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Wynn was bored. That wasn’t an unusual
experience for her. Police work tended to be boring. People didn’t
seem to understand those exciting cop shows they watched on
television left a few things out. Like the interminable paperwork
you had to do if you arrested anyone on even the slightest charge.
That could easily take hours out of the day.

Of course, again unlike what the public might
think from watching television, police officers rarely actually
arrested people. Most uniformed cops might make three or four
felony arrests a year. The rest of the time was occupied by traffic
patrol, refereeing disputes between neighbors, shopkeepers and
customers, and families, and taking reports on crimes discovered or
complained about to them.

Granted, Wynn was not ‘most’ cops. She was a
member of the NYPD’s Anticrime team. Or what used to be called
Anticrime. They had been six hundred officers scattered through the
precincts, young and chosen for their initiative, motivation, and
resourcefulness, they were sent out in plainclothes to go after
known violent offenders, street gangs, and drug dealers.

It should have been a surprise to absolutely
no one that they’d get involved in a lot more shootouts and fights
than the normal uniformed cop. But New York’s mayor had used that
statistic as an excuse to get rid of them a few years back – before
the citizens got rid of the mayor.

The city’s new mayor had brought them back –
sort of. There weren’t as many, and they were called Neighborhood
Safety Teams and had to wear identification. They were also under
intense scrutiny, with an army of liberal lawyers eagerly analyzing
every use-of-force report in hopes of finding a new client to sue
the police.

Wynn wanted no part of it.

But there had been another, less publicized
job for the plainclothes cops, and that was to hang around high
crime areas to catch criminals in the act. That also included
patrolling tourist areas to arrest pickpockets, purse thieves, and
fraud artists, and to safeguard the general happiness of a group
deemed important for New York’s hotel and restaurant
industries.

Obviously, the new Neighborhood Safety guys
were useless for this kind of thing, so the precincts were given
permission to put people in plainclothes – and keep quiet about it.
The liberals on city council and in the media went crazy at the
thought of cops not in uniform

That was currently Wynn’s job. And the only
good thing to say about it was she didn’t have to wear a uniform.
Not wearing a uniform meant she got a lot fewer stares than usual,
could wear her hair loose, and wear more comfortable clothes.

Of course, she still got a lot of looks,
mostly from men. Wynn had an excellent sense of her surroundings
and well-developed peripheral vision. She was paranoid to a degree
life and a lot of sexual harassment and bad dates had taught her to
be and trusted almost no one.

But she largely ignored the looks. She was
used to them, and had been for over a decade. She was wearing, as
she often did, her favorite brown, hip-length jacket with a black
turtleneck sweater underneath. Not exactly flashy and not meant to
stand out or draw interest.

But she had an oval face with high cheekbones
and unblemished ivory skin, as well as platinum blonde hair dancing
on her shoulders. And at six feet tall, with an athletic body, she
was eye-candy to males of all ages no matter what she wore.

She had little fear of physical attacks. Her
usual concern was simply men hitting on her and trying to turn them
down without being too much of a bitch. And she always turned them
down. She had no interest in strange men who could be anything or
anyone.

Her stern, aloof demeanor did not invite
approaches by beggars, credit card salespeople, or horny males, but
it still happened, especially from the ever-hopeful last group. And
for those who insisted on interrupting her life anyway, well, she’d
been told her jade green eyes could make ice seem warm by
comparison.

The problem with patrolling a given area like
a subway station was her usual brisk stride was… counterproductive.
And strolling along slowly only invited approaches. She’d had to
develop a thicker skin than she’d already possessed. And in a
couple of cases show her badge and threaten to arrest men who
wouldn’t screw the hell off.

Horny bastards. All men were just horny
bastards at heart.

The corollary to patrolling a small area like
a subway station was almost everyone passed through quickly enough
not to notice. The ones who did were generally shopkeepers and
transit people upstairs. And they didn’t much matter.

She yawned as she rode the escalator down,
her eyes running up and down the platform as it was revealed. She
was looking for repeaters – people she’d already noticed before,
who, unlike her, had no good reason for lingering on a
platform.

She didn’t find any, and stepped off onto the
platform, then strolled along its length towards the other end,
eyeing the throngs of confused tourists arguing over maps and bored
New Yorkers leaning against the walls waiting.

She was two-thirds of the way to the other
end of the platform when she heard a male voice raised in anger –
something which almost always preceded trouble. An instant later
she realized it was two male voices. But rather than arguing they
seemed to be shouting the same words, which she hardly had time to
understand given their imperfect English.

Then the gunfire started. Guns going off were
loud – much louder than most people seemed to realize from the TV
shows and movies. An enclosed space with stone walls made the sound
far worse and set her pulse racing. She winced as she instinctive
threw herself against the wall. Then after a moment’s hesitation,
she started running towards the sound.

Her partner Jared was upstairs. She could
already hear him on the radio in her ear calling for assistance as
she pulled the Glock out from under her jacket. There was a torrent
of screaming and panicky running people coming from all directions,
only partly drowned out by the continuous gunfire.

As she got closer, she could already see
people laying sprawled on the platform with bodily fluids leaking
out around them. She ignored it, ignored them, her focus narrowing
to the origin of those sounds. There was a set of stairs ahead,
facing away from her. She hugged the wall as she jogged along until
she was moving alongside them as they moved down, her head cocked
up and to the left as more and more of the stairs appeared through
the stainless-steel railing.

She raised her hands, Glock pointed
unerringly to the top of the railing. There was a man there holding
a long-barreled rifle of some kind. She had only an instant to
recognize it as an AK-47 as she moved forward enough for him to
notice her and begin to turn his rifle towards her. But her Glock
was already trained on his head as it appeared over the top of the
railing and she fired rapidly as she kept moving forward and more
of him appeared.

There were two men! The other was also
turning towards her, his AK47 almost pointed right at her. Then the
first man was thrown back against his partner, knocking him back so
that the barrel pointed up towards the ceiling as he pulled the
trigger.

Riding an adrenalin high Wynn’s Glock dropped
down and fired repeatedly into the second man as he tried to shrug
off his partner’s body. He grunted and was pushed back temporarily
but yanked his rifle out from under his partner and tried to bring
it up again. She fired again, twice, before realizing he had to be
wearing some pretty heavy body armor.

Her next shot took him on the bridge of his
nose, and he stopped trying.

Jared ran down the stairs, taking them five
at a time, one hand on the railing and the other on his Glock. She
jerked her gun around towards him before identifying him, then
pulled it up and back, suddenly remembering she’d stopped
breathing.

She gulped in air and looked down at the two
men sprawled across the stairs as Jared reached them and carefully
pulled the assault rifles away from their bodies, putting them
aside. The normal procedure was to handcuff them even if you
thought they were dead, but her bullets had taken both in the head
and it wasn’t like anyone jumped up and kept fighting after
that.

She had heard virtually nothing but the
gunfire until it stopped. Now a rising babble of voices in various
stages of pain, panic, fear, and alarm began to rise from the
people still on the platform. The conscious ones anyway.

She felt shaky as the adrenaline rush faded
and she caught her breath. She took three tries to get her gun
holstered and only then remembered to pull her badge out of her
shirt and hang it down her chest from its lanyard.

Uniformed cops began streaming down the
stairs shortly after that, including at least two sergeants to take
over the scene, she saw gratefully.

“You okay? You weren’t hit or anything?!”
Jared demanded.

“No. They… no.”

“Fuckers were wearing body armor!” he
growled. “It’s damn lucky you got them with headshots.”

Luck had had nothing to do with it, she
thought. The head was what she’d seen first on the nearest gunman,
and then the second had obviously shrugged off her shots to the
chest.

“Well, you wanted some time off,” he said
with a half grin. “I guess you’ll get it now.”

*

Wynn made a face at the prices pasted along
the shelves. The cost of food was getting crazy, and the cost of
meat insane. She supposed she could turn vegetarian if her stomach
didn’t rebel, but even fruit and vegetable prices were going
through the roof.

She had a very well-paying job, one she had
once thought was quite secure and with a lot of promotional
possibilities. She no longer thought that. And she had been
starting to lose interest in the job well before the subway
shooting. It wasn’t what it had once been and had never been what
she had thought it would.

The mayor had been delighted at the
fortuitous presence of a cop being able to end the shooting spree
before too many lives had been lost. It allowed him to brag about
the NYPD and how safe New York normally was and what would happen
to anyone who committed violence on its streets. Or under them.

The two terrorists had been equipped with a
dozen magazines each in addition to the heavy body armor. They also
had explosives in backpacks they wore. They’d had no time to fire
off even one entire magazine and no time to activate their
explosives. They’d been killed within thirty seconds of opening
fire.

That was pure luck, she knew. She’d been
lucky to be down there, lucky to be, in essence, behind them and
able to run up to approach them where they couldn’t see her until
she stepped back from the wall below the staircase. And luck she
hadn’t gotten shot.

After that had come interminable interviews
with a variety of people, including one of the department’s
psychiatrists to evaluate her reaction. Then in a spurt of good
public relations, inspired, she was sure, by the mayor, she’d been
promoted to detective third grade.

Swell. She didn’t want to be a detective. Way
too much paperwork with that job. And she’d have to wear business
outfits: blazers, dress pants, and dress shoes. Ugh. It would also
put her on computers and phones at her desk much of the day.

Her parents wanted her to meet some nice man
and settle down. Only she didn’t like nice men, and she bored
easily. Spending all day sitting at a desk poking away at keyboards
was not going to be her thing, even if it did come with a bump in
salary.

It would help ease her financial worries. But
then so would a roommate – one of either sex. If only she didn’t
suck at the compromises needed to sustain a life as part of a
couple – married or platonic.

She wasn’t good at compromises, had high
expectations of others, and was never happy at ‘settling’ for
anything less than she wanted. She was also, according to a
psychiatrist her parents had made her see when she was a teenager,
borderline sociopathic.

She preferred to think of herself as a
realist. As a practical person. She understood the law. She
understood regulations. She just didn’t respect them. They were
overly complex and often failed to impart anything remotely
resembling justice. Wynn’s belief in justice was unshakeable, and
not reliant on whatever a judge or jury thought or said or
wanted.

She’d had to fake her way through the
psychiatric interview. She knew if she told the guy she had no
cares, concerns, regrets or doubts whatsoever about killing those
two assholes he’d just keep chipping away at her, so she’d made
some up.

She had no issue with lying if it was
useful.

And hey, she needed nourishment.

She threw the steak into the cart and moved
on.

She was considering her options in life as
she moved into the processed meat section. She wasn’t generally one
to eat processed meat but had never grown out of a fondness for hot
dogs with the works. That was probably a result of her time as a
uniform buying lunches and often dinners from street vendors.

She would have been quite content to have
worked in the eighties, or perhaps any time before that. But things
had turned sour sometime in the nineties and it didn’t seem likely
they were going to get any better any time soon. Quite the
contrary.

Her new boss was a fool, and his boss was a
moron. The department was led by a political hack with little
familiarity with life’s realities and whose only purpose in life
was to make the mayor happy.

Wynn had always had a deep and unfailing love
of justice. That had been a major part of why she’d become a cop.
But justice, aside from shooting people in the head, was growing
ever more elusive in an era where the people she arrested were
largely released without bail after processing. Not to mention
having their cases mostly dropped by a desperately woke district
attorney who thought ‘systemic racism’ was the cause of all of
life’s problems.

She didn’t care if a criminal was white,
black, brown, yellow or red. If they did bad things, they should be
punished. If the system wouldn’t punish them then what was the
point of its existence? And why was she wasting her life in it?
Aside from the money, of course. And the very occasional benefit of
getting to shoot assholes.

There were just too many rules put in place
by too many idiots. And she knew she’d have to find another
department somewhere. The problem was they were all pretty much the
same unless she went out into the boonies with the rednecks and
hicks and religious nutjobs, none of whom she got along with.

Besides, she liked living in a big city. She
was a city girl at heart, and liked the rhythm and life of the
streets. Too much quiet made her uneasy.

*

It was a short walk on long legs from the
store to her brownstone. Like many of them, it had once been a
single home occupied by a single family but had been subdivided
into several apartments. Given it had never been the home of
wealthy people, but only of ‘middle class’ types, the fact the same
class of people now lived on just one floor apiece instead of all
four amply demonstrated the declining standards of living.

There was a man sitting on the porch as she
drew near. He was a large, attractive-looking man, with broad
shoulders and a square-jawed face. He had light hair and a light
complexion and sat with his legs stretched out along the porch at
the top of the steps. He was wearing a black jacket over a t-shirt
stretched tight across what looked like a powerful chest.

She felt herself becoming more alert the
closer she drew to him. He was looking at her under hooded eyes,
and her mind quickly ran through the possibilities. Gang member?
Nope. Drug dealer? Unlikely. Homeless? Too clean cut and too
healthy. Someone she’d once arrested? She would definitely have
remembered this guy.

Crazy? Anything was possible but he didn’t
look it.

She stopped at the stairs and looked up at
him. He looked back. She paused a moment, then took the steps
slowly, one at a time, pausing on the last one to look down at him.
She was braced for any hostile movement of those massive arms and
hands, and already had her response planned.

“You lost, big guy?”

“Nope.”

She nodded slightly.

“You’re in my way,” she said.

“What makes it your way?” he asked with an
insolent grin.

Her eyes, already cold, chilled even more, as
did her voice.

“Because it’s mine.”

“Suppose I say it’s mine?”

“Then I suppose I’ll have to call a few
friends to discuss that with you.”

“What? You won’t deal with me yourself?”

“Why should I get my hands dirty? I pay taxes
for a reason, after all.”

He stood up slowly, and she felt herself
becoming even more impressed with his physique even as she
considered how she could fold him up with a sharp punch in the
groin.

He would have been looking down at her on the
same stair. As it was her head was barely up to the center of his
chest.

“Your last incident report from your
lieutenant says you tend to take physical action without first
considering the consequences,” he said.

She gave no indication she’d heard him, but
her guess about who and what he was took a sudden, radical
shift.

“That a subjective assessment by a
chair-warming supervisor,” she replied.

He nodded gravely, then smirked at her again.
“Your nickname becomes you,” he said.

“Bitch?”

He smiled broadly. “Winter. I think your eyes
are hot, actually. So is the rest of you.”

“Am I supposed to be grateful for your
judgment about my looks?”

“You should be flattered. I have high
standards.”

He waved his hands towards himself. “I can
afford to.”

He was right, if immodest, Wynn thought. A
lot of women would throw themselves at a man who looked like this
guy. She wouldn’t mind running her fingers along his chest
herself.

