”

He got out the car and stepped onto the
sidewalk, looked back at us, then, as if having a change of mind,
walked back and opened the rear door on my side.

“Lean forward, slave,” he ordered, putting a
hand behind my neck and abruptly bending me forward. He took my
wrist, then reached behind for the other, drew them together behind
my back, and before I could think to protest, had locked them
together.

I was shocked, outraged, but then he slammed
the door and walked up to the warehouse.

I sat back, nervous, jerking on my
wrists.

Jafar stared at me, leered at me, ogled me,
his eyes ravishing me.

He didn't speak, though, just stared. Then he
reached out and undid the next button on my blouse. I gasped, but
kept my mouth shut, remembering Able's admonition. My mind was
swirling and churning, though, trying to decide how strongly I
wanted to keep playing this role, and what I would do if this Jafar
guy got too fucking friendly!

Because undoing that button let my nipples
pop into view and Jafar gasped with excitement to see them.

“I am not touching you,” he said with a leer,
leaning over and staring at my nipples.

It was embarrassing, sure, and made me
nervous and anxious. But it was also doing strange things to my
mind. I mean, I wasn't afraid of Jafar. He wasn't going to fuck me
here in the back seat right on the sidewalk, after all. But this
was incredibly degrading.

And degrading, in a sexual context was now
turning me on. Able had started that, and it was getting worse. I
turned my head away from Jafar, but I knew he was still staring at
my breasts with lust filling his eyes.

And I felt almost like I was a helpless slave
girl, someone's bitch, who had to endure whatever they decided to
do to her. And that was making my body thrum with a breathless
energy.

I gasped as I saw his fingers out of the
corner of my eye, jerking my head around. He eased the fabric of
the shirt back to stare at my breasts even more blatantly.

“You have beautiful breasts, slut,” he
growled.

His fingers seemed to tremble as he resisted
the urge to touch them. Then he shifted his attention, reaching
down and tugging the hem of the skirt up so he could look at my
naked pussy.

“Ahhh,” he groaned. “Only a true slut would
denude herself of hair!”

He couldn't see much given my thighs were
clamped tightly together, but he could see that much. And his cock
was pressing frantically against the front of his loose
trousers.

Then he took a pencil from his breast pocket,
reversing it, and, his hand trembling, slid the eraser part down to
rub it against the top of my sex!

“Spread your legs, slut.”

I ignored him, glaring at him. The eraser
pushed down, and I felt it against my clitoris. I jerked my leg up,
crossing my legs and denying him access.

He cursed, then let the pencil eraser rub at
my nipples.

The contact made them tingle and crackle with
energy.

“I will have your body, slut! I will use you
like the whore you are!”

Then Able walked back from the warehouse and
he sat back, his eyes burning feverishly.

I felt a sense of relief, but my chest was
tight, my nipples hard, and a dark sexual heat was pulsing in the
back of my mind.

He opened the rear door on Jafar, bent over,
and grabbed him by the throat.

“There's no guns here,” he growled. “I don't
like being jerked around! And who said you could touch my
slut?”

Jafar's eyes bulged and his face got red as
he began to twist and shake, grabbing at Able's wrist. Able eased
up and he gulped in air.

“I know where there are guns! I do! I promise
you!”

“And you touched my slut.”

“I did not touch her! I only undid a button!
That's not touching her!”

Able snorted and pulled him out of the car. I
could only see their legs, but Jafar's legs began to rise up in the
air, which meant his feet weren't on the ground anymore. He babbled
something in a strangled voice (literally) about taking Able to
guns, and he was lowered to the ground and shoved inside. Able
slammed the door and went around to the other side, doing up the
button Jafar had undone.

He gave me a smirk as he did, clearly amused
by my predicament. Nor did he bother to unlock the restraints.

He got in the front and started the car.

“You better not be wrong, Jafar.”

“No, no. I know they have them!

“They better, or I'll give my bitch a gun and
tell her to shoot your dick off.”

We drove to a run-down industrial mall, one
with several of the storefront offices closed down.

“Well, which one is it?”

“First I get to use your slut.”
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Able reached back and grabbed him by the
scruff of the neck, jerking him forward.

“I must know that you will do as you
say!”

“And how do I know you know anything?”

He shoved Jafar back, then got out and came
around the rear, pulling me out of the car. Jafar got out the other
side, and I looked around anxiously. We were in a mostly empty
parking lot. The car was between us and the industrial mall. On the
right was a chain-link fence with weeds growing up the side.

“You think I give this away just on someone
saying they have information?” Able said.

He jerked back on my hair to force my head
back and chest out, then unbuttoned the blouse all the way, pulling
it open.

I gasped, face flushing as Jafar stared
hungrily at my body. Then Able reached down and unzipped the skirt,
letting it fall off.

“Spread your legs, slut!” he barked, jerking
on my hair.

I gasped and obeyed, my face flaming, but a
wild thrill of heat rolling through my body.

Able cupped one of my breasts and squeezed it
firmly.

“You want this? You better be able to prove
your value,” Able said.

Jafar was practically trembling in place,
staring at me like a starving dog looking at a steak.

Able slid his big hand down and his fingers
began to rub my clitoris.

Fuck! This was outrageous! It was degrading!
It was insane! But letting myself be exposed and displayed like
this, be treated like... like some kind of incredible sexual prize
to be awarded to whoever he wanted was scalding! Even Jafar's
response was turning me on. He was staring at me like I was the
most incredibly sexual thing he'd ever seen in his life. And hey,
maybe I was!

I moaned, the sound only partially fake, and
Jafar grabbed his crotch, his eyes crossing as he came in his
pants.

Well, that was both gross and, let's face it,
kind of an ego boost. He'd come just from looking at me.