Instead, she moved to the side, and took a
step up, putting them on more nearly equal footing. Though even
here he was a good six inches taller. She moved toward the door and
then quickly turned. He now had the stairs behind him.

“What is it you want, blond boy?”

His smile didn’t waver.

“You.”

“Take a number.”

“I have a lot to offer.”

“I prefer quality over quantity.”

“How about both?”

He reached into his pocket and drew out a
billfold, then held it up to her. It was a Secret Service badge.
Wynn’s eyes flickered up to him and then briefly back. The badge
looked legitimate, but she couldn’t imagine what interest the
Secret Service had in her.

“And?”

“The badge is real. If you check with the
Secret Service they’ll identify me as a special agent. But I don’t
work for them.”

“That’s not very reassuring.”

“It wasn’t meant to be. You’re not a girl who
needs reassuring. It was meant to be honest. You like honesty.”

She held her cold eyes on him for a full five
seconds before replying.

“So, which one of the alphabet people do you
work for?”

“I don’t work for the government. I work for
the people who run the government.”

“That is neither enlightening nor
reassuring.”

“Let’s go up to your place and we can sit in
your bay window and discuss it while you have a nice cup of Thai
Ginger tea.”

Wynn’s eyes narrowed and his grin
widened.

“That’s a very intimidating look. But I don’t
intimidate easily.”

“Maybe you’re just too stupid to know
better.”

“IQ of 130, babe, one point above yours.”

“Intelligence doesn’t equate to wisdom.”

“If you survive in our field of work, you
better have some wisdom. Dummies don’t live long.”

She shook her head and turned around,
dismissing him as a threat as she unlocked the door and went
through. He followed, as she’d known he would, and she made no
effort to stop him. He followed her up the stairs to the second
floor, then to the third.

It had an expensive lock and a steel-core
door. She was beginning to doubt whether they’d done their job
correctly since she suspected he or someone like him had been
inside already. She unlocked the door and pushed it open, leaving
it open as he followed her inside.

Her apartment was, as always, immaculate. If
she had a family motto, if she was going to start one ‘A place for
everything and everything in its place’ would probably be it. Every
surface was spotless. There was no clutter. The furniture was
modern; black leather and deep, dark, heavy wood.

“So, you work for who? The deep state?”

“There’s no such thing as a deep state,
Winter. You know that. There are, however, people with considerable
wealth and thus influence with politicians of every denomination
and the heads of a variety of federal departments and
agencies.”

He went directly to the window and sat down
as she put her groceries on the kitchen counter.

“I’ll have a coffee,” he said as he sat back
in one of her overstuffed chairs.

She shook her head slightly and turned on the
coffee maker. She picked up the kettle, swished it around to judge
the amount of water in it, then put it down again and turned it
on.

“Do you know who runs this country,
Winter?”

“You do know that nickname is not meant as a
compliment, right?”

“Wynn means white, right?”

“Yes, not winter.”

“Winters are white.”

“So are geese. What does that matter?”

“I think Winter suits you.”

She felt the frost come to her eyes, but he
only smiled.

“See?”

“Do you usually try to annoy people?”

“It’s not a bad way to see how they
react.”

She shook her head and considered ways to
show him the door.

“So, you know who runs this country?”

“The rich?”

“Good enough descriptor. If you go back
through the decades and the public opinion polls to find out what
Americans wanted to be done in the way of new legislation or policy
changes and then graph it against what the politicians in
Washington did. Do you know what you’d find?”

“Why don’t you tell me? You’re the
storyteller.”

“You’d find that what Americans wanted,
according to the polls, had no correlation with what actually
happened. None. On the other hand, if you did a poll of just the
elites and what they wanted, you’d find that the more the elites
wanted something done, the greater the likelihood it would get
done.”

“Big surprise,” she said, putting her
groceries away.

“People think this country is a democracy.
And it is. It’s just that not everyone’s vote matters.”

“And whose vote matters? The rich?”

“Those who give money to politicians garner
influence out of all proportion to their numbers. The more you
give, the more influence you get. In the last federal election,
just four hundred families were responsible for half of all
political donations. So, when one of that group wants something
done, the politicians jump. When a lot of people in that group want
something done, it gets done.”

“Okay. So how does that relate to me and why
you’re in my apartment?”

“I’m recruiting, of course.”

“For what?”

“I work for the Century Club.”

“Who are?”

“About one hundred families, the top one
hundred – more or less. The figure rises and falls depending on the
year, and on births and deaths, and on how many decide they’re
willing to back us in exchange for our services. Basically, I work
for the hundred or so most influential people in America.”

“Doing what?”

“I solve problems.”

“By?”

“I do investigations, ask questions, find
answers, protect the people I work for and their interests. And if
that means I have to have someone arrested, then they get arrested.
And if that means someone needs to get the shit kicked out of him,
then that happens too. Occasionally it even means someone has to
get expelled from the country – or from life.”

She looked at him sharply.

“And how much of that is legal?”

“Most. But since we ultimately control all
federal agencies, one way or another, we make it legal.”

“Pass.”

“Not so fast, Wynn. What we do is protect
society from… undesirables.”

“Like poor people?”

He snorted in amusement. “The wealthy rarely
have their paths intersected by such people. And when they do the
police are very quick to act. No, mostly we protect them and their
interests from very rich people who are, often enough, criminals.
Like the drug cartels, for example. Or agents of foreign
governments.”

“The police aren’t interested in that?”

“Sure, they are but they’re a lot more
restricted in what they can do about things when the bad guys have
expensive lawyers and can work through cutouts. They need, as you
know full well, admissible evidence. Doesn’t matter how obviously
guilty someone is without that admissible evidence.”

“I’m guessing that’s not an issue for
you.”

“There’s no such thing as inadmissible
evidence to me. Nor will there be for you if you join us.”

“Why me?” she asked, folding up the bags and
putting them away. “Because I shot a couple of assholes?”

“You were recommended. And we looked into
your record and your history. Shooting people without caring about
it – and you didn’t fool that departmental shrink much - is just a
bonus.”

“Recommended by whom?”

“We don’t deal with names very much when we
talk with outsiders. Of course, you can remedy that by joining
us.”

“And I bet you have a great pension plan,”
she said sarcastically.

She came over and sat on the opposite chair,
her eyes flicking up and down.

“We do, as a matter of fact. Not to mention a
salary that’s three times what you’re getting with the NYPD.”

Her eyes widened slightly. “Three
times!?”

“To start.”

She hesitated a long moment as she looked at
him. “Why?”

“Because someone who has no money problems is
a lot harder to bribe, and a lot less likely to be tempted into
theft or disloyalty.”

“Some people would say the NYPD gets paid
pretty well. And there are all kinds of disciplinary issues with
them every single day.”

“Yeah, if they were living in Rochester or
some other low-rent city. You might’ve noticed that the cost of
living in this city is pretty high. Which means, for example, the
cops who work in Manhattan can’t afford to live there.” He nodded
his head at her and she shrugged.

“We also provide free housing.”

“Free housing?” she asked in confusion.

“The people I work for own or control a big
chunk of the real estate in this city. They own a number of very
comfortable apartments in and around New York. Tens of thousands of
them, in fact.”

“You didn’t answer about why me? You said I
was recommended by someone. Why? The shooting?”

“That did bring you to our attention. But you
have a… reputation for determination and trying to justify the
means with the end. The people we work for don’t care about the
means, but only the ends.”

“That sounds like a great job for a
psychopath.”

“You’re right. Which is why we investigate
potential recruits very carefully. We don’t want people who are
cruel, sadistic, thoughtless or have no empathy or concern for
human life. We rarely kill people unless it’s self-defense.”

“Rarely?”

“Were not hitmen, if that’s what you’re
asking. But the organization does have one or two of those across
the country. Mostly they kill drug and cartel people who don’t pay
attention to warnings.”

“Or people who know too much?”

He smiled broadly. “There are so many
conspiracy theories out there that even if you went to the media or
police or FBI with the story of how you worked for such and such a
group you wouldn’t get past the front desk. They’d label you a nut
who and throw you out.”

He turned his head towards the kitchen
counter.

“Sounds like your tea is ready,” he said.
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He followed her into the kitchen. Though,
since it was an open concept apartment, and not all that large, it
wasn’t much of a journey. When she turned around suddenly, she
wasn’t surprised to see his eyes on her ass.

He raised his eyes lazily, not
embarrassed.

“There’s also no rules against
fraternization,” he said with a grin.

“How nice for you,” she replied, making
herself a tea.

“Well, the position that’s open, happens to
be my partner,” he said.

She turned and frowned up at him. “You’re
allowed to recruit your own partner? That sounds… wrong
somehow.”

“On the contrary. It generally makes it much
less likely that you’ll get partnered with someone who you can’t
get along with, much less hate, like that guy you had a couple of
years ago when you rode in a patrol car. What was his name?
McKenzie?”

“He was always trying to get into my pants,”
she said.

“Hard to blame him. But really, he wasn’t in
your league. Whereas I expect to fully succeed where he
failed.”

She turned her head again as she stirred the
tea. “I take it your organization doesn’t have any HR policies on
sexual harassment.”

“Not a one,” he said with a broad smile.
“Nothing about diversity or equity either. We hire strictly on
merit. We’re big boys and girls, not children, and we try to make
sure the people we hire have good judgment.”

He took the coffee pot out of the machine
himself without waiting for her then opened her cupboard and took
down a coffee mug. She frowned suspiciously, wondering how he knew
where they were.

“Make yourself at home,” she said
sarcastically.

“Thanks. Don’t mind if I do.”

“I get that.”

“I looked in a lot of your case files, as
well as the various investigations into your behavior. You have a
high conviction rate for your arrests, which would be higher if you
didn’t keep running into legal obstacles. And you seem to handle
yourself well during these idiotic hearings and disciplinary
sessions. Therefore, I judge that you have good judgment. And since
I have good judgment, that’s all there is to it.”

“Nice to keep things simple,” she said,
taking a sip of her tea.

“And so, since we both have good judgment, I
judge that before very long you’ll be incapable of resisting my
manly charms and long to get your hands on my body. And since you
have good judgment, well, you probably want to throw me on the bed
and tear my shirt off even now.”

She allowed one eyebrow to rise. “Not so
much,” she said.

“That’s okay. I grow on you. Before too long
you’ll be fantasizing about me and wondering if I could possibly be
anywhere near as good as I pretend to be.”

She almost smiled at that.

“You pretend to be really good, do you?”

“It’s not a pretense, Wynn. Skill is a matter
of study and experience, after all. And you better believe I’ve got
lots of experience.”

He smiled and then took a drink from his
coffee.

“In other words, you’re a man slut.”

“All men are sluts. It’s just that most of
them don’t get many opportunities to express their sluttiness. Our
instincts call for us to jump the bones of any attractive young
woman of breeding age we come across. Unfortunately, women don’t
have the same instincts with regard to men.”

“How difficult life must be for you,” she
said dryly.

“Oh, not for me. The moment most women see me
they want me. Much like it is for you with men.”

“Modesty isn’t one of your best traits, is
it?”

“Nope. But then, women like confident men.
Which is just another reason to tear my shirt off.”

“I’m starting to think you have an ongoing
fantasy involving torn shirts,” she said.

“Sort of,” he said in amusement. “Only it
isn’t about women tearing my clothes off so much as me tearing
theirs off. I am an A-type personality, after all, an alpha male.
When it comes to me and women, there’s never any doubt which of us
is in charge.”

“Your dates must have a hard time keeping up
with the clothing bill, then.”

He shrugged in amusement. “They always have
the option to say no. But they want me too badly for that.”

“Are you hoping I might just say yes just to
see if you’re anywhere near as good in bed as your arrogance
pretends you are?”

“I prefer to think of it as being
intriguing.”

“I’m sure you do.”

He shrugged and took another sip of
coffee.

“So, you are looking for a partner
specifically who you can sleep with on the job?”

“I’m looking for a partner capable of doing
the job in a superior fashion, including brains and toughness. And
like you, I don’t see any reason to settle. Why shouldn’t I look
for a partner who checks off every single box if I can find
one?”

He jabbed his index finger lightly against
her chest above her breasts.

“If you had to choose any partner, are you
telling me you wouldn’t find one who along with every other good
feature was attractive and interesting to be with?”

“I can’t say I’ve ever thought about it. It’s
not like you get to choose your partners where I work.”

“True.”

“And I don’t even know that you’re not just
some lunatic with a story and a phony badge.”

“Call the Secret Service and ask. Or, come
with me and I’ll drive you to your new apartment in Manhattan.”

“My new apartment?”

“A condo in Midtown. It’s got a great
balcony.”

“You’re awfully confident.”

“I know you’re looking around for a new
job.”

Her eyes narrowed.

He shrugged. We don’t have any rules when it
comes to our investigations, Winter. And we have a very talented
team of hackers who will get into people’s computers without
benefit of court orders. I know you’ve been updating your resume
and talking to people through emails and texts about how
unsatisfied you are and how you’re looking for another
position.”

“You hacked my computer?!” she demanded.

“Not me personally. I also have your complete
police file. Though we didn’t have to hack that. We have a guy at
One Police Plaza who gives us those.”

She continued to glare at him.

“I told you, we’re very thorough about those
we approach. Hiring the wrong people can lead to all sorts of
difficulties. So, yes, we go through work history, go through
social media postings, go through browsing history, check out
friends, families, old boyfriends, or girlfriends. Though I should
point out that what we do is what other agencies like the Secret
Service, Homeland Security, CIA or FBI do openly. The difference
is, they get you to sign a little paper first giving them
permission.”

“And you don’t ask permission,” she said.

“There’s only one thing I ask permission for,
Winter, and that’s tearing your clothes off.”

She shook her head in something like awe.

“I’d almost like to see what you would make
of my jeans and turtleneck sweater.”

He grinned at her and made a fist as he held
his arm up by his shoulder.

“Me strong like ox, smart like…”

“Ox?” she asked dryly.

“I was trying to think of a really smart
animal.”

“That would be a chimp. I’m not sure that’s
the comparison you want to make, though.”

“Well, maybe I should use a different
simile.”

“Pigs and rats are supposed to be pretty
smart too,” she added helpfully.

“You couldn’t come up with a sexier
animal?”

“The sexy ones are often kind of dumb,” she
said.

“But fun to play with,” he said with a
grin.

“Until they start talking.”

“Once I’m in bed with them they’re too busy
screaming in pleasure to say anything coherent.”