“Go on. Touch her breast,” Able offered. “See
how soft it is.”

I felt a flare of alarm and another darker
flare of heat.

Jafar reached out a shaky hand and began to
squeeze my left breast, again and again, his eyes wide and staring.
Meanwhile, Able was skilfully stroking my clitoris. The whole
situation was making me burn with a feverish heat.

My hips began to jerk against Able's fingers
and I moaned again.

But then he pulled me around, turning me
around and shoving me into the car.

“No more until you give me what I want.”

“Yes, yes! It is there!” Jafar cried,
pointing at one of the closed up shops.

“All right. You two stay in the car.”

I felt another flare of heat. I was
completely naked now! Well, I had the shirt on but it was wide
open! And the corset covered little more than my belly and lower
chest.

Jafar got back in the car next to me.

Able grinned at me.

“Spread your legs, slut.”

I gulped and obeyed.

“Don't move.”

He glared at Jafar. “If you try to fuck her
before I find my guns I will tear your head off.”

“No, no! I will not!”

Able walked around behind the line of stores,
probably to try to get in through the back door.

Jafar stared at me excitedly.

“I will make you scream, slut!” he
growled.

He reached out and began to fondle my breasts
– roughly, and without the skill Able had displayed, more like an
inexperienced teenage boy.

But I was helplessly aroused, and being
'abused' like this was only making it worse.

He bent over, then, and started to suck and
lick and chew at my breasts! And there wasn't really anything I
could do about it unless I wanted to give the game away!

He was far from subtle. He was far from
skilled. But I was deeply, darkly aroused, and getting more aroused
by the minute. His hand came down between my legs, roughly groping
me. Then, as if remembering what Able had done, he pulled his mouth
off my breast and looked down, trying to rub my clitoris more
gently.

“Filthy whore,” he growled.

Suddenly there was another man standing
beside the car, another Arab man.

“Jafar, what is going on? Why are you here?
Who is this slut? Why did you tell that we had weapons here!” the
man demanded angrily – in Arabic.

Jafar looked up at him.

“It is all right! He hates Zionists! This is
his slut. He said he would give her to us if we provided him with
guns!”

He had not!

“Get in the store!”

The man yanked open the car door – on my
side, and dragged me out by the hair. He had a gun, which he jammed
into my side as Jafar scrambled out the other side.

“I get her first!” he cried.

“Shut up, fool!”

They hurriedly led me to the empty storefront
and brought me inside, then locked the door behind.

“They could be police!' the Arab said.

“Don't be crazy, Nasim! Does she look like
police to you!?”

Nasim snorted and dragged me to the back of
the store. There was another man there, holding an Uzi on Able, who
looked quite casual as he leaned against the wall.

“What is this? Who is this?” he demanded,
staring at me.

“This is the Nazi's whore,” Nasim said in
Arabic.

“She is his slave!” Jafar said excitedly. “He
killed her father and took her as his slave!”

“He told Jafar he could use the girl if he
led him to guns,” Nasim said.

The other one snorted in disgust.

“You are a fool, Jafar! There are more whores
in this city than you can shake a stick at!”

“Not with bodies like this one,” Nasim said
admiringly, staring at me.

The other man looked at me. “True.”

“Show me the guns, and then Jafar can have
the use of the bitch while we discuss prices,” Able said.

“We are not gun traders!” the one with the
Uzi exclaimed. “We are on a mission for Allah.”

“And I bet that mission could use a little
extra cash. And maybe connection that would help put you in touch
with people.”

The man considered, then reluctantly turned
and yanked a tarp off what turned out to be a dozen boxes.

“Are those all guns?”

“No. Some are ammunition. One is a rocket,”
the man said.

Nasim opened one and showed Able an M4
carbine.

“Excellent, just what I want,” Able said.
“Jafar can take the slave in the back and use her as much as he
wants.”

Jafar eagerly jerked on my arm to pull me
away.

“Wait! Why should he get to use her first!?”
Nasim demanded.

“I don't care how you guys settle it,” Able
said in annoyance. “I'm here to buy guns.”

“We don't need your money,” the one with the
Uzi said.

“Faidh!” Nasim exclaimed.

“We will trade you a few of these weapons for
the girl.”

“I don't rent her out.”

“Not rent. We want her as our sex slave. Sell
her to us.”

Able's hand stroked his chin. “For how many
guns?”

Faidh showed him a machine gun in one of the
crates and offered to give him that as well as a crate of M4s in
exchange for me.

You might think this was a trifle
disconcerting to me. Uhm, yeah! I had three Arab guys lusting after
me now! And all I had on was an open shirt and this fucking
corset!

“Deal,” Able said.

The three Arabs beamed.

“I want the blouse, though.”

They stared at him in confusion.

“It was a present from my father.”

He jerked me roughly over beside him, then
undid the restraints and pulled the shirt off.

“There you go. She's yours. I'll go get the
car and pull it around to the back to load up.”

Faidh nodded and followed him to the door.
Able opened it and I jerked forward, took several fast running
steps, and put my foot into his back, sending him flying out
against the half-open door – and against Able. They both stumbled
out onto the parking lot behind.

Cursing, Nasim grabbed my arm, and I swung
around and punched him in the throat, then drove my fist into his
diaphragm. As he was falling away I jerked the gun out of his belt
and pointed it at Jafar, who was staring at me in astonishment.

“Don't shoot him,” Able said, dragging Faidh
back into the building and then throwing him atop the still gasping
Nasim.

“You sold me. I don't have to do what you
want any more,” I said sarcastically.

He jerked the gun out of my hand and stuck it
in his belt, then to my surprise, spun me around and locked the
restraints together behind my back again.

“Hey!” I cried.

“You are a bad girl,” he said.