She rolled her eyes and he set down his cup
and moved closer to her until she had to cock her head back to look
up into his eyes.

“You think I’m bragging, and I am. What you
wonder is, am I bragging truthfully.”

“I am?”

“How’d you’d like to make a little bet?”

He used his big index finger to lightly brush
the bangs back from her forehead.

“If I can’t give you the best kiss you’ve
ever had, I’ll give you all the money in my wallet.”

“How do I know you even have any money?”

He grinned. “Such a suspicious woman. I like
that about you!”

He reached for his pocket and pulled out a
wallet, then took the bills from it and spread them out on the
counter next to her. There were no less than five
one-hundred-dollar bills, several fifties, and a bunch of twenties
and tens.

“You don’t trust credit cards?”

“Let’s just say that sometimes cash brings
information quicker and easier than anything else.”

“You bribe people you question?”

“Why not? It’s not even my money. And it
loosens tongues.”

He leaned over further and lowered his
voice.

“Would you like to see how loose my tongue
is?”

“Pass.”

He grinned and stepped back. “You don’t know
what you’re missing.”

She plucked the wallet out of his hand and
examined it, pulling out several cards.

“Something I can help you with,
Detective?”

“Well, it occurred to me that if you can get
a badge for any government agency you can put any name you want on
it. So why should you use your real name?”

He grinned in amusement. “If I can get
legitimate credentials under any name, don’t you think I could do
the same for credit cards and driver’s licenses?”

She made a face and shoved the wallet back
into his stomach. The stomach didn’t give way. It was a nice, hard
stomach.

“Luke actually is my name. You’ll want to
know when you scream it out in pleasure.”

She rolled her eyes again. “You know, Luke,
there’s a point at which confidence begins to sound kind of like an
asshole.”

He moved closer and she raised her hands to
push at his chest. It was a very muscular chest.

“I love it when beautiful women talk
dirty.”

“Down, boy.”

“I double dog dare you,” he said with a
grin.

His hands moved forward and gripped her hips,
then slid slowly up her sides as he leaned in to kiss her. Wynn
considered giving him a knee in the groin or grabbing one of his
wrists and giving it a sharp twist. She was a black belt, after
all. Then again, he must know that even if he’d never mentioned it.
She was curious, though, about whether his mouth could possibly
live up to his… mouth.

His lips landed on hers like a butterfly,
surprisingly delicate for a large man who’d given every indication
he was an arrogant jock type. They pushed in a little more firmly,
lightly mouthing her lower lip, then extending up. He gave her a
soft kiss which grew into something deeper, his lips moving against
hers, becoming more insistent, more confident, more demanding.

His hands slid slowly up and down her sides
without venturing into dangerous territory. Half her mind was
focused on those hands, ready to take action if they did anything
to piss her off. But that half of her began to be distracted as the
kiss grew in depth and passion.

It actually was, surprising her, a very good
kiss. She had been mostly doing little, letting him kiss her
without responding, keeping her lips unmoving. But her competitive
side was starting to become interested, and so were… other parts of
her.

She kissed back, slowly, at first, almost
reluctantly. She didn’t want to do anything to aid his already
massive ego. But as his tongue brushed lightly across her own and
his lips moved against her, she began to feel a grudging sense of
admiration. He really was very good!

Could he possibly be this good in bed? She
had always used how good a kisser a man was to help judge whether
she wanted to go further. And if this was his audition, well, he’d
certainly passed with flying colors. She was a little irked,
though. She liked to be the one who initiated these auditions.
She’d been known to bite guys who kissed her without
permission.

She was appreciating the quality and growing
heat of his kiss so much she didn’t notice her hands sliding up and
down against his chest – not at first. The tactile feel of his warm
skin and muscle beneath the thin cotton got her attention,
though.

And as if that gave him a sense of permission
his hands slid around her, caressing her back, but stopping at the
beltline. His kiss grew more passionate, and Wynn felt her heart
starting to beat faster, her pulse quickening, and a soft thrumming
ache beginning in places down low.

She was damn well going to sleep with this
guy. He was too gorgeous to say no if he could kiss this well. Her
curiosity was roused – along with other things – about whether he
could possibly be as good in bed. And what else could he do with
his flickering, stroking tongue!?

She found herself competing with him, for she
was no virginal kisser herself, and her chest tightened as her
breasts pushed in against his chest. Her hands slid up onto his
powerful shoulders and his down onto her ass, squeezing and
kneading her soft flesh through her jeans.

This is nuts, she thought. I just
met him!

Suddenly his fingers tightened, digging into
her buttocks, and he lifted her off the floor, then sat her on the
edge of the counter. It did not escape her notice, even as the kiss
continued, that he was now between her thighs. And given his
height, well positioned to grind himself against her. That he
didn’t spoke well of him.

But her pulse rate was really picking up and
the hands he’d been using on her butt had slid up her back and into
her hair. He gathered it into a thick mass and then used it to jerk
her head – softly – to one side as his lips finally left hers.

They didn’t go far. They slid along the side
of her cheek and in under her ear, nibbling on her earlobe, then
moving down the nape of her neck.

And then she realized he’d distracted her
with that little tug on her hair, managing to pop the button on her
jeans while doing it. She felt a moment of mixed indignation and
appreciation for the skill level involved, considered pushing him
back, and discarded the thought as a breathless sense of
anticipation began to spread through her body.

“Your turtleneck is getting in my way,” he
growled as his lips slid down her neck.

“Don’t you dare!”

He snorted and suddenly pulled away from her
– briefly, peeling her sweater rapidly up her body, then pulling
firmly enough to yank her arms up as he pulled it off her.

“I knew you’d wear black,” he said with a
grin.

“Nobody likes a know-it-all!” she said,
panting, before his lips were pressed firmly against hers
again.

There was no leadup this time. His lips were
hungry and demanding, and his hands caressed her bare back, his
fingers, big, though they were, apparently quite deft and
experienced as they undid her bra. He drew back, peeling that off
her with the same certainty as he’d done with her sweater, then
all-but pushed her back so she fell back on the counter.

“Nice,” he said, drawing out the word as his
eyes lit up.

His hands slid up the front of her body,
cupping her breasts before leaning in and taking the center of her
left breast into his mouth. His fingers kneaded her breasts, the
ones on his left hand rolling and stroking her nipple as he sucked
and licked on her left.

He rose suddenly, looming over her then
falling forward like a felled tree, his lips on hers once again.
His kiss was passionate from the start, his mouth hungry against
her, pressing down insistently as his fingers twisted through her
hair.

Again, he pulled back quickly, rising, his
hands darting down to her loosened jeans and yanking them and her
panties out from under her buttocks and down her hips with one
strong pull, then up and off, popping her shoes off as he tossed
them aside.

Wynn found herself naked, draped across her
kitchen island, the granite cold against her back and buttocks. He
didn’t pause to allow her time to reconsider but quickly yanked her
thighs wider as he dropped to his knees. His big hands pressed her
thighs apart as his thumbs stroked her sex then peeled her open for
his tongue to move slowly up and down against her.

Wynn found herself marveling at how quickly
they had moved from the challenge of a kiss to her being naked
before him. He was very good at this, she thought breathlessly. And
when his tongue slid up across her clitoris, the muscles in her
lower body spasmed and she felt a deep, thrumming sense of
pleasure.

His tongue swept back and forth and up and
down, even as his big hands pinned her to the granite. His lips
moved in, sucking the swollen little button with a rhythmic sense
of hunger before sweeping his tongue up and down against it once
more.

Wynn let her eyes close as she felt her hips
rolling up against him. He was very talented with his mouth, and
her sense of arousal deepened as pleasure swept through her in
waves. She opened her eyes, raising her head to stare down the line
of her body. He seemed very intent on his work, determined and
hungry.

She lay her head back down again, drawing her
hands up to cup and knead her breasts then sliding them down onto
his head. He lay his tongue along his lower lip, using it to force
greater pressure as he licked upwards, only upwards, again and
again in a fast, powerful movement that had her shuddering and
arching her back in pleasure.

Suddenly he rose up before her once again.
His hands gripped her wrists, and he pulled her physically upright
into a sitting position, then abandoned them to kiss her
ferociously, before backing up again and pulling her off the
counter and onto her feet.

Wynn had no idea what he was doing until he
roughly spun her around and bent her over the counter. She gasped
as her soft breasts pillowed out against the cool granite below and
spread her legs for him. But that was not his intent. He turned
away momentarily, and she heard him opening a drawer. She started
to rise only to feel his heavy hand on her back pressing her back
down again.

He grasped her wrists and yank them back
behind her, crossing them there, then before she realized his
intention, he had surrounded her wrists with the loop of rough
twine and jerked it closed.

She gasped in confusion. “What…?”

He rapidly looped the twine around and around
again before she could resist.

“Wh-What are you doing!?” she gasped.

“That should be obvious to a detective,” he
said in amusement.

A moment later she yelped as he slapped her
bottom sharply then gripped her legs and lifted her, turning her in
one motion to drop her back onto the counter on her back again,
only this time mostly on her arms.

“Your hands were getting in my way,” he said
as he dropped to his knees before her once again.

“A-Are you crazy?!”

“Nope. Just kinky.”

His tongue attacked her clitoris, and Wynn,
now laying helplessly on her own bound wrists, had to decide
whether she was going to continue to protest. The pleasure churning
through her lower belly decided for her and she shuddered again,
dropping her head back to the counter.

She felt one of his large fingers pushing
into her, penetrating her, the pad of his finger rubbing up and
down along the front wall of her sex, then joined by a second. His
tongue licked strongly at her as his fingers rubbed and pressed in
from behind and the pleasure pulsed more and more intensely within
her body.

She had virtually no time to consider just
how much he had learned while hacking her computer, just how many
dark secrets she told almost no one he had been given access to.
Then the heat within her spiraled upwards and her mind melted,
casting aside all cares and concerns as she gave herself to the
passion filling her body.

He stopped again, bursting upward, his
fingers sliding out of her as he jerked his pants down. His cock
emerged hard, circumcised, the head red and hungry, and she moaned
as she felt the shaft rubbing firmly up and down against her
sex.

He lifted her ankles up over his shoulders
then bent forward, gripping her hair, ignoring her cry of pain as
he forced her head up, made her look at him, made her look at the
thick girth of his cock as it way along her abdomen.

“Think you got the room, baby? That’s how
deep it’s going to go.”

Wynn felt another rush, a flood of sensation
and wordless emotion, heat, and excitement as she saw the thick
length of him laying along her abdomen. She watched him as he took
himself in hand and pressed the head against her slick, overheated
opening, then felt the pressure as she watched him slowly pushing
forward into her body.

Her scalp ached for he had gathered up her
hair and was using it to hold her head forward, but she didn’t even
think of protesting as she stared at the thick cock pushing into
her with a sense of awe and dark excitement. She felt stretched
wide around it, stretched deliciously wide, just to the point of
aching as he pushed deeper.

He laid her head back rather than simply
releasing her hair then tossed her hair down so it spilled across
her face. His big hand dropped down to encircle her neck, then
tightened as she gasped.

“I own you, baby,” he growled in his deep
voice.

His hips began working in and out, and every
forward stroke drove his cock deeper into her trembling body.

“I even control the air that you breathe,” he
said in a soft, deep growl.

She had a moment of clarity to realize he
most certainly had delved deep into her computer. She felt a brief
sense of cringing embarrassment and anger which was swept away as
she thrilled to the dark excitement spilling through her mind.

Her head was starting to pound and her chest
to burn as he kept his hand tightly locked around her neck. His
cock moved in and out, thick and hard, always deeper until she
marveled that there could possibly be more of it remaining.

He abandoned her neck, seizing her hair
again, jerking abruptly to one side as he dropped his upper body
down atop her. Her legs were forced back against her own body as
she gulped in air while he chewed and sucked and kissed his way
along the nape of her neck.

Then his cock drove that final inch and she
cried out in dazed pleasure and pain as his hips pressed firmly
against her upraised buttocks. He filled her to overflowing and yet
the muscles in her lower belly spasmed to drive her up even harder
against him, to somehow take him even deeper.

He ground himself against her, his stiff cock
shifting within her lower belly. Then he rose up and back once
more, gripping her legs behind the knees to shove them down once
more as he started to thrust in earnest.

His hips moved hard and fast now, his cock
punching deep inside her with every stroke as his hips slapped
against her buttocks.

Wynn closed her eyes, moaning low in her
throat, chest heaving as her body filled with sexual pressure and
need. Her back arched amd her head jerked from side to side as the
steady, powerful pounding continued. She felt her thinking self
losing control, fading away, surrendering to instinct and heat.

His hand came down around her neck once more,
and she gurgled, eyes opening as she stared up at him, unable to
breathe.

“Tell me you’re my bitch, baby,” he
growled.

Her eyes were glassy, and she opened and
closed her mouth soundlessly, airless as his big hand squeezed a
little more firmly.

He released her neck and slapped her face,
sending her head jerking to one side. He gripped her hair and
jerked it back to make her cry out in pain.

“Tell me you’re my bitch!” he demanded.

He slapped her face on the other side, then
dropped his hand around her neck once more as he leaned forward,
pushing her legs back while his hip slapped against her with
machinelike precision.

“Tell me you’re my bitch,” he said in a low
growl.

He loosened his fingers then crushed her lips
with his, before drawing back again.

“Say it.”

His hand slapped her face lightly on one
cheek then the other.

“I… I-I’m your bitch!” she gasped.

He straightened up, and she felt his big
thumb drop down between her thighs. It stroked roughly back and
forth across her swollen little button and she cried out in
helpless pleasure, her hips bucking up violently, her back arching
as she twisted and writhed before him.

His other hand circled her neck once more as
her glazed eyes stared up at him while he drove his big cock into
her with remorseless determination.

“Tell me you’re my slut. Say it!”

She gulped in air as he loosened his fingers
then moaned as he slapped one cheek then the other.

“Say it, slut.”

“I… I’m y-your slut!” she gasped in a choked
voice.

His thumb worked faster and harder against
her as he thrust deep, her entire body shuddering under the heavy
blows of his hips. The orgasm exploded within her, and her body
writhed and bucked violently as her muscles spasmed
uncontrollably.

Her head felt ready to explode until he
released his grip on her neck and then she cried out in helpless,
dazed pleasure as the intensity of the orgasm swamped her mind and
senses. His hand dropped onto her breast, roughly squeezing it as
the fingers of his other hand continued to stroke rapidly across
her clitoris.

Only when her violent motions eased and she
lay back, chest heaving did he stop. He let her legs fall off his
shoulders to either side, his cock sliding out of her as he leaned
in to suck and lick and lightly chew on each nipple in turn.

“Hot little slut!” he growled.
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He dropped back down onto his knees before
her, his big hands spreading her legs wide once more, so wide the
tendons in her inner thighs ached. He kissed lightly along her
thighs and then back onto her sex, plunging his tongue in and out
of her before sweeping it up across her clitoris.

Her mind fit itself slowly back together as
her chest heaved.

“B- Bastard!” she gasped.

That was not for what he had just done but
what he had done before he had met her. He had read her book. An
erotic novel she had been writing on and off over the months
whenever the fancy took her.

In fact, everything he had done so far was
straight from her novel, including the breath play, slapping her
cheeks, and making her say she was his bitch, his slut.

What he probably didn’t understand was that
when she had written that novel, she wasn’t envisioning herself as
a female character, but as the male. She had tried to put her mind
into the mind of a man and do what such a man would be excited at
doing.

Nor had she used herself as a template for
the female character. She had been based on a number of people she
knew, only partly including herself. She was more than a little
surprised at just how incredibly intense the sex had been for her,
though. He really was as good as his bragging.

His tongue started in on her sex once again
and she groaned, her muscles spasming, her clitoris hypersensitive
now. He pushed three fingers deep inside her and she shuddered as
he licked faster at her.

The scene he was acting out was one where her
character, Sean, had been determined to treat his female partner to
such a heady experience that it would serve as the opening move in
his effort to make her submit to him in a domination and submission
role.

The more pleasure he gave her, he had
reasoned, especially while she was tied up and helpless, the more
aroused she would become in future when she was tied up and
helpless. And the more she would want to be tied up and
helpless.

In real life, Wynn rarely ever indulged in
that kind of thing, not trusting most of her partners nearly enough
to surrender her will to them in case they did something she didn’t
want. Not that she was particularly afraid of violence, of course.
But guys had been trying to get naked pictures, or better yet,
videos of her since she was much younger, and tying her up would
certainly be a way to let them do that.

She did not particularly trust men.

And yet now she found herself helpless and
bound, laying before him like a sacrifice on an altar, and unable
to do anything to resist his every whim. Not that she particularly
wanted to at the moment. Her body was still aglow with the
aftereffects of that incredible orgasm. And already her insides
were heating up again as his tongue and fingers sent jolts of
pleasure crackling through her body like sexual electricity.

Her head rolled weakly, and she moaned, her
hips grinding her pussy up against his fingers and flickering
tongue. His big fingers drove deep inside her, twisting and turning
as they moved in and out. Her mind and body both squirmed beneath
him and she felt herself about to lose control of herself for a
second time.

Suddenly he rose up, gripping her arms and
lifting her into a seated position then lifting her entirely up and
across his shoulder, her head and shoulders falling downward as he
clasped her legs to his chest, turned, and headed for the bedroom.
The blood rushed to her head as she stared at his back, part of her
realizing this too was from the book before he swung her up and
back to fall heavily onto the bed.

He quickly rolled her onto her belly and
lifted her hips high then slapped her bottom sharply.

“Spread your legs, slut,” he barked.

Wynn yelped in protest and pain even as she
shifted her knees apart. She felt his hands on her waist jerking
back, folding her belly tightly in against her thighs.

Then his cock pressed against her, forcing
itself inside and then plunging deep as she cried out in pain and
pleasure both.

He ground himself against her, then leaned
forward, combing his fingers through her hair, drawing it back
behind her and wrapping it around his fist. They pulled up and back
and she cried out as her face, which had been pressed into the
mattress, suddenly was jerked up and back. A moment later his hand
slapped her bottom sharply as he started to thrust hard and
fast.

“God!” she gasped.

“I’m glad you’re impressed, slut,” he
growled.

He slapped her bottom again and she
yelped.

His cock was punching deep, his hip slapping
against her buttocks as he rode her.

Wynn’s wrists jerked fitfully against the
cords binding them together, and she felt a sense of awe and wonder
that she had fallen into her own book as he shifted his hips from
side to side, shifting the angles of his strokes.

A wild and growing thrill of excitement,
passion, and intoxicating heat drove all thought from her mind and
reduced her to animal instincts as old as time. She gasped and
groaned and cried out at every thrust, her eyes glazed over once
more as the sexual pressure built up within her.

He was using her roughly, and she was
helpless to either protest or stop him. She was too overwhelmed by
the passion and need, wallowing in the deep, full thrust of every
stroke as a sexual fever heat threatened to melt her brain.

Her breathing was ragged, her cries nothing
but instinct as he used her body, riding her like a bull so that
the entire bed shook beneath them. He dropped her head back to the
bed, gripping her hips with both hands as he drove himself even
harder and faster into her body.

Another orgasm hit her, and she cried out
again and again, her head thrashing and twisting against the bed as
he continued his relentless pounding. A frothing white wave of
liquid heat poured through her body, drowning her mind in pleasure
and melting her inhibitions as well as her higher orders of
thinking.

She was intoxicated by the heat and hunger
and passion, and even the orgasm could not give her satisfaction
from it. Not with his hips slapping relentlessly violently against
her, and his big hands jerking her back with every stroke. It felt
like she was trapped, bound in place while a machine hammered
itself against her.

His big cock was churning her belly into
mush, and overheated mush at that.

Her hair was caught in his fist once more as
he pulled her head up and back. Then he kept pulling, ignoring her
cries as he gripped her arm and pulled her upright before him. His
thrusts softened even as he closed his left hand around her neck to
pull her head back against his chest.

His right hand swept around to the front of
her body, roughly squeezing her breasts then dropped down between
her legs, his fingers lightly brushing against her clitoris.

“Tell me you’re my slut,” he ordered.

Wynn moaned dazedly as he closed his fingers
around her neck.

“Tell me you’re my slut, baby. Let me hear
you scream it.”

She moaned in denial, but then his fingers
began rubbing harder and the muscles in her hips began
spasming.

“Say it, baby. Tell me you’re my slut,” he
ordered.

This is in the book again, she
remembered. And if she said it he would rub harder and faster and
bring her again. At least, that was how she’d written it.

And she wanted that orgasm, wanted it
desperately.

“I’m your slut!” she gasped.

He rubbed harder and faster, and she twisted
and writhed and cried out again and again, her hips rolling
frantically back at him as another orgasm swept over her.

He released her and she fell forward onto her
face, gulping in air and trembling as he pounded against her, and
his own breaths became ragged and harsh. Then he abruptly stopped,
groaning as he collapsed over her.

“Baby, you have one talented pussy. It
squeezes down like a vice when you come.”

He slapped her bottom sharply and then rolled
out of bed as she yelped in pain and fell over on her side.

“I think I need a drink,” he said.

As he walked out of the room, he looked over
his shoulder at her.

“Unlike your present job, our employers don’t
care if we drink on the job. As long as we get shit done.”

Wynn groaned and rolled onto her back, her
chest still heaving as she sought to get her breath back. Her mind
swam up out of the murky depths of the dark heat which had gripped
it and then immediately began thinking about what else was in that
damn book she had been writing. She hadn’t written anything in
months, after all.

She cursed as she tried to pull her hands
free of the cord then sat up and swung her legs over the side of
the bed. She tried to get up and fell back onto the bed, laying
there groaning for a moment before sitting up again and standing
unsteadily on her feet.

She turned her head and examined herself in
the mirror and shook her head again. Her hair was a tangled mess,
her face flushed, and it looked like… She moved closer to the
mirror then cursed softly as she confirmed that there was a bite
mark on her breast.

There was no question Luke had been damn
good, and very probably the best she’d ever had. But she still
resented being treated like that, being manhandled and pounded.
What confused her was why it had been so wildly exciting and
wild.

In her line of work, Wynn had always had to
prove she was as good as the boys. And that carried over into her
private life. Sex with her was never something she simply allowed
the guy to do to her. It wasn’t exactly competition, but she
certainly expected them to be impressed with how good she was in
bed.

Of course, part of the reason why she didn’t
simply let them do what they wanted was because most of them only
wanted to fuck her and then do something else. Luke was the first
guy she’d discovered who was actually pretty good at oral sex.
Giving it, that is.

Still, he’d invaded her privacy! He’d poked
around on her computer (and thank God she didn’t keep any nudes on
there) and found things she hadn’t even told her friends about. And
then he’d basically used it as a template for how to treat her in
bed. Worse, if he thought she identified with the submissive
character in her novel he probably thought he could push her around
anytime he wanted to.

Wynn had spent much of her life fighting
against that sort of girly image! Even as a girl she had put more
than a few guys' faces into the dirt when they had taken her for
granted.

She turned her back to the mirror and looked
at the twine which was bound tightly around her wrists half a dozen
times, her eyes narrowing. Trying to pull against it simply dug the
thin twine painfully into her soft wrists.

That meant she would have to go out there
like she was, and he was still fully clothed. The bastard. Bracing
herself, she marched out the door, and then up a short hall into
the front area where the kitchen, living room, and dining room
were. He had already poured himself a beer and was sitting back on
her sofa with the remote control to the TV in his hand! Talk about
gall! No one would ever accuse this guy of being shy or modest.

She went into the kitchen, ignoring him as
she backed against her utensil drawer and pulled it out, then
maneuvered her hands in to get hold of a knife. She was damned if
she was going ask him to untie, her, after all!

She managed to snag the knife, but before she
could try to maneuver it up against the twine he sprang up and
quickly crossed the short distance to her, taking it away.

“Na, na, babe. I like you the way you are for
now.”

“Luke!”

“Come kneel over here. We have to discuss
your future.”

“After I get untied and dressed,” she said
sternly.

“Why would you bother to get dressed? We’re
not finished, after all. I still want to make you scream. I mean,
you were making a lot of noise in there, but that’s not good enough
for me.”

His big hand on her arm led her around the
kitchen island and then across the floor to where he’d been
sitting. Then it abruptly pushed her down onto her knees on the
floor in front of it.

“Would you stop!?” she exclaimed. “I am not
the character in that damn book you found!”

“According to our psychiatrist -.”

“What!? Your what?!”

“I told you that we are extremely careful
about who we select. You think it’s surprising that we had a
psychiatrist examine your records and everything else we could find
out about you to get an idea of your emotional stability and likely
behavior?”

“You can’t psychoanalyze someone based on the
character they wrote about in a book!” she exclaimed.

“Sometimes you can. It’s an imperfect
science, granted. But a woman who writes erotic scenes about a
woman being tied up and dominated by a man most certainly has some
dark fantasies along those lines. If she didn’t, she wouldn’t write
scenes like that.”

“I was writing for what the market buys!” she
exclaimed.

“Perhaps, but you wrote some good stuff
there. And based on your reaction so far, I can’t say that you are
exactly indifferent to that sort of thing. Which is good, because
I’m a bit kinky myself.”

“I am not kinky!”

“Okay then, prove it.”

“How am I supposed to do that?!”

“Simple enough. Don’t get excited by doing
the kinds of things your character did in the book. Which means,
you kneel there, with your legs spread nicely, and feel completely
indifferent to that.”

“How am I supposed to be indifferent to
kneeling like that?!”

“Okay, then just be self-conscious and
uncomfortable about it. But don’t find it the least bit sexy or
exciting.”

She scowled at him.

“Go on, spread your legs. It’s not like I
haven’t seen everything up close and personal.”

He was certainly right there. And her
self-esteem had already taken enough jarring blows without being
seen as some kind of shy little girl. So, resentfully, she shifted
her knees wider apart.

“Wide, baby girl.”

“Don’t call me that!”

“Would you like a spanking… Winter?”

She remembered suddenly that the character in
her book got very turned on by being spanked. She absolutely did
not want to be spanked! So, she shifted her knees wider, her face
flushing a little as he looked down at her.

“You have a lovely neck, but I bet it would
look even better with a nice collar around it.”

“Well, too bad that I don’t have any collars.
Maybe if I was really into this stuff I would.”

“Our shrink says that a beautiful woman who
has to put up a kind of asexual front in front of men all the time
sometimes longs deep down inside her to be treated very much like a
sex object.”

“If you think the people I work with and run
into every day don’t already treat me like a sex object you don’t
know much about the NYPD.”

“You have beautiful breasts. Do you know
that? Do they tell you that at work?”

She glowered at him. Of course, they didn’t
say that. For one thing, she wore a bulletproof vest that tended to
flatten things down.

“And unless I miss my guess, that beautiful
pussy of yours has had laser hair removal done.”

She felt her face flush again. Not because he
was looking at her pussy. As he’d pointed out he’d already gotten a
pretty close look at it earlier, but the inference she had done a
girly thing out of some narcissistic desire to look hot.

“I was getting my legs done just to save time
every day, and they suggested going up a little higher for almost
nothing extra,” she said defensively.

“A practical girl,” he said.

But he said it in a way that she half
expected him to reach over and pat her on the head. Her resentment
flared again.

“Listen, Winter, the reason why we selected
you had nothing to do with your looks or how hot you might be in
bed. At least not initially. All the original candidates had
several qualities in common. They were tough, practical,
justice-oriented, stable, and very smart. That is the group you
were put into.”

Now he was stroking her ego, and it was
working.

“After that, secondary issues sprang up, like
who was married and who was free. We prefer people who aren’t
attached. Then came a variety of other things like how likely
someone was to be willing to leave their present employment. That
you are one incredibly hot, sexy babe was the least of your
qualifications.”

He slipped off the sofa and onto his knees in
front of her, his hand pushing in against her inner thigh and
forcing her legs wider apart as his other hand gripped her hair and
pulled her head roughly back so that she gasped in pain.

Before she could complain, though, his lips
were on hers, and she quickly found herself lost in the hunger and
passion of his talented mouth.

His right hand cupped and kneaded her breast
then dropped down between her legs, his fingers stroking across her
clitoris.

Wynn felt her pulse rate picking up quickly
as her chest tightened and a low, heavy thrum of energy grew down
low in her belly. This bastard had very talented hands!

He pulled his lips back from hers, and his
dark eyes bored into her green ones.

“Tell me you’re my bitch, baby.”

“Not a fucking chance,” she gulped.

He grinned in amusement, then, still gripping
her hair, he gripped her arm as he rose up and sat back down on her
sofa, pulling her with him so that she half fell across his
lap.

She realized his intent almost immediately,
but not in time to say anything before his hand came down with a
loud, sharp crack of noise accompanied by her squeal of pain.

“Ahh! Luke!” she yelped.