He bent me over a counter and took out a
belt.

“You assholes can't even keep control of one
fucking slave girl?” Able growled. “You barely had her for ten
seconds and she was already treating you like inferiors.”

Crack!

“Ah!” I squealed.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

The belt snapped down against my bottom
repeatedly as I squealed and squirmed.

“You need to learn your place, woman!” he
said.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

There wasn't a lot I could have done to stop
him given how he had me pinned down unless I tried kicking him
really hard. And that didn't seem like the thing to do given the
circumstances. My bottom was starting to really burn, though! And I
was confused again. I had thought he'd undone my restraints so I
could capture them and then we could simply arrest them all and
take all the guns. Apparently Able had something else in mind.

Like beating my ass until it was bright
red!

Fortunately, he stopped. Then he looped the
belt in between the wrist restraints and jerked up as he pulled me
away from the counter. That forced my arms up high and made me bend
way over!

“Let me show you how you treat a slave girl,”
he said.

He led me across the room, with me stumbling
awkwardly, then got one of them to give him some rope that was on
the floor. He used that instead of the belt and then tied it to a
hook dangling from above.

“Now you got her on both sides,” he said.
“All ready for use. But you can make it even better.”

He did that by tying my ankles apart, then he
combed my hair up into a braid at the top of my head, like he'd
done at the warehouse, and tied a cord to it, feeding the cord up
to the hook above so my head was forced up and back.

Through this, the Arabs stared, gaped,
really. The one I'd hit in the diaphragm was breathing steadily
again. The one I'd kicked so he'd flown face-first out the door on
top of Able was a little groggy – I guess he fell wrong – but like
the other two, now had an erection as he stared at me.

I felt a wild rush of emotions, from fear and
alarm, through deep embarrassment, to that same strange, dark sense
of almost masochistic excitement at the prospects of being... being
ravished by these lust-crazed men!

Nassim moved forward eagerly but Able held
his hand up.

“Not so fast. I recaptured her. She was
basically out the door.”

He reached down and casually groped my
breast.

“So where is my reward?” he asked.

“Wh-what you want?” Nasim gulped, staring at
me.

“I'd like to know where you got those
weapons. I want to deal with them myself. I want a steady supply
and don't need any intermediaries. Especially if you guys are about
to do some kind of terrorist thing that's gonna get you all
killed.”

“But... we can't – .”

“You... you should not – .”

“We are not permitted – .”

They all started protesting, and then Able
casually pulled his zipper down and brought his dick out. He was
mostly hard, and he rubbed himself over my face, instantly
silencing the three Arabs.

“I spent a lot of time training this little
slut,” he said. “You want to know what she's capable of, don't you?
Sluts are lazy creatures. She won't volunteer anything. Like, for
instance...”

His cock hardened as he rubbed the head over
my lips. Now he pushed it into my mouth and then straight down my
throat until my lips were wrapped around the base, pressed against
his groin.

The three men stared, mouths almost as open
as mine was.

“Can a normal woman swallow your cock to the
balls? Of course not!! Able exclaimed.

He pulled out, then rubbed his spit-wet cock
over my face.

I didn't know what the hell was going on!
What was he doing!? What did he intend to do!? I was flying down
that wild, whitewater river again without a paddle! Only now three
strange men were watching me do it.

I was a kind of a private person. Being
exposed to them all was bad enough. Being tied up like this, in
this position, while Able used my mouth and throat, that was doing
strange things to my mind for a bunch of reasons. But mainly
because I was being watched! It was like I was putting on some kind
of a sex show for strangers!

What was worse I had this nerve-wracking
uncertainty about whether Able would let them join in! Surely he
wouldn't! But what if he did!? But he couldn't! But what if he
did!? Those thoughts kept swirling and churning around in my
mind.

Able pushed his cock back into my mouth and
down my throat. He pushed slowly, firmly, sliding inch after inch
into me until just a couple of inches remained. Then he suddenly
thrust himself home and ground himself against my face.

My heart was pounding, my pulse racing, my
mind spinning, a confusing kaleidoscope of changing, shifting
emotions. Able started to pump his cock in my throat as the three
men stared at me, then pulled out and moved behind me.

“Beautiful ass. Have you ever fucked a girl
in the ass and made her come?” he asked. “Most girls won't come
from being fucked in the ass, but this little whore will. And
that's how you train a proper whore. You can't beat them enough.
They'll just run away at the first chance. You have to addict them
to the pleasure you give. So they crave it and can't stand to be
away from you.”

I felt him tugging on the butt-plug, and
thought, surely he wouldn't... not in front of these men!

He pulled it free, and then his cock slid
into me. It pushed deep as a wild jolt of emotion sent my mind
spinning. He was actually fucking me – fucking me in the ass – in
front of a group of strangers! I could hardly believe it. I felt
overwhelmed by it all!

His big cock pushed deep into my belly, and
he started to pump in and out. He reached forward to cup one of my
breasts, slapped my ass, chuckled, and then pulled back on my hair
more.

“You train a bitch to pleasure, not pain,” he
said. “That's how you make them your slave.”

“Can I fuck her next!?” Jafar begged.

“I can use her throat now!” Nassim cried.

“Not yet. You haven't met my price. Besides,
you want to hear her scream when she comes, don't you?”

I gasped and grunted and panted and moaned as
he forced every inch into my ass and his hips started to strike my
buttocks. My mouth was wide, my breasts swinging below me, and heat
was starting to build up inside me. It wasn't so much from the
sensations, though I felt a dark, erotic thrill at them, but just
from how outrageous this all was.

There was something intense about being
watched during this! I hadn't ever thought of myself as any kind of
exhibitionist, but their presence, their eyes, and lust added an
intensity that was making me burn.

“The... the man who sells us the guns he
works for... your army!” Nassim blurted.

“Not my army. I ain't part of no army.”

“I mean... your – .”

“The National Guard!” Faidh said! “Can I fuck
her whore face now!?”

God! Why did that arouse me even more! Why
was I becoming feverish at the prospect of being cruelly used,
abused, and mauled by three unattractive Arab men!?

“If you have a name for me you can shove your
manhood down this whore's throat,” Able said.

“His name is Al Hassan! He has a contact with
the national guard!”

“Ah, I have heard of him. Go ahead and use
the slut.”

What!?”

Faidh eagerly fumbled at his trousers,
jerking them down. His cock sprang up in front of me. I was was
sure Able would stop him, would find some excuse, would now arrest
them all, but Faidh shoved his cock right into my mouth.

I felt a shock-wave pass through me.
Something like He did it! He really did it! Not about Faidh, of
course, but about Able. Then Faidh's cock pushed deep into my
throat and I gurgled weakly as he started to fuck me.

The emotional shock wave seemed to set my
muscles to twitching and spasming, and as Able fucked my ass harder
and the other two Arab men came forward, each grabbing a breast, I
felt that fever sweep over me. Heat rose like an inferno, and as
they all mauled me, I felt an explosion of pleasure tearing through
my body.

I trembled and jerked and shook between them,
burning up inside as the orgasm flared white-hot, flaying my mind
with the overload of my nervous system. During it, Faidh, excited
beyond his ability to restrain himself, came in my throat. Nassim
couldn't wait and he eagerly took his place. He cursed in wonder as
his cock drove fully into my mouth and throat, and came within
seconds.

Jafar took his place. He'd already come in
his pants earlier, but he proved to be just as astonishingly
aroused by feeling my tonsils and tongue against him as the other
three, and before Able had finished, he'd come in my throat
too!

“Don't worry, boys. You'll have plenty of
opportunities to enjoy the slut in future,” Able said.

He gave a final flurry of powerful thrusts
and sighed as he came inside me. Then he calmly picked up the Uzi
Faidh had been holding, checked it, and ordered them all to the
floor.

“Just until I can check up on what you've
told me,” he said. “I trust no one. If you want to survive in this
business, you'll learn to trust no one, as well.”

He cut me loose and then told me to tie them
up.

I stumbled a bit at it but did as he told
me.

Able went out to the car and returned with my
skirt. I put it and the shirt back on, still kind of shell-shocked,
and trying to figure out what I should be thinking, saying, and
doing.

 


 





Chapter Nine

 


 


 


 


I glowered at him a lot. He ignored me. He
called a couple of freelance guys to take custody of the prisoners,
then we went home. As in back to his place.

I glowered at him.

He sighed and scratched his chin as he
drove.

I glowered at him.

“You know what my major skill is?” he
asked.

“Picking your nose?”

“Reading people.”

“Oh yeah!? Well, you can't read me!”

“Bitch, I can read you like a book – a book
with big text for people who squint a lot.”

I glowered at him.

“All you bitches who have spent your lives
afraid to show weakness and pretending to be one of the guys have
this sense of longing to be treated exactly the opposite of how you
claim you want.”

“You're a psychologist now?” I demanded.

“Don't have to be. Though I have read a
number of books on the subject. What? You think I'm some kind of
dummy? I'm willing to bet you've had sexual fantasies about being
overpowered, tied up, and fucked by rough, nasty men for as long as
you've been thinking about sex.”

I glowered at him – even though he was
essentially correct.

“Now with most women, the fantasy is as far
as they want to take it.”

“And for me!”

“But some get lucky and get to experience
that wild fantasy under controlled circumstances.”

“Controlled!?”

“You knew I wouldn't let them hurt you,” he
said smugly.

Which was again true. But I glowered at him
anyway.

“You let three strangers fuck my face!”

“Yeah, but I didn't let them fuck your pussy
or ass. And you know what, if I had, you probably would have come
even more strongly.”

I glowered at him.

“You used me like I was – .”

“My bitch, my whore. Because you are now. So
things are looking up in your life.”

“Up!? Are you crazy!?”

“Being my bitch is a good thing. It means
you'll always have me looking out for you and taking care of
you.”

“By letting strangers use my body!?”

“Yeah, but only if I think you want it.”

It wasn't far to the brownstone. He had spare
toothbrushes, fortunately. He didn't seem to have a problem with me
brushing my teeth repeatedly and using his mouthwash – repeatedly.
I was feeling awfully dirty. I had a shower and washed my hair,
too.

What was really frustrating was that he was
right. I had gotten off on it. There was a dark lust riding me like
a satyr, urging me on to deeper and darker experiences. Just
thinking of myself tied up the way I'd been, so utterly helpless
and at their mercy turned me on. Then, I made Able disappear from
the thought, so it was just me and those three men.

And I felt a darker, sharper-edged jolt of
heat.

God only knows what they would have done to
me! How roughly they'd have used me!

I didn't understand it. I didn't find any of
them particularly attractive physically. And they were all vicious,
violent, cruel, ignorant, unsophisticated men! Why would the
thought of being naked and at their mercy turn me on!?

I came out of the bathroom clutching a towel
to my body, feeling clean. My clothes weren't in the bedroom where
I'd left them. Except for the leather corset. The corset had been
joined, though, by a pair of shoulder-length black leather gloves,
and a pair of thigh-high stiletto boots. There was also a very
obvious collar – complete with dangling O-ring, and a pair of
larger, more obvious wrist restraints.

Staring at them made my chest tighten, and
made my heart beat faster.

I should put on one of his shirts or
something, and go down there and tell him what I thought of
him!