His hand caressed her buttocks for a moment
then slid in between her thighs. His big thumb moved up and down
along the soft line of her sex and then pushed into her. His
fingers curled up and began to stroke likely across her clitoris as
his thumb buried itself inside her and pressed down from the inside
to rub against the front wall of her sex.

“This is the way I want to do every job
interview with prospective employees,” he said, “well, those that
look like you, anyway.”

“Not interested!” she gasped
breathlessly.

“Which agency would you like to have a badge
for? FBI? CIA? DEA?”

“F U!” she moaned.

“That’s not being very polite to your
boss.”

His thumb pulled free of her and then slapped
down sharply across her softly rounded flesh again before returning
to her sex.

“Of course, the job comes with a great
pension plan, better benefits than the NYPD, and you get to travel
a lot more, first class all the way. California, Mexico, Europe.
The skies the limit. Ever ridden on a private jet, baby?”

His thumb was doing a peculiar dance against
the front wall of her pussy. It was rubbing from side to side and
up and down and in and out, practically all at the same time. His
fingers felt slick and warm as they stroked her clitoris.

“Of course, you have to be able to take
orders from your superiors.”

His left hand slid in underneath her and
roughly fondled her breasts and then he gave her another sharp slap
on the bottom with his right before resuming stroking her
clitoris.

“That’s me.”

However much she was irritated by his
arrogance, there was absolutely no doubting his skill with his
fingers. It was all Wynn could do to keep her hips from rolling up
and back eagerly against them.

“You can be my padawan.”

“Oh, God, don’t tell me you’re a Star Wars
geek!”

“What’s wrong with that? Your second to last
boyfriend was one.”

“I know!”

He laughed and then used his powerful arms to
casually flip her over onto her belly and pulled her up onto a
seated position, or at least one where she was sprawled sideways
across his lap. He gripped her hair again to force her head back
and she gasped as he leaned in and started sucking and licking and
chewing at her breasts and nipples.

Meanwhile, his other hand dropped between her
thighs and resumed stroking her clitoris while dipping in and out
of the mouth of her sex.

Wynn tried to hold her body stiff and
unflinching but as the heat rose within her she felt her willpower
melting away along with her body’s stiffness. He roughly shifted
her off his lap and onto her knees on the floor again, filling his
big fist with her hair as he stood up before her.

He opened his pants and jerked them down and
she got her first close-up look at his cock. Already feeling more
than a little overheated her eyes locked onto it with a sense of
appreciation. It was a very impressive-looking cock!

And he pushed it immediately into her open
mouth.

“Let’s show me what you got, baby.”

She felt another flare of resentment at that
term. But she knew what kind of reviews her oral skills had gotten
and was fully confident she was his match in this area if not
others. She started to bob up and down, sucking rhythmically as her
tongue swept back and forth along the underside of his head.

The problem was, she quickly realized, she’d
never done this without using her hands before. Not to mention he
had such a firm grip on her hair that her movements were limited.
She had mastered deep-throating years ago, but she felt a sense of
doubt about whether she could accomplish that with a cock as thick
as his.

As it turned out, though, he didn’t wait on
her. His powerful hand pulled on her hair, his other hand behind
her head as he drove his cock forward and into her throat. Any urge
to pull back was thwarted by the power of the hand behind her head
as he drove inch after inch of cock between her lips, along her
tongue, and then deep into her throat.

“Fuck! That feels fantastic!” he groaned.

Her lips were wrapped tightly around the base
of his shaft as he held her firmly against him for long seconds.
Then he pulled slowly back as she fought not to choke her gag. Her
throat ached, but she had a sense of satisfaction that she had
taken him all the way.

Her eyes became slightly cross-eyed as she
watched his slick, gleaming shaft appearing inch by inch until the
head popped free of her throat and she was able to gulp in deep
lungsful of air.

He pulled his cock up and back against his
abdomen and she did not hesitate as he pulled her forward, opening
her mouth and kissing, licking, and then sucking his balls into it
as he groaned in pleasure. She drew back and then licked her way up
his cock, silently admiring it again as she reached the head.

He jerked back on her hair again, then, and
pushed his cock into her open mouth once more. She gurgled weakly
as he pushed himself down her throat, and a long, thick shaft slid
in relentlessly until he was once again buried in her mouth and
throat.

He didn’t stay that way, this time, drawing
back, then pushing forward. He drew back and pushed forward again,
and again, slowly fucking her mouth and throat as he held her
firmly in position before him as her eyes began to glaze over.

He drew back, leaving her gasping for breath,
then stepped aside, jerking forward on her hair so that she cried
out in pain as she was sent sprawling forward across the sofa. He
dropped to his knees behind her, slapping her bottom sharply and
jerking her legs apart before rubbing his spit-wet cock against her
swollen sex.

“Now I’m going to fuck your brains out,
bitch,” he said.

He thrust himself home inside her, then
gripped her hair and yanked back as he began to do just that. He
was single-minded and implacable as he drove himself into her with
hard, powerful strokes, his hips working steadily, beating out a
rhythm against her buttocks as his cock drove deep inside her again
and again.

He shifted his hips from side to side, now
gripping her hips to jerk her back against him, now yanking on her
hair as he leaned in to chew and suck and kiss his way along the
nape of her neck.

Wynn once again felt that sense of
helplessness, that sense that she had no control over what was
happening and could only endure it. The dark heat swept through
her, beating down her inhibitions, pushing aside all her thoughts
and anxieties, reducing her once again to a creature of instinct,
responding only to pleasure and need.

The pleasure which began to assail her was
not far removed from some of the orgasms she’d had in her life. And
yet it caught at her body and mind and would not relent. An animal
hunger spread through her. And as he rode her, she sank into a
glassy-eyed, overheated stupor, intoxicated by the pleasure
coursing through her.

So good, she thought dazedly, soooo
good!

Yes! Yes! Yes! Fuck me! Fuck me harder!

She thought the words, but kept herself from
yelling them aloud, if only barely.

The climax shattered her mind and she cried
out again and again, ramming himself back against his thrusting
cock as the heat and ecstasy rampaged through her body and mind.
Yet still he rode her, pounding against her, yanking on her hair
and slapping her bottom, roughly using her body like a wild animal,
and her body responded with animalistic passion and pleasure.

The orgasm rolled her mind, leaving her
feeling battered and overwhelmed, yet still burning with need and
want. He continued to pound her, to ride her, his big cock spearing
her until her cries of pleasure became animal howls as she lost
control of herself.
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Wynn was of two minds about the sex with
Luke. On the one hand, it had been undeniably fantastic. On the
other hand, enjoying it, much less wanting more, grated on her
nerves. It was diametrically opposed to everything she’d ever tried
to be and her own carefully constructed and maintained image at
work.

As for his offer of a job, it was tempting on
several levels. The money would be fantastic, even if not
accompanied by a nice condo in Manhattan. But she just couldn’t get
over her belief the whole thing was very dodgy and likely to find
her unemployed in a month or a year without anything she could put
on her resume. That was if it didn’t get her arrested first.

And yet just a few days later she got a
registered letter on Homeland Security letterhead congratulating
her on being accepted. It was accompanied by a whole packet of
forms to fill out that was similar to the one she had gone through
when joining the NYPD. One of them was for the transfer of eligible
pension amounts from other law enforcement agencies.

She ignored it, mostly.

A few days later she got another registered
mail. This one contained a very nice-looking billfold and a badge
for Homeland Security along with an ID card with the name Winter
Nielson and her picture on it. It looked awfully realistic, but
what did she know?

Along with the badge was another letter on
Homeland Security letterhead telling her she had an appointment
with her new supervisor, Luke McDonald, head of Special Projects.
She was to go, show her badge, and simply take the elevator up to
the twelfth floor.

She was partly annoyed and partly bemused by
all this. If it was all real… then this guy and the people behind
him certainly had to have an awful lot of pull. The address they
gave was the address for the Secret Service. She’d been there once
before. Had they really been able to set him up with an office
there as if he was a real Special Agent?

Did that mean this badge and these forms were
real? That made no sense to her. She had never even applied, much
less gone through their training courses. But she didn’t live all
that far away, so she decided to go down there and see how much of
this false front they were able to maintain.

But she wasn’t about to risk presenting a
fake badge, or at least one she strongly suspected was in some way
false to gain entry into a Secret Service field office. Her NYPD
badge got her into the building easily enough, and when she went up
to the twelfth floor she presented it again at the reception
desk.

They wouldn’t let her in without an escort,
and after a couple of minutes Luke showed up, shaking his head as
he looked at her and nodding at her to follow him.

“You spoiled my plan to be sitting behind my
nice big desk when you were shown into the office,” he said over
his shoulder.

“I wasn’t about to present a phony badge at a
Secret Service office.”

“I keep telling you, Wynn, it’s real, and
issued from by Homeland Security. All the paperwork is real,
too.”

He had an actual office set up complete with
his name on the door and she followed him inside.

“These people never question who you
are?”

“Why would they?”

“Because I have a feeling they have all kinds
of common touchstones like what their training was like, and the
place where they trained, and other field offices they worked in,
other assignments they’ve had, people they know, previous
supervisors. Any NYPD cop would spot a phony cop before long. Any
suspicion and they’d contact people they know in precincts the
phony cop says he’d been in.”

“You are a very bright girl,” he said
approvingly, “and a careful one. I like that in a sex slave.”

“In your dreams,” she replied.

He propped himself on the edge of his desk
and she stopped, folding her arms across her chest as she looked
around at the comfortable office.

“I spend almost no time in this office. And
if you ask people around this office what I do, they would tell you
I’m here doing a special project from the Washington office.
Sometimes, problem agents are put on what the agency calls special
projects. They’re basically administrative tasks which are
mind-numbingly boring and designed to encourage the agent to resign
because he’s pissed off some important people but hasn’t
technically violated policy to the degree he can be released.”

“And so nobody wants to have anything to do
with you.”

He winked and pointed his finger at her.
“Bingo. Plus, of course, I’m bad-tempered and surly so that gives
people even less reason to want to talk to me.”

“Very clever. And I suppose I’m supposed to
be somehow attached to your special project, as well?”

“If anyone asks. And you can be just as surly
as you want. And if anyone inquires more deeply, like men who want
to show their sympathy for a pretty girl in hopes of charming her
out of her panties, you can mention a few of those incidents you’ve
been involved in with your superiors and just pretend they were
Secret Service.”

“I don’t really need advice on how to make
guys trying to hit on me go away.”

“I suppose you do have a lot of experience,
at that. Did you bring your forms?”

“I haven’t filled out anything, yet.”

“Well get it done. We want you to transfer
your pension over and officially become a member of the team, after
all.”

“Have you forgotten I turned you down?”

“As I said, you’re a careful girl. You don’t
want to give up your NYPD job for the mere possibility of a
long-term job here. So my job is to assure you that it’s all very
real and unless you screw up by the numbers you’ll have a job for
life.

“And by the way, once you fill out those
forms, you’ll find there’s almost nothing else you need to fill out
as an employee with us. Unlike your present occupation, we don’t
require every single thing you do to be carefully detailed and
documented so that lawyers can go over it later.”

“I can see where you wouldn’t want some of
that written down,” she said dryly.

“We try not to involve lawyers in what we do.
Our lawyers are here to give us advice. Generally, when we want
someone arrested, we have someone else do it.”

“Like real federal agents?”

“Or real cops. Who can be named, and testify
in court. That saves us for the important stuff.”

“The illegal stuff.”

“It’s not illegal unless a judge says it
is.”

She made a face and he sighed and got up and
moved around behind the desk and opened a drawer. He reached in and
pulled something out then tossed it to her and she caught it
automatically. It was a packet of hundred-dollar bills.

“Here you go. Spending money.”

Her eyes widened. “Are you crazy!?”

“Like I said, it’s better if we don’t use
cards sometimes, especially when we’re trying to get information on
the people.”

“This is ten thousand dollars,” she said.

“So?”

She frowned and examined the bills carefully,
pulling one out and holding it up to the light.

“You really aren’t very trusting,” he said
admiringly.

She frowned as she looked past the bill in
her hand towards the corridor outside. His office had a large
window looking out at the hall, only she had been sure that when
they approached the office the window was almost completely opaque.
It wasn’t from this side.

She opened the door and stepped outside to
confirm and then stepped back inside again to look at the
window.

“It’s a one-way glass,” he said.

He flicked off the overhead light in the
office and when she stepped into the corridor again she saw that
instead of mostly opaque it became completely opaque from the
outside.

She went back inside and closed the door.

“Is there any particular reason you have that
as your window?”

“It’s useful if you don’t want anyone to see
who is inside here or what they’re doing. For private meetings and
the like.”

He grinned and stepped closer, his hand
sliding around her waist.

“Of course, it also means no one can see you
if you have a friend over for a little bit of mid-day exercise and
entertainment.”

“I am not your friend,” she said, putting her
hands against his chest to push him back.

“But you will be once we start working
together.”

“I haven’t decided yet.”

He beamed at her. “That’s a far cry from
no.”

It was, she admitted to herself. He was doing
a decent job of reassuring her that this was the real thing.

He shrugged off his blazer, removed his tie,
and unbuttoned his shirt.

“And just what do you think you’re doing?”
she demanded.

He stripped to the waist and then grinned at
her, flexing muscles before her eyes.

“What do you think, babe?”

“I think you’re an extraordinarily
egotistical man.”

And a gorgeous one, she thought
silently. He had a fantastic body. She hadn’t even got to see it
the other day, but now it was pretty hard to take her eyes off. His
chest and arms were every bit as powerful as she had thought, and
his stomach was every bit as flat. She could make out well-defined
pectoral muscles, and though he didn’t have washboard abs, he
wasn’t far from it

She glanced over her shoulders at the window
into the corridor.

“They can’t see a thing,” he said.

He moved closer to her and she backed up
until her back hit the door. Then she raised her hands up to fend
him off. Only this time her fingers hit soft, warm flesh directly
and that was immediately distracting.

“You can’t resist me, beautiful,” he said
with a grin.

With the memories of the previous day filling
her mind and the sight of his muscular body filling her eyes, Wynn
began to wonder if he wasn’t right. Because she could immediately
feel a powerful surge of excitement and sexual energy rising within
her.

He gripped her wrists but didn’t try to pull
them away. Instead, he slid her own hands up and down against his
chest and then down over his belly.

“Ever have sex in a federal office building,
baby?”

“You really are out of your mind,” she
gulped.

Now he lifted her wrists up and pressed them
back against the door above her head as he leaned in and crushed
her lips with his.