Except I didn't know what I thought of him.
Except he was an arrogant bastard! And that he was extremely
skilled in fucking me, mind, and body.

I put the corset on almost as an act of
defiance, a sort of “Fine! If that's what you want!”

I had a hard time tying it, though. I had no
problem putting on the collar. And I stared at myself in the mirror
in collar and corset and felt my breasts warm and swell because I
looked... hot.

I slid my legs into the boots and zipped them
up. The things came up almost to my crotch! I stared at myself in
the mirror again, then put on the gloves and stared again. Fuck, I
looked kinky and hot and sexy! I slipped the wrist restraints on my
wrists over the gloves and buckled them. Then I looked at myself in
the mirror again.

Bondage slut!

I certainly looked the part!

Sex toy! Fuck toy! Whore! Sex slave!

I felt resentful, challenging, and yet
halfway shy when I made my way down the stairs (carefully given how
high the stiletto heels were) and then out into the living
room.

“Kneel there and we'll have a chat,” he
said.

I scowled but knelt on the floor.

“On second thought. Just squat.”

“What?”

“Squat. You don't know the term? Feet flat on
the floor, butt on your heels.”

I glowered at him but obeyed.

“Hands on your head.”

I glared at him but did it.

“Beautiful. Now, you have further complaints
about my treating you like you're a sex slave? Because I intend to
make you my sex slave. And to do it just the way I explained to
those Arabs. I'm going to fuck you so hard and so long that you
need to take lozenges because your throat will be sore from
screaming in pleasure.”

I sniffed.

“I'm going to mind fuck you, and make it so
you can't imagine life without the constant heat, passion, and
orgasms.”

I have to admit that didn't sound all that
threatening...

“I am not some... brainless... slut!” I
exclaimed.

“Brainless sluts have no imagination. It's
harder to arouse someone without an imagination. Smart sluts are
much easier to arouse. Nerdy girls – or tomboys who ignored their
nature. Both are repressed.”

He got up and moved behind me, knelt, then
began tightening the laces on the corset until I gasped.

“Fuck! That's too tight,” I panted.

“I know what's best for you.”

“You are so... arrogant!”

“Yep.”

He got up and moved away, then came back –
with the big dildo with the suction cup. He stuck it to the floor
and made me rise, then sink down on it. Then he drew my hands down
behind my neck and fastened the wrist restraints to the back of the
collar before going back to his chair to look at me.

The dildo was thick, spreading me wide. But
in this position, only the first couple of inches was inside
me.

“I'm going to turn you into a goddess of
sex,” he said. “An uninhibited sexual animal who loves nothing so
much as getting a stiff cock inside her.”

“You're crazy!”

“Nope.”

He picked up the remote for the TV and turned
it on. Then, to my astonishment, a video came up – a video of me!
It was clearly taken at work, when I had been on the board room
table, impaled on this very cock!”

“Where did you get that?!” I gasped.

“The board room has equipment for video
conferencing. I turned on the camera and recorded you. Don't worry,
I deleted it after I copied it.”

I watched myself riding up and down on the
dildo, a crackle of sexual electricity sweeping through me. I heard
my breaths getting more ragged, watched myself grinding my pussy
down against the vibrator base. I watched the look of dazed hunger
in my face.

“Look at that slut,” Able said. “Look at that
flush spreading down her face, down her neck, and down her chest.
That bitch is on fire.”

I moaned low in my throat, feeling the heat
rising within me

“I bet that bitch would fuck any man who came
into the room.”

I remembered how hot I'd been. I just might
have!

“Don't move. I didn't say you could ride that
cock,” he growled.

He got off the chair and knelt beside me,
then reached down and started to rub my clitoris with his
fingers.

“You don't get to come until I tell you to,”
he said. “Do you understand, slut?”

I moaned and he reached up to pinch one of my
nipples.

“Understand, slut?”

“Ow! Yes, sir!”

He dropped his hand and rubbed my clitoris
again.

“See that girl riding that big cock? Does she
look like a slut to you?”

“Y-Yes, Sir!” I moaned.

“Is she a bad girl?”

“Yes, sir!”

“She should be punished. Shouldn't she?”

I moaned and he pinched my nipple.

“Yes, sir!”

“Spread your legs wider, slut.”

I obeyed without hesitation.

“Tell me you're my slut.”

“I-I'm your slut, Sir!”

I kept trying to ride the dildo and he kept
stopping me as the hunger and passion churned within me.

“Slut,” he said in a soft voice, his lips
near my ear.

I moaned helplessly, staring at my image on
the big screen TV as she, I, cried out in orgasmic fever.

He gave my breast a firm squeeze and held it.
I was staring at myself on the video when I felt a sharp stinging
pain and yelped, jerking my eyes down to see he'd attached some
kind of clip to my hard nipple!

“Ow! Fuck! Take that off!”

“Slaves don't give orders, slave.”

“That hurts!”

“Baby. You just said naughty girls should be
punished.”

“Not like that!”

“Oh, little baby can't stand to have her
nipple pinched.”

He squeezed my other breast and then slipped
a clip in against my nipple, letting the jaws snap shut.

“Ow! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!”

“That's all you slave girls think about.”

“It hurts! I don't see you putting clips on
your nipples!”

“Why would I do that?”

“Bastard!”

The clips had rings on their ends, and he
slipped a black cord through one, then the other, then drew the
opposite sides up, tugging lightly on them. There was a floor lamp
next to his chair and he moved it over a little to be closer, then
drew the opposite ends of the cord up and tied it around the arm of
the lamp which stuck out overhead.

Then he took another pair of cords – though
these were thicker, and tied them around my legs, binding my thighs
to my ankles.

“Kneel, slave.”

“I can't... ow! Hey!”