Wynn hesitated to kiss back even as she felt
her pulse racing and the warm, thrumming sense of hunger between
her legs. She had to at least put up at least an image of
resisting! At least a little!

She turned her head aside, pulling her lips
away from his and he chuckled low in is throat, drawing her wrist
together above her head and then pinning them there in one big
hand. His other hand slipped in around her neck, fingers, and thumb
pushing up against the side of her head to hold her forcefully in
place as he kissed her once again.

Wynn immediately felt a dark jolt of
excitement sweep through her and she moaned into his open mouth,
twisting and pulling against his grip while his lips melted her
resistance and inhibitions.

He dropped his hand from her neck, quickly
undoing her pants and jamming his fingers down inside. The pressure
forced them wider as his fingers pushed in through the front of her
thong and found her tight, neat sex. The contact of his fingers
against her already throbbing little button made her hips spasm as
her body flared with heat and need.

She kissed back hungrily, her tongue and his
twisting and writhing together as his lips moved against her. Her
pants slid down around her knees as his big hand overflowed the
slender crotch of her thong. Her body began grinding excitedly
against his fingers as a dark thrill roused her to a feverish state
in record time.

This is fucking insane! she thought
excitedly.

His hands rose and gripped her blouse,
peeling it up over her head and off, then he grabbed her wrists
again as they slid up and down his chest, forcing them back against
the door above her head as he crushed her lips with his.

Moments later Wynn felt cool metal being
wrapped around her wrists. She tore her mouth free of his, twisting
her head up to stare as he locked a pair of handcuffs around her
wrists.

“You’re under arrest, prisoner,” he
growled.

He clipped them to a spring snap screwed into
the door overhead, then shoved his hand back into her panties while
gripping her hair with the other and forcing her head sharply back.
His fingers found her clitoris and she shuddered as she ground her
buttocks into the thick door.

He abruptly tore her panties off, ripping the
thin string, then dropped to his knees before her. He lifted her
feet, one by one, and yanked her pants out from under her, flinging
them back over his shoulders, then forced her legs wide and drove
his tongue deep into her pussy.

“Y-You’re fucking crazy!” she gasped.

“Definitely.”

His tongue swept up across her clitoris with
hard, fast strokes as Wynn moaned and arched her back. His big
fingers pushed slowly up inside her already-sopping pussy, rubbing
insistently against the front wall of her sex as his lips closed
around her clit and sucked rhythmically.

“Fuuuck!” she moaned.

He jumped up before her, one hand going
around her neck, squeezing so that her eyes felt as if they were
bulging. The other dropped between her thighs, long, thick fingers
thrusting into her as his thumb stroked her clitoris.

“Tell me you’re my slut,” he growled.

She gasped and coughed and he loosened his
hand.

“Eat me,” she gasped.

“I just did, bitch.”

He chuckled then brought his hand back and
slapped her cheek lightly, then did it again on the other side
before circling her neck and squeezing again.

“Say it, baby. Tell me you’re my slut!”

His fingers plunged up inside her as her hips
ground helplessly against his thumb.

“Say it, bitch!”

“I-I… I’m… I’m your bitch!” she gasped.

He released her and then roughly spun her
around.

Wynn gasped as her breasts pillowed out
against the door. But a moment later he slapped her bottom
stingingly, then gripped her hips and yanked them backward. She
felt his big cock between her thighs for a moment, then he forced
them wide.

“Nasty little slut,” he growled, chewing on
the nape of her neck. “I know you can’t wait for my cock to bury
itself inside you.”

His left hand slid around her hips, his
fingers dropping down her abdomen until they found her pussy, then
he gripped the head of his cock, pressing it up against her,
rubbing it back and forth along the line of her sex as he thrust in
and out slowly.

“Tell me you want it, baby. Say it.”

“I… I… do!” she gasped.

“Tell me you’re my slut.”

“I’m… your slut!” she moaned, grinding her
hips back.

His cock pushed in against her, spreading her
open, and she shuddered, wallowing in the sense of being spread
wide as the thick girth of him pushed slowly up inside her.

“Nice and tight and warm and wet,” he
growled, chewing now on her earlobe. “I know a nymphomaniac when I
see one!”

His hips thrust forward and she cried out as
his big cock speared deep into her abdomen.

“Don’t worry, baby. The office is soundproof,
because of all the high-security cases, you know.”

He gripped her hair and she cried out as he
yanked her head back, then kissed his way up along her cheek.

“I love how fucking tight you are!”

He drove his cock deeper and Wynn gasped,
rising up onto the balls of her feet, then her toes. But he kept
pushing, burying every last inch inside her overheated abdomen.

As he started grinding against her Wynn
stared out the window next to the door into the corridor, where
people walked back and forth only a few feet away.

Luke noticed and laughed, then reached above
her head, unhooking the handcuffs from the hook. Then he jerked her
sideway, then again, before pressing her right up against the
glass! Her breasts pillowed out against it as he thrust into her
hard and fast and she shuddered, rolling her hips back at him as
she gulped in air.

He jerked her hips back more, then eased his,
as well. His left hand slid over her hip and downward so his
fingers could find her clit. His cock pulled three-quarters of the
way out of her body, then began to thrust in short strokes that
ground the head back and forth along the front wall of her
pussy.

“Hot, sexy slut!” he growled, gripping her
hair and yanking it back again.

“Ahh!” she gasped. “Fuck!”

“That’s what I’m doing, baby!”

His fingers were driving her crazy and her
hips bucked and jerked as he thrust into her. The short strokes
were grinding the head across her G-spot but at the same time it
was incredibly frustrating! She wanted it all inside her!

Her breasts were mashed against the glass and
her hot breath was fogging it up as her body trembled and shook.
Then he abruptly buried his cock deep inside her and she cried out
in pleasure, then again as his hips began to slap powerfully
against her.

The heat rose up like a rocket inside her and
her body began to flare with orgasm. His other hand slipped up and
across her mouth as he pounded against her. Wynn melted inside,
giving up all self-control, gurgling and gasping and crying out
into his hand as a firestorm of pleasure swept over her.

Her eyes narrowed to slits and she trembled
and shook, convulsions tearing through her as the orgasm went on
and on, and his hips continued to pound against her while his
fingers rubbed furiously.

I’m losing my mind, she thought
dazedly.
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He wouldn’t let her have her clothes back or
take the cuffs off until she had signed all the forms and he had
inspected them. Then he brought up a computer file on a large wall
screen.

“So this is what I’m working on,” he
said.

“My clothes?”

“Later. I like you naked and cuffed. That way
I’m not afraid of hidden weapons or getting beat up.”

She glared at him and he beamed happily.

“I’m still working for the NYPD,” she said.
“I’ll have to officially resign from there first.”

“Nope.”

“What do you mean nope?”

“I’ve decided I’m going to have the NYPD
assign you to us, that is, to me, as part of a joint assignment to
provide local expertise and knowledge on sensitive issues.”

She stared at him in confusion. “Like
what?”

“The beauty of it is we don’t have to say. As
far as they’re concerned you’re on detached duty with us for the
next year – which can be extended.”

“So am I working for Homeland Security or
not?”

“As far as they’re concerned concerned you’re
employed as an agent with us.”

“Does that mean I get two paychecks?”

He waggled his eyebrows. “Don’t worry about it.”

“That’s illegal,” she said flatly.

“Only if anyone notices.”

“The IRS will notice!”

“No, they won’t. You see I’m going to submit
your social security number with a different digit. As far as their
records now go there will be a Wynne Nielson and a Winter
Nielson.”

“Who are the same age and live in the same
city at the same address?”

“Your address for this job will be a condo in
Manhattan. Trust me, gorgeous. The IRS won’t notice. And if they do
they’ll be told to not notice any further. Nielson isn’t a very
unusual name anyway. Must be a lot of Danes around.”

“It’s a typical name among all Nordic
countries – and, well, places they uhm…”

“Attacked?”

“Emigrated to.”

“Whether the locals liked it or not. The
Vikings got around,” he said with a grin.

“You’re a very annoying man.”

“Yeah but I have a big cock. Now pay
attention to the screen. Moving drugs into the United States is a
multi-billion dollar industry. How many billions is hard to
calculate, but just from the south alone it’s probably over $10
billion a year. That’s not our problem, though. Let the DEA worry
about it. Our problem is the cartels and kingpins need to do
something with that money. And that’s a LOT of money. You don’t
launder that by buying a fast-food outlet or a laundromat.

“The only way to launder that is through a
bank. And no bank is incompetent enough to not notice that kind of
money flowing in from nowhere. But that’s also not our problem.
There are corrupt banks, or banks where certain high-ranking
individuals have been bribed to look the other way. But what do you
then do with the money?

“You need to buy something substantial.
Sometimes they buy stocks. No problem for us. But often they want
to buy into a private business. They prefer not to own the whole
thing, but to stay in the shadows. So they might buy thirty or
forty percent of a private business. Something like an insurance
company or a growing technology company.

“A lot of these are owned by very wealthy
people. Often people you’ve never heard of. There are over six
hundred billionaires in this country. And they don’t trust all
their money to the stock market. There are also lots of private
companies that are worth hundreds of millions or billions that
you’ve never heard of.

“When the cartels decide they want to own
something they’re kind of like the old Italian mob used to be. They
make you an offer and are not happy when you refuse. Now they’re
not pushy enough to drop a horse into someone’s bed – usually – but
while these individuals can be extremely sly and clever, not to
mention tough, they’re also Hispanics – mostly.”

“Which means what?”

“Which means macho pride is involved. And
they can act irrationally. Especially when you bear in mind there
isn’t one of them that doesn’t routinely have people murdered.
Let’s just say their world view about what constitutes unacceptable
violence is… different from most people.”

“No fucking kidding.”

“Our job is to have a quiet, respectful word
with such individuals when they make themselves annoying to certain
people. That way nothing gets into the media. There’s no bad
publicity. And provided the individuals take a hint, nothing
further needs to be done.”

“Isn’t this the job of the FBI or…”

“You better believe the cartels have people
at all the alphabet agencies, from FBI to DEA to yes, the NYPD.
When you can offer million-dollar bribes as an incentive a lot of
people on a salary will be tempted.”

“So what happens if we have a quiet word and
they ask their contacts who we are?”

“Their contacts will find that we’re quite
legitimately with the Secret Service, or the DEA, or Homeland
Security, or the justice department, or whoever I decide we should
be representing. They’ll also find that all personal information
about us is restricted. Also, anyone in any agency who tries to
pull up our files will be logged and investigated.

“Which is where our first case begins.”

He brought up a head and shoulders picture of
a man with graying hair.

“George Daley. He’s the senior agent in
charge of the New York office for the FBI. He pulled up a file of a
colleague of ours the other day. And there’s no reason he should
even know that individual exists. The colleague in question
supposedly works out of the L.A. field office and has nothing to do
with any open cases New York is working on.”

“So what do we do? Go ask him why?”

“Certainly not. He’ll probably have some kind
of excuse. And questioning him will put him on his guard. Best to
investigate first, then chat when we’ve done that.”

“So what do we do?”

“We check his phone records, both at home and
at work. We check his finances. We have a look at his residence to
see if he seems to be prospering a little too much for his pay
level. We hack his computer, both at home and at the FBI.”

“And I bet you don’t get a search warrant for
any of that.”

“Well, we write one, then sign it ourselves.
Much faster and more efficient our way.”

“And not legal.”

“Not even slightly. But that’s okay. It’s
just to flash at anyone if we get caught in the act.”

“That’s reassuring.”

Daley lived in Queens. With the pull Luke and
his people seemed to have the NYPD had assigned her to Homeland
Security just the next day after she’d signed the forms. Not that
her supervisor was all that sad to see her go, even if temporarily.
That might have had something to do with the speed they acted.

Luke drove a black BMW with a big engine and
leather seats. It had excellent air conditioning, sound, and
shocks.

“So do I get a car?”

“Why would you want a car? You go where I go,
blonde girl.”

Her scowl was wasted since he looked serenely
out the front windshield. So instead, she ran the numbers through
her mind – all the money she’d be making in this gig – especially
since she’d be able to stop paying rent. With triple her pay plus
her normal NYPD check she’d be rolling in money. If she stayed in
this job long she’d be a millionaire!

Maybe crime DID pay.

He had a little box he put next to the
condo’s garage door sensor and it simulated the right fob code to
open the door. They drove on in and parked on the lower level. He
popped the trunk and got out of the car, then went to the rear and
donned a pair of coveralls with the name Steady Hand Lock and Key
on the chest and back.

“You’re going to pretend to be a
locksmith?”

“I could get a job as a locksmith, baby. I
paid a guy to teach me all the tricks. If you’re nice maybe I’ll
teach some to you.”

He also took a dark blue blazer from the
trunk and handed it to her.

“Put this on so you look more
respectable.”

“Leather isn’t respectable?”

“Only if you’re holding a whip. And that’s my
job.”

She sniffed and shrugged off the leather
jacket she’d been wearing, pulling on the blazer instead.

“Now you lead the way. I’m just the faithful
hired help.”

“I can work with that.”

“Don’t let it go to your head.”

The same box he’d used on the garage unlocked
the door and they stepped through it and called an elevator.

“This is a secure building, you know. That
means people are reassured and don’t expect anyone they see to be
there legally. That’s helpful to us.”

“Can I get one of those boxes?”

“It just simulates a variety of codes, one of
which is almost certainly going to be the one receivers in
buildings like this are looking for. And no. It’s mine.”

She stuck her tongue out at him and he raised
his eyebrows.

“I can think of uses for that tongue
later.”

The elevator door opened and she stepped
inside, then punched the button for the seventeenth floor. No one
joined them as they passed the lobby. It was daytime and most
people would be at work. There was no chime as they reached the
right floor, perhaps to not disturb the neighbors.

The corridor was carpeted in odd swirly
patterns of blue and white. The lighting was provided by crystal
wall sconces along the way, and was subdued. She led the way to
number twelve and then stepped aside as he knelt and opened his
tool chest.

“You look good on your knees,” she said.

“You too. And on your hands and knees, as
well.”

He took a couple of thin tools from the chest
and slipped them into the keyhole.

“What if he’s got an alarm?”

“He doesn’t. We checked.”

“How do you check for that?”

“There are a lot of alarm companies in New
York but almost all of them contract out their alarm monitoring to
someone else, someone cheap. We do regular scans of their systems
to build a database of what houses and businesses have alarms.”

“Is that …”

“Legal? Nope.”