He gripped my arm and tilted me forward,
which of course, pulled my nipples against the cord. I quickly
realized the cord was elastic, but even though it had some give, it
still pulled harder on my nipples as he moved me forward.

“Kneel, slut.”

That was awkward given my thighs were tied to
my ankles, but he positioned me properly. But doing that slid me
further down the thick shaft. What was more I was now unsupported.
I needed to slide down until my buttocks were on my heels, but
doing that stretched the cords tied to my nipple clips more and
more.

“Shit! Ow!”

“You whine too much.”

“Fuck you!”

He shoved the ball gag into my mouth and drew
the strap back behind my head, then patted me on the head and sat
back on his chair to watch me. He picked up the remote and the
video switched. To me! I mean, it was me before but this was
live!

I gasped, staring at the big screen, then
dropping my eyes so that I saw the camera sitting on the TV stand!
The picture was sharp and clear and bright, and I moaned at how
darkly erotic I looked. I felt the heat rolling through me in
waves, and my breathing became ragged.

I looked down but didn't need to. I could see
the thick shaft on TV, spreading my opening wide. I could see my
nipples straining against the cord. I shuddered, sinking lower,
gasping as my nipples stretched harder. The lower I got the more
they stung!

But the heat inside was turning into a fever
again. And I began to ride up and down on the dildo, staring at
myself on the big TV screen, aroused by how outrageous this was, by
how deliciously thrilling it was. I stared at the lips of my sex
clutching the shaft of the dildo and sliding up and down!

I sank down all the way, shuddering in heat,
gasping as the vibrator made contact with my clitoris, moaning at
the stinging pull of the cord against my nipples. I whimpered as I
slid up and the pain eased, but I couldn't hold myself up. I needed
to slide down. I needed to fuck myself!

I needed to do it for the heat inside me, for
the delicious pleasure as I felt the thing moving inside me, and
because I needed to see it, needed to watch myself, live this time,
acting like a wild, filthy slut!

And of course, Able was watching. That was
degrading in its own way, demeaning, and exciting.

I rode up and down, using longer strokes, my
insides burning up, my mind filled with a hazy, swirling stew of
hunger and need. I forced myself down all the way, again and again,
shuddering as the vibrator buzzed against me, gasping at the
stinging pain to my nipples.

I was almost ready to come when Able slid off
the chair, knelt in front of me, and then put a big hand on my
shoulder. He unsnapped one nipple clip, then the other, and I cried
out, at first, then moaned in pleasure as the pressure faded.

He gave me a rough push and I fell back on
the floor, the dildo sliding out of me. He grinned, moving forward.
My wrists were still locked behind my neck, and my ankles and
thighs were still tied. He shoved my legs apart, jerked his pants
down, and let his cock bounce up and out.

I trembled with heat as I stared at it, then
cried out as he shoved it into me.

“Hot little slut,” he growled.

He leaned over me, reached behind my neck,
and undid the buckle of the strap holding the ball gag in. He
pulled that out, then dropped fully atop me, his lips crushing mine
as his hips rose and fell in a steady, pounding beat that thrust
his cock into me like a thick spear of flesh again and again and
again.

There was nothing I could do about it. Not
that I wanted to. But the helplessness was a wild, breathless
thrill. His heavy hips pressed my legs wide, almost flat as his
lips devoured me. He gripped my hair, jerking it roughly, almost
growling like some kind of male animal as he used my body!

The orgasm washed over me and I cried out, my
cries devoured by his mouth as he drove his big cock into me with
relentless force and power. One of his hands had my hair wrapped
around it. The other rose up and circled my throat, squeezing just
enough to make my eyes bulge and to make my orgasm seem to burn
even hotter.

He rode me for long, long minutes, a huge,
heavy, powerful, savage thrusting that made my insides ache and
burn, but which drove me into a second orgasm, then a third. I felt
totally lost, surrendering to the heat and passion and pleasure as
he fucked me almost literally senseless!

Nor was he finished with me, even when he
came. He unhooked my wrist restraints from the collar but locked
them together behind my back. He untied the cord around my ankles
and thighs, but then tied my ankles together, lifted them up and
back, and tied them tightly to my wrists, effectively hog-tying
me.

There was an O-ring stuck in the ceiling
overhead I hadn't noticed. He stood on a chair, slipped a rope
through it, then brought it down and started pulling. I gasped as I
felt the pressure against my wrists and ankles. Then I was lifted
slowly off the floor.

This astonished me since all I really got
from bondage was the barest of ordinary fantasies. This was kind of
beyond that. I was hanging awkwardly, ankles and wrists above me,
breasts dangling down. And of course, then he clipped the nipple
clips to my nipples again, and this time hung small weights from
them.

He drew my hair up in a braid and pulled it
up and back, forcing my head up so I was staring straight at him,
then tied my hair to the rope going up overhead.

He didn't say a word while he did it. Nor
afterward, when he sat back in the chair and turned the TV to a
football game. He divided his time between the TV and me, with the
TV getting the lion's share. Now and then he reached out and
smacked the little weights hanging from my nipples, making them
swing, or simply pushed on me so my whole body turned slowly in
circles.

At halftime, he took the ball out of my mouth
and slid the dildo in – all the way, then started to pump it in and
out.

“You slaves need practice or you lose your
touch,” he said.

I just coughed, drooled, and gasped for
breath. Wasn't much else I could do!

When he was satisfied, he forced my legs
apart, buried the dildo in my pussy, turned on the vibrator at the
bottom, and let my thighs close again to keep it in place. Then he
went back to his game.

The penetration and the vibrations began to
take a toll, as did the sight of me on TV whenever he switched over
to that.

When the game was over he fucked my throat
pretty hard and fast while I came – again.
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Dhul Fiqar Abdallah was a sullen looking
man.