It took only a minute or so before the bolt
slid aside. He put his tools back, closed the chest and stood up,
then pushed the door slowly open and stepped inside. Wynn followed
and then as she was about to close the door he grabbed her wrist
and shook his head, then handed her a pair of latex gloves. She
slipped them on and then closed and locked the door as he went on
ahead into the apartment.

He pulled a stun gun out of the tool chest,
then went down the hall, checking each room in turn before nodding
to her.

“Check the bedrooms. I’m going to check the
office.”

“What am I even looking for?”

“Anything suspicious.”

“That’s a lot of help.”

“I don’t expect you to find anything.
Whatever he’s got of interest will likely be in the office.”

The master bedroom was large with a very nice
attached bathroom as well as a walk-in closet. She checked the
closet first, casually slipping her fingers into the pockets of
jackets and blazers as she moved along down the row. People thought
they were being clever by hiding things in shirt and jacket pockets
in the closets but it was one of the more popular places to place
things like spare money, keys, or cards.

She deftly slipped her fingers into the
pockets of one dark gray and dark blue suit after another without
finding anything. The shirts were all white and all crisply
pressed.

Boring, she thought.

There was nothing in their pockets. She
checked shoes and the boxes on the overhead shelf but didn’t find
anything. She abandoned the closet and started checking the dresser
drawers. There was little of interest there. His underwear was as
boring as his outer wear. The only thing in his drawers that wasn’t
perfectly folded were his socks. They were all black and simply
rolled together.

Why would he bother rolling them when they’re
all the same, she thought. He certainly had a lot of them. Did he
change socks twice a day? Maybe he had a lot to avoid doing the
laundry too often. Except this guy looked like he’d wear something
only once and then launder it.

She pulled out the rolled-up socks and lined
them up on the dresser, giving each one a firm squeeze. It didn’t
take long, even with a drawer full. One of them had something
inside, and when she unrolled it she found what she first took to
be a flash drive. It looked a little odd, though.

“Found something,” she called out, examining
the little rectangular device.

He padded into the room, surprisingly quietly
given his size, and she held it out to him.

“Crypto wallet,” he said. “Interesting.”

“Like bitcoin?”

“Yeah, but I have no idea how much is on it.
It was hidden?”

“In a sock.”

“How unclever. It could hold anywhere from
ten bucks to millions.”

He pocketed it.

“Uh, if it holds anything more than ten bucks
he’ll notice it’s gone.”

“Yeah, I suppose he will. Might give us
leverage at some point.”

“It’ll also tell him someone was here.”

“Yeah, I suppose it will.”

She shrugged as he left the room. She put the
socks back and then continued searching but found nothing else of
interest. The second bedroom was being used as a home gym. It was
just large enough for a treadmill and rowing machine. She dropped
low and used a penlight flash to peer underneath the treadmill,
then checked the largely empty closet.

When she was done she found him still in the
office.

“Want me to check the kitchen and living
room?”

“No. I’m just about done and I don’t want to
linger. We’re not going to find anything related to this in the
kitchen or living room.”

“You didn’t turn his computer on?”

“Hacking his computer is someone else’s
job.”

They left soon after, returning to his car in
the garage.

“Can those wallets be hacked?”

“Anything can be hacked if you have enough
computing power. And that too is something I let someone else worry
about. I’d be surprised if it couldn’t be.”

“So what if his life savings are on that
thing and you destroy it?”

“Sucks to be him then. You should never keep
all your eggs in one basket, Winter.”

“My name is Wynn,” she said in annoyance.

“You’re my bitch so I can call you whatever I
want.”

“I am so not your bitch.”

He smirked. “You’re my bitch on the job, and
you’re my bitch when I tear your clothes off.”

“You’ve never torn my clothes off.”

“Is that an invitation?”

“No!”
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If she hadn’t seen him putting on the
coveralls at the condo she’d have been more suspicious when he gave
her a pair to change into the next day. He was wearing a different
coverall now, one that had no company name but a patch with the
name “Lucas” on the chest.

“Where are we even going?”

“You think we only handle one case at a time?
Did you only have one case at a time as a detective?”

“I was a detective for about two weeks,” she
grumbled.

“So you clearly have much to learn. You can
be my padawan.”

“Oh, don’t start the Star Wars shit
again.”

“As your master, I shall teach you much.”

She rolled her eyes and took the coveralls to
her bedroom.

“Why not just change in front of me?”

“Because I don’t want to,” she called
back.

“Suppose I order you to?”

She closed the door on him and undressed,
then stepped into the coverall. It was… a tight fit. She managed to
slip her arms into the sleeves and then slowly tugged the zipper up
from the groin to a little above her breasts. She had to exhale to
do it, though.

She opened the door a little.

“This is too small,” she called out.

“You’re not going to a fashion show. It
doesn’t matter if it’s a little big or small.”

It fit her like a second skin, squeezing
tight against her buttocks and in between her thighs. It was even
tighter across the chest. She came reluctantly out of the bedroom
and scowled at him.

“Did you get this tight on purpose, you
lech?”

“Perish the thought. Let me see you. Turn
around.”

She scowled but turned her back to him, then
yelped and twisted free as his big hand was thrust in between her
thighs to squeeze her.

“Looks good to me,” he said.

“You’re a pervert!”

“You keep saying that. There’s nothing
perverted about appreciating a nice female ass.”

“There is about tying them up!”

“I do that for you because you enjoy it. It’s
a sacrifice but I’m a selfless person.”

“You’re an arrogant man-slut.”

“You need to learn more respect for your
master, little padawan.”

He slipped his big hand around her neck and
she grabbed his wrist.

“Would you stop that!?”

“I’m demonstrating and teaching.”

“Teaching what?!”

“The respect you need to feel for me as your
master.”

“You’re not my – urk!”

He closed his fingers and she gasped as her
breath was almost choked off. A moment later he pushed her back
against the wall, then leaned in and kissed her roughly. Wynn
thought about a number of ways to dislodge his hand and drop him on
his backside on the floor, but the kiss distracted her, and he was
loosening his fingers anyway as she gasped for breath.

He drew back and then gave her a superior
look.

“Put your hands against the wall on either
side of your head, little padawan.”

She scowled at him but her pulse was already
racing and she felt an undeniable sense of anticipation, wondering
what he would do next. He tightened his fingers again and she
gasped, then hesitantly drew her hands up and back until her
knuckles were pressed against the wall.

“Don’t move. This is a test of discipline and
obedience.”

He let his other hand rise up and took the
zipper between thumb and forefinger, then slowly eased it down. The
fabric parted behind it, widening the gap as he moved the zipper
lower. Wynn couldn’t see it because he was holding her head back
against the wall, but she could certainly feel it!

“Remember, don’t move.”

She was finding it hard to breathe now as he
tightened his fingers further. The zipper was still slowly easing
downward, below her breasts now and continuing on its way. When it
reached her belly button he stopped, then his hand slid up along
the soft line of flesh as it widened. When it reached her breasts
he tugged the material to the side, first exposing her left breast,
then her right.

“Why do you insist on wearing undergarments I
have to go to all the bother of tearing off you?” he demanded.

She started to reply but his fingers
tightened again. A moment later she gasped as she saw him draw a
switchblade from his pocket. He snapped it open and let the dull
side of the thin blade slide along her lips, then up along her
cheek before he brought it down along her throat.

Wynne’s heart beat faster and faster, though
she had little actual fear of him harming her. Still, there was
something darkly thrilling about her position, about his looming
bulk and the knife in his hand. He slid it lower and then up
against the center of the bra, giving his hand a quick flick as the
knife sliced through the fabric and the bra popped open to bare her
breasts.

“That bra cost me twelve dollars!” she gasped
around his tight fingers.

“Sue me.”

The dull edge of the knife caressed her left
breast, then slide along the underside of her very, very stiff,
hard nipple. A moment later he drew it back and placed the tip
directly against the center of her nipple, letting it push lightly
against her so that she gasped and felt a sharp sting.

“Are you going to obey me, slut?”

The words, said so casually, sent a jolt
through her. They should have angered her, but she knew it was just
part of the kinky game he was playing.

‘Say yes master,” he all-but whispered.

“Y-Yes… Master!” she gasped.

He slid the knife up and then sliced through
the shoulder straps of the bra, tugging the thin, lacy garment out
and tossing it on the floor. Then his hand dropped low again and
she felt the zipper sliding down further. It descended below her
belly button, then down along her abdomen.

Wynn’s head was starting to ache from the
continuing difficulty in breathing, as well as the wild pounding of
her heart.

“I brought a present for you for later but
now that I think of it, I’ve decided not to wait.”

He released her neck at last then roughly
gripped the open sides of the coverall and jerked it back over her
shoulders. He forced her arms down then jerked the coveralls down
her arms and let them fall to her thighs, peeling her thong off
with them before showing her something.

It was a pink object, shaped roughly like the
letter U, though with one branch fatter and rounder than the
other.

“Wh-what is that?!” she gasped, still gulping
in air.

He brought the thing down between her legs
and pushed the fatter branch up against her sex. To her
consternation she was already quite wet, and even as her hands
tried to grab at his wrist she felt it pushed upward, penetrating
her.

“Oh! What… Luke!” she gasped.

He smirked as he forced the thing slowly
higher. She felt pressure along the top edge of her sex, then the
narrower, flatter branch slid up across her clitoris as he forced
the thing fully inside her.

“There,” he said. “Fun and games today,
baby.”

He tugged her thong up, then pulled up the
coverall.

“Wait! What!? What is that!? What did you put
inside me, you freak!”

“It’s a vibrator, of course.”

“A what!? I don’t like vibrators!”

“You’re the slave girl and I’m the
master.”

“I’m not a slave girl, you weirdo!”

He pushed her arms into the coverall,
ignoring her complaints, then tugged it up before zipping the thing
all the way up to her breasts. The coverall came with a thin belt
across the waist. She hadn’t done it up earlier since she’d just
been showing him the coverall was too tight. Now he pulled it
across and snapped it together.

“By the way, you can’t take that off without
the key,” he said with a grin.

Released at last as he stepped back she
dropped her eyes and stared down past her breasts at the crotch of
the coverall. She could see a small bulge there but doubted anyone
else would notice it. She tried to undo the belt and then squealed
as he turned on the vibrator with a remote control.

“Ahh! Luke! Turn it off!” she exclaimed,
grabbing at her crotch as the vibrations – both inside and outside
her body – made her nerve endings crackle and her muscles twitch
and spasm.

“Nope. Not until later. Come along.”

“Wait! Wait! Fuck!” she gasped, still holding
her crotch as he gripped her arm and pulled her towards her
door.

“Fucking comes later, after you beg me. And
you’ll have to beg me a lot since I really don’t feel like fucking
such a disobedient and undisciplined little slave girl.”

*

He slapped her bottom stingingly to get her
to stop clinging to the doorway, and she hissed and gasped more
silently after he closed her door and locked it, then headed for
the elevator. She had little option but to follow as he smugly
ignored her squirming and gasping complaints.

He stepped into the elevator and she
followed, trying to walk normally in case anyone saw her. Once in
the elevator she cursed and tried again to undo the belt, then
gasped as she saw her image in the mirrored wall. The coverall was
indeed tight, and without a bra the thin fabric molded around her
breasts all too tightly. And her hard nipples were embarrassingly
obvious.

Thankfully, her body seemed to gradually get
used to the vibrations. Although it was an ever-present and bizarre
sensation she found she could walk more or less normally by the
time they got off the elevator at the garage level.

No one was around, and she kept hissing at
him to turn it off and to undo the belt. He sailed blissfully on,
ignoring her. When the got to his car he paused to reach a big hand
up behind her neck and then calmly and suddenly bent her over the
hood.

Crack!

He slapped her bottom stingingly, producing a
yowl of pain as he let her up.

“Bastard!”

“That’s no way to speak to your master,” he
said calmly as he got in the driver's seat.

“I’m not getting in unless you turn this
off!”

“I have the key to your apartment, not to
mention your wallet here in your purse. You want to walk around
like that asking men for help?” he asked in amusement.

Wynne cursed again and got into the car.

“Where are we even going?” she said between
clenched teeth.

“Somewhere interesting, I’m sure,” he
replied.

The thing down between her legs gradually
lost its sense of discomfort, much to her relief. It had felt as
though her nerve endings were being overloaded or something. The
trouble was, once it stopped being uncomfortable it started to have
quite a different effect.

At first, it was just mildly pleasant. Then,
as her body adjusted to the vibrations the pleasant grew into
something wider, deeper and more… stimulating. She ignored it,
refusing to give him the satisfaction she was quite sure he would
show if she let him know what she was now feeling.

The physical sensations could be dealt with.
The problem was how they influenced her mind, a mind already
attuned to a sense of heady excitement and anticipation at what he
might do next. She could feel the heat growing within her mind, the
excitement building. That, in turn, began to influence her body,
which echoed the hunger back.

Wynn felt the heat growing as though it were
being slowly turned up, minute by minute. She did her best to show
nothing, though she squirmed a little in her seat. She could feel
heat coming to her cheeks, though, and knew a flush was starting to
show there.

The simmering heat grew deeper, the sexual
pressure taking hold of her body and building minute by minute as
she fought to control her breathing. She could no longer deny even
to herself that she was becoming deeply aroused. Her mind turned to
ways to convince him to take her somewhere for sex without letting
him know his ridiculous ploy had worked.

She tried teasing him, pretending to
exaggerate the feelings the vibrator was causing.

“Oh I’m so turned on,” she moaned in an
obviously fake voice. “If only there was a hot, sexy man nearby to
have sex with!”

She looked at him dismissively, then
pretended to examine people on the sidewalks as they passed.

“Maybe that guy. He looks like he might be
good in bed.”

“Want me to stop and ask him? I can tell him
my partner is a slut and just wants any old cock.”

He was calling her bluff. Damn it!

“Maybe I’d prefer a woman. Yeah, that’s it. I
don’t need men. Hmm, where can I find hot, sexy women?”

“I’m sure I know a few. Maybe I can
watch.”

“Voyeur,” she sniffed. “We don’t need some
big goon watching us have fun.”

He turned into an industrial area and she
soon found not only no people but no sidewalks to distract her from
the pulsing sexual tension in her body. She turned and scowled at
him.

“Where are we going?”

“We’re going to find a hot chick for you to
have sex with, of course.”

She scoffed and rolled her eyes, shifting her
weight minutely to gently grind herself down against the seat.

Suddenly he turned into an empty parking lot
next to a large white building, a factory or warehouse of some
kind. He parked and got out and, grumbling, she got out as
well.

“Are you going to tell me what we’re doing?”
she demanded.