“That man looks like a true believer,” Able
said.

“Does that mean I don't have to fuck
him?”

“A true believer would despise you, feel
contempt for you, even the way you're dressed now, much less how
you were dressed yesterday.”

“Weren't those guys yesterday true believers?
They seemed to be getting ready to kill for Allah.”

Well, kind of, but they were the sort of true
believers who can argue themselves into believing Allah supports
anything they happen to feel like doing. This fellow comes from a
more austere school.”

We were parked across from the armory, having
gotten the schedule for Foster's platoon, and figured out that both
he and Abdallah were on duty tonight. There was a team watching Al
Hassan too. But he seemed to be spending the evening at home.

“I think we need a better view,” he said.

I looked at him.

“Take this,” he said, handing me the night
vision camera. “Go around back, climb up on the fence, and see what
you can see.”

“Why do I have to do it?”

“Because you're the junior agent, and also my
slave bitch.”

I flushed, but took the camera, got out the
car, and moved up the sidewalk. I was wearing black trousers, a
black turtleneck, and a brown military-style jacket with epaulets.
I moved past the armor, went up a side street, and cut through the
yard of a neighboring building, then climbed onto a big garbage
container to focus the camera on the rear of the building.

There was a loading dock door open, and two
men were doing something inside. I zoomed in and saw it was Foster
and Abdullah. They were moving boxes around. Then a pair of rental
vans drove up the alley. One backed up to the loading dock, but
since it was a lot shorter then the trucks that usually loaded and
unloaded cargo I could still see past it.

Two men got out, and they began to load boxes
into the van. Meanwhile, Al-Hassan got out of the car and walked
over to embrace Abdullah.

“You seeing this shit?” I asked over the
radio.

“Yeah.”

The camera was broadcasting live video to the
laptop in the car.

“I thought he was under surveillance.”

“Someone obviously failed to do their job
properly.”

“So we gonna arrest these people?”

“That would be dangerous.”

“Tough shit!”

“Just sit tight and watch, little girl.”

I glowered at the night, but held the camera
on them and waited.

“They're gonna get away,” I said after they
started to close the doors on the van.

“They won't get far.”

Al Hassan was going back to his car,
accompanied by Adbullah. He got into the driver's seat while
Abdullah stood back, then bent over to continue their
conversation.

Suddenly there were shouts from inside the
loading bay. I could see a number of men running in just as a pair
of cars sped up the alley alongside the building, then turned in to
block the van. Men jumped out, shouting.

“It's an SRT I had standing by,” Able
said.

An SRT was an army special response team, not
unlike civilian SWAT units, though somewhat more... well...
hard-edged. They paid less attention to the niceties and tended to
be a tad rougher.

Abdullah, though, dove through the open rear
window of Al Hassan's car and the car suddenly sped across the rear
of the yard towards the rear fence. Towards me!

I yelped and jumped back out of the way as
the car tore through the chain-link fence. It hit the big metal
garbage bin, though, which crumpled the front of the car in against
the tires. The two men jumped out, one of them carrying a duffel
bag, and ran off while I picked myself up off the ground.

“Abdullah and Al-Hassan are running south!” I
yelled to Able.

“Well, fucking follow them!” he yelled back.
“I'll come around and head them off. They got nowhere to go.”

I ran back through the yard and out onto the
street and saw them heading east, then sprinted after them, telling
Able.

“They're probably headed for the subway,” he
said.

They ran around a corner and I ran up to it,
belatedly pulling my gun out. I hesitated at the corner, crouched,
and gave a quick look just in time to see Abdullah's head
disappearing down the stairs to the subway.

“They're going down into the subway!” I
exclaimed, running after them.

I ran down the subway, freaking out everyone
who saw me, since, unlike them, I had a gun visible. I jerked the
sweater up and pulled the badge clipped to my belt out, then
clipped it to the edge of the jacket. I didn't see them on the
concourse so I jumped over the turnstiles, then ran to the stairs
and went down onto the subway platform.

I didn't see any sign of them on the platform
in front of the stairs. But the platform extended well back behind
them. I turned and headed down the platform, my eyes scanning the
crowd. Suddenly I heard shouting from ahead, not from the crowd,
but from another set of stairs. I was behind the stairs and ran
forward.

It was either Abdullah or Al Hassan,
denouncing Godless infidels, fornicators, homosexuals, and the
depraved people of the West. There were a lot of people on the
platform, but they weren't looking calmly at the stairs, but trying
to run away in panic. I realized why as I ran up beside them.

The two were perched about four steps up.
Apparently, they'd had an M240 machine-gun in the duffel bag,
complete with pedestal. An actual machine-gun! My little Glock was
like a pea shooter compared to that thing. On the other hand, it
was pointed up at them and theirs was pointed at the crowd.

They were about to fire any second. I guess
they just wanted to get a chance to shout out their message first,
though it being in Arabic it's doubtful anyone but me understood.
Abdullah was holding the pedestal while Al Hassan pointed the long
barrel towards the screaming, panicking crowd and shouted.

I shot him. I hadn't ever shot anyone before,
but I wasn't about to wait until he was done giving his holy speech
and started shooting that thing. It fired very large bullets very
fast. It didn't wound, it killed. My bullets were very small in
comparison, but then I was only about six feet away.

They were more than adequate.

Al Hassan was thrown sideways, taking the gun
with him. Both fell atop Abdullah, tumbling awkwardly down the
stairs.

I ran forward and pointed my gun at Abdullah
as he tried to scramble out from under them, then kicked him in the
balls for good measure.

“I guess God really is great tonight,
asshole!” I said. “And he doesn't fucking like you!”

The SRT guys arrived a few seconds later,
along with Able. They were all hard looking guys in their early
twenties wearing black swat gear.

“Well, it took you a while didn't it!?” I
exclaimed. “Fucking men are always late!”

Able gave me a sour look. The SRT guys
ignored me as they dragged Abdullah out from under his buddy and
roughly searched and cuffed him.

“I bet there'll be paperwork over this,” I
sighed.

*

There was a shit load of paperwork, and
question after question. But less than there would have been if I'd
still been a cop. I did feel kind of smug and proud of myself,
though. I mean, yeah, I was a bit shocky for a while, but once that
wore off I felt pretty good about myself, like I'd really
accomplished something good.

I was kind of excited, then, a little hyper.
I figured me and Able would go back to his place and have some
nice, exciting sex. I guess I had this weird idea he would now
respect me, maybe even be really impressed by me, and treat me more
like an equal. That made me feel kind of smug.

What he did instead was strip me, blindfold
me, gag me, and then shackle my wrists to the wall behind and above
my head. And then he just left me that way for a while. That made
me indignant, not that I could do anything about it.

Suddenly a big, strong hand pushed in between
my thighs to cup and squeeze my sex.

It was big and strong but knew what it was
doing. I moaned as it massaged me there, the thumb stroking
skilfully across my clitoris. Another hand came up to caress my
breasts, both of which were hard and taut as I stood there with my
wrists behind my head.

“Spread your legs, slave.”

I moaned and obeyed, and his fingers slid
into me, pumping in and out as his thumb stroked from side to side
across my clitoris. I had already been simmering. Now I could feel
myself heating up.

The fingers eased back and I heard a buzzing,
knowing it was the vibrator. It was but wasn't. This was... I don't
know, something new. It felt like a ball, a ball about the size of
a billiard ball, rubbing firmly up and down against my pussy,
rubbing against my clitoris. It was more powerful than the ones
he'd used previously, and I felt my hips starting to roll forward,
trying to press me harder against it.

“You need a big cock in you, don't you, you
hot little fuck toy.”

The ball pulled back and a strong male hand
lifted my left leg up and pressed it back into the wall. Then a
cock pushed against me. My other leg was lifted up, too, and I
cried out as I was momentarily hanging by my wrists. But his hands
lifted my legs up and back, gripping them behind the knees and
pressing them against the wall.

His cock felt even bigger than usual as it
pushed into my body! It pumped in and out, driving deeper and
deeper with each stroke as he effortlessly held my legs up and
back.

Heat poured through me, and I felt the
passion and pure want growing more and more intense as he
drove that big cock achingly deep!

“This is an incredible fucking body,” Able
said. “Isn't it?”

The thing is, his voice came from beside
me.

“It sure as fuck is,” another male voice said
from a very short distance in front.

I gasped, my eyes widening beneath the
blindfold.

“Fucking tight, too!”

That big cock thrust into me all the way for
the first time, touching parts of me which have never been touched,
and I felt his groin against me as he ground himself into my
body.

I felt a sense of panic and confusion, but
the heat began to dissolve them. What did it matter who it was? It
was a big, hard cock, and this felt... right! I instantly melted
into that delicious sense of being a helpless prisoner used by
cruel captors!

The fever gripped my mind, and all I could do
was gasp and moan and whimper as whoever it was drove his big cock
into me harder and faster, pounding me against the wall.

“She's practically a virgin,” Able said.

No, I'm not, I wanted to wail. But what did
it matter? I felt the orgasm approaching as that big cock stabbed
into me repeatedly. Then it hit and I screamed and howled, my hips
jerking wildly against him as he continued to pound me.

This was so wild, so hot, so outrageous! How
could I not drown in the fiery heat it roused within my mind!?

I was being hammered by his powerful body,
crushed against the wall as he slammed his hips into me again and
again! I wallowed in it! Rapture filled my mind as my muscles
spasmed uncontrollably and pleasure consumed me.

I think he came. I wasn't sure. My mind
wasn't working. They lifted me down, locking my wrists to the back
of the collar. Then I was in bed, straddling someone, someone with
a big hard cock. I moaned as I sank down on it and began to ride
it.

I was pushed forward, big hands on my
breasts. Another body behind me pushed a cock up my ass, and the
two thrust into me. Then the ball-gag was pulled free. Hands
gripped my hair, jerking my head forward. A cock pushed through my
open mouth.

Fingers rubbed my clitoris. Hands squeezed my
breasts. And those two big cocks churned away inside me as the
third pushed down my throat.

The third!

I came again, screaming around his cock,
drunk on the sexual fever heat, nothing but a wild, wanton animal
operating on pure instinct. The three of them used me again and
again and again. At some point, my blindfold came off, and I
recognized two of the SRT guys, their bodies big, muscled and
athletic, their cocks large and thick.

I was their bitch, their slut, their slave
girl all night. I loved it! I came so many times it began to hurt,
as overused muscles cramped deep inside me.

Degrading? I suppose. Depraved?
Definitely!

But I'd never been more alive. I'd never felt
such intense passion and wild, explosive pleasure. If Able wanted
me to be his slave girl then I was ready to do it. I'd ride this
wild, dark train for as long as he was the conductor, and see where
it took me.

A sex slave! Me!

I came again, screaming.

 


END
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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.
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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
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Taylor's New Chauffeur (the Black
Chauffeur series)

Taylor is a spoiled rotten Beverly Hills
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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!
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far beyond odd. Somehow, she lets herself get talked into being the
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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
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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
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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
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A blonde girl has no business getting
involved with a Black man in rural Georgia. A blonde girl who's a
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Black ex-con with a violent temper and a hate on for white people.
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need. However violently he treats her, however he shames and abuses
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ocean to house sit, she thought it was a chance to relax and write
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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
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