He gripped her arm and spun her around to
press her chest against the car, then gripped her wrists and jerked
them back behind her.

“Hey! Wh-what are you… doing!?” she
exclaimed, squirming helplessly.

An instant later her wrists were handcuffed
behind her. He spun her around again and grinned, then gripped the
zipper and slowly pulled it downward.

Wynn’s heartbeat grew more and more intense
as the zipper slipped down below her breasts and they began to push
harder against the fabric. One of her nipples popped into view,
then the other as he tugged the two sides apart and let them
squeeze in against the outside of her breasts.

“Very nice. Let’s go inside. There’s a bunch
of people in there waiting to jump your bones.”

“Wh... I don’t believe you!” she gulped. “I’m
not going anywhere!”

“Okay. Suit yourself.”

He walked calmly across the parking lot
towards a distant door and Wynn shakily looked around her, then
down at her exposed breasts. She couldn’t do a thing about them
with her wrists cuffed behind her. And he’d locked the car.
Cursing, she scurried across to follow him.

“Look I don’t – !”

Her voice turned to a squeak of surprise as
the vibrations rose in power and he grinned at her as he pulled his
hand out of his pocket. He took her arm and led her inside then
abandoned her, letting her walk behind him as he headed down a
narrow corridor.

Wynn was on the verge of offering herself to
him, of asking him to fuck her. She was just trying to figure out
how to say that without damaging her pride too badly.

He opened a fire door and she followed him
into an area lit only by the exit sign over the door they’d just
entered.

“What is this place?”

He walked out into the dark, then stopped and
pressed his hand to a wall. There was a loud mechanical sound and
then lights appeared overhead, far overhead. They weren’t much but
she could at least see they were in a warehouse of some kind – an
empty warehouse.

“You ask a lot of questions for a sex
slave.”

“I’m not your sex slave!” she gulped, a dark
pulse of excitement sweeping through her.

“Oh right, yeah, I forgot. You prefer
women.”

She turned her head from side to side,
looking around warily, her nipples tingling as her breasts
throbbed. Suddenly he gripped her arm and swung her around,
pressing her firmly back against a foot-wide metal support column.
There was a leather strap of some kind hanging from it and he swept
it up and across her neck, then back again, pulling it tightly
enough to make her gasp as he bound her to the column.

“Wh-what are you doing!?” she gasped.

“Beg me to fuck you.”

She clenched her teeth against the urge to do
so, then shook her head, glowering.

“You know you want to,” he said, grinning as
he caught her hard nipples between the pads of his fingers and
thumbs and gently rolled and caressed them.

She did! But she refused to admit it to
him!

He jerked the coverall back over her
shoulders, then down her arms, bending and taking the center of her
right breast into his mouth. His teeth closed on her soft flesh as
he sucked hungrily, his tongue sweeping back and forth against her
nipple and making it burn.

He shifted to her other breast, his free hand
casually fondling and caressing her right as he sucked and licked
and chewed on the center of her left.

Wynn did her best to not show a reaction but
she was helplessly gasping and moaning as his tongue swept back and
forth across her sensitive nipple.

He opened the belt somehow. She felt it
pulling apart, then the zipper was jerked lower, low enough to
expose her lacy black thong. He reached in and gripped the thin
waistband and yanked hard.

Wynne squealed as the fabric was pulled up
against her crotch – though the vibrator was some protection. Then
it tore and he pulled her thong up and out.

“You… you – !”

He grinned and shoved the bunched-up thong
into her open mouth. An instant later he pressed the thin belt
against her mouth, then pulled it firmly behind her and yanked it
closed. It dug into the sides of her mouth as she moaned helplessly
and squirmed against him.

He pulled back and she aimed a halfhearted
kick at him he easily dodged.

“Sex slave,” he taunted.

He moved forward, gripping the lower part of
the opened zipper, then tore the fabric back to either side,
exposing her overheated sex and the toy still jammed firmly inside
her.

“Now what have we got here?” he asked
teasingly.

Wynn shuddered, her body nearly trembling
with the heat and sexual pressure now as he let his big hands skim
gently up and down over her body. It was all she could do to keep
from arching her back and thrusting her breasts up more eagerly
into his hands as his fingertips skated lightly across her
skin.

“I think you liked my little toy,” he said.
“It’s designed to turn frigid ice maidens into dripping wet sluts.
I see it worked.”

He caught her nipples between his thumbs and
forefingers, squeezing in harder and harder until she gasped and
moaned, then, pinching her nipples, he pulled them up and outward,
forcing her back to arch.

“Lovely little nipples. I bet they’re quite
sensitive.”

He looked around, then spied a pair of work
boots sitting against the wall. To her consternation, he abandoned
her and went over to squat before them. She couldn’t see what he
was doing, but when he rose and turned around he had the laces in
his hand. They were long and leather, and he folded, then folded
them again in his hand as he returned to her.

“Sex slaves should learn discipline and
obedience,” he said in a soft, growl. “They need to learn respect
for their betters.”

He swung the laces down and across her right
breast and Wynn squealed in startled pain as the thin laces bit
into her soft, taut, swollen flesh.

“If they don’t, then they need to be
tortured,” he growled.

He swung the laces across her breast again,
one of them hitting her nipple and making her squeal even
louder.

“Whipped!” he said.

He swung the laces again, and again across
her breast and she yelled and twisted and gasped in alarm and
confusion. Then he shifted to her other breast and rained quick
little blows down across it. As she twisted and turned she felt the
strap around her neck pulling in tighter, making it harder to
breathe, and her head began to pound.

“Sex slave,” he taunted.

Her breasts were starting to burn, the skin
turning pink as he amused himself by slapping the thin laces down
across her hard nipples and full breasts. It… stung, though not
terribly. It had been more the shock of anyone striking her breasts
with anything which had initially alarmed her.

Now she felt a sudden flood of dark liquid
heat sweeping over her as he cupped one breast in his firm hand,
squeezed softly, then brought the laces down across her nipple. She
cried out and tried to twist free, tightening the strap around her
neck.

“You have to learn to be an obedient little
sex slave,” he said.

“That’s not the way to do it, a voice called
from the darkness.

He released her breast and turned around and
a moment later, as Wynn realized someone else was there – a woman
from the voice – she gasped and tried to twist her body away. The
strap pinning her neck to the post made that almost impossible. Nor
could she lower her chin to stare at the floor. The best she could
do was look away and down.

“She’s certainly a hotty,” the woman said,
her voice a soft purr. “Though obviously with poor taste if she’s
submitting to your attentions.”

“You’re just jealous because she likes men
and not women,” he replied.

The woman came up to stand only a couple of
feet in front of her and looked her up and down. She was, as far as
Wynn could tell, younger than she was by several years and shorter
by half a foot. She had very short dark hair in a pixie cut, with a
face to match. She was slender and small-breasted and would have
looked entirely at home on a college campus.

“It would be an interesting challenge, taming
this one,” she said. “I take it she’s new.”

“Very new. Practically a virgin.”

“Why do I doubt you?”

“Experience?”

Wynn was writhing in embarrassment. Her mind
was churning wildly with often contrary thoughts and emotions. The
girl must think she was a complete pervert letting herself take
part in this kinky game of Luke’s!

Oddly, though, she didn’t seem either
surprised or shocked, and Wynn was startled when she reached out
and caught Wynn’s right nipple between thumb and forefinger,
stroking it lightly.

“What cute nipples she has!” she exclaimed in
a girlish voice. “You shouldn’t be punishing them. You should be
pleasuring them.”

“I can do both, you know, Virgin.”

The girl sighed as if in irritation. “That’s
Virginia,” she said. “Or Gin. The other is not only inaccurate it’s
kind of immature.”

“I’m kind of immature.”

“So nice of you to admit it.”

The girl’s other hand slid out and cupped
Wynn’s left breast, squeezing it delicately.

“These are quality,” she said admiringly.
“Wish I had a pair like this. The girls would be all over me at the
club.”

“The girls are already all over you at the
club.”

“And you’ve been there?”

“I have my sources.”

“Your source is me. And I tell you nothing
about my private life. These really are fine,” she said, squeezing
Wynne’s breast a little harder.

“So if you don’t want to talk about your
private life how about talking about what I pay you for?”

“Business before pleasure? You’re so uptight,
Lucas.”

“Luke,” he said.

The girl traced her fingers lightly down
Wynn’s body, rubbing at her abdomen admiringly, then easing down
lower. Wynne gasped as her fingers slipped under the vibrator and
pressed it up more firmly. She began to gently grind the outer
branch against Wynn’s clitoris as she talked.

“From what Maria says Mister Garcia had
dinner with a Chinese man named something like Dow. I don’t know
how it’s spelled and neither does she. Garcia called him Mister
Dow. They talked about Mister Dow wanting help with getting nephews
of his hired by a company here so they could get visas to
immigrate. The Company is some kind of high-tech place that
specializes in data security, which Mister Dow thinks is going to
be a really big deal really soon.”

“And why would he be asking Garcia to help
him there?”

The girl eased the outer branch of the
vibrator down and then let the pad of her thumb gently rub against
Wynn’s swollen clitoris instead. The change – from a buzzing, but
artificial toy to soft warm flesh sent a sudden explosion of
sensation through Wynn’s body.

“Maria doesn’t know. But Mr. Garcia seemed to
think he’d be able to influence the company and get his nephews
hired.”

“Very interesting. And what does Garcia get
for this kindliness?”

“Mister Dow talked about investment
opportunities in Makow? Does that make sense?”

“Yes.”

“Something about a casino there.”

“Did they have a timeline for these nephews
to arrive?”

The girl slipped her thumb back and pressed
the outer branch of the vibrator against her again, grinding it
carefully back and forth as Wynn fought desperately to show no
reaction.

“Mister Dow wanted the invitations from the
company to go out as soon as possible. And he also talked about
Mister Garcia seeing to it they were both given important jobs. He
said they were very good at what they do.”

“I’ll bet they are.”

“Do I get my reward now?”

“Why not?”

The girl – Virginia – smirked at Wynn.
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The girl tugged the vibrator down, sliding
the thicker part completely out of Wynn’s pussy and examining it,
then letting her fingers slide down and push slowly into the mouth
of the trembling blonde’s sex.

“She’s sopping wet,” she said in delight.

“I think vibrators are her Achilles heel,”
Luke said.

“Half the girls I know adore vibrators. The
other half can’t stand them,” she said.

Her fingers nimbly caressed Wynn’s clitoris
even as they slid in and out of her. She turned her head to one
side and bent over, then began to lick and suck gently on Wynn’s
nipples.

Wynn’s mind was still churning with
confusion, indecision, and embarrassment. But oddly, the girl
openly taking part in Luke’s kinky sex eased her sense of shame
considerably. After all, if she was just as kinky and perverted as
Luke – not to mention Wynn – then she could hardly think the worse
of Wynn!

She was still embarrassed, but not as
embarrassed, as mortified as she’d have been if she’d been found
like this by some “normal” girl who would have looked at her with
shock, outrage and indignation. And there was no doubting her skill
for Wynn’s body was feeling an even greater buildup of sexual
pressure despite her squirming embarrassment.

She moaned as the girl dropped to her knees
before her, then slid three fingers deep into Wynn’s soaking pussy
and began to lap hungrily at her clitoris.

“I’d like her to not come yet,” Luke
said.

Virginia stopped licking and looked up at him
with a laugh. “Then you called the wrong girl, honey. And besides,
she’s practically ready to explode as it is.”

“I don’t want her to come unless my cock is
inside her. And I want her to beg for it.”

“I’m not eating her pussy with your nasty
cock in it.”

“She can swallow my cock and I’ll fuck her
face.”

“That sounds reasonable.”

She looked up at Wynn and grinned. “What do
you say, sex slave? Are you ready to beg him to feed you some
cock?”

She pushed herself to her feet, slipping her
fingers out of Wynn’s sex then kissed her way across her breasts
and up her chest, then up along the nape of her neck.

“Sexy blonde slut,” she whispered as she
chewed lightly on her earlobe. “I bet you love big cocks inside
you.”

She reached up and back and undid the strap
binding Wynn to the post and Wynn felt her trembling legs almost
collapse. The girl held the strap like a leash now, tugging her
forward a few paces, then down so that she actually did collapse to
her knees.

“Now bend over, sex slave,” she said in
amusement, pulling on the strap so that Wynn had little choice.

Crack! Her hand slapped Wynn’s bottom
sharply.

“Keep your bottom high, sex slave. And spread
your legs wide for me.”

Her fingers returned to stroking against
Wynn’s burning, hypersensitive clitoris and dipping in and out of
her pussy.

“I bet I can get my whole fist into your
tight pussy,” she said.

Wynn gasped at the words even as her hips
began to twitch and tremble. She felt the girl’s slim fingers
pushing into her, one, then two, then three, then four as her thumb
oh-so-lightly brushed back and forth across her clitoris.

Luke knelt before her and reached around
behind her neck, undoing the belt which held the thong in place. He
gripped her hair to roughly tilt her head back and then tugged the
now-wet thong out of her mouth.

“Beg me to fuck your throat, sex slave,” he
ordered.

Wynn could only gasp and moan as his other
hand kneaded her breast and the girl twisted her fingers from side
to side in her pussy.

“Beg me to fuck your throat,” he said. “Or
Virgin won’t let you come.”

Wynn heard the girl giggle, and her fingers
eased up even as the muscles in Wynn’s lower belly began to spasm,
driving her back against them.

Crack! The girl slapped her bottom
sharply.

“Beg him, slut, so I can make you come.”

Wynn really wanted to come! But begging him
would have been bad enough had they been alone! Doing it in front
of this stranger would be abandoning all pride and dignity! Of
course, given she was bent over naked with her legs spread and her
breasts almost touching the floor while the girl toyed with her
pussy – well, how much pride could she claim?

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Obey your master, sex slave,” Virginia
ordered. “And I’ll shove my whole fist up into your pussy!”

Wynn shuddered at the thought! It was an
insane promise! And not one she actually expected the girl to do.
But the thought of it left her momentarily breathless! Then she was
breathless for real as the girl jerked back on the strap, pulling
it tight around her neck.

“Obey orders, sex slave, and you’ll get a
nice orgasm,” she said, her fingers dancing across Wynn’s
pussy.

Luke chuckled, taking his cock out and
rubbing it back and forth along Wynn’s lips as he held her
hair.

She loosened the strap and Wynn gulped in
air, then moaned as she felt another slap to her bottom.

“Please!” she gasped.

Crack!

“Please what?”

“Please –! Please… fuck me!” she gasped.

Crack!

“You have to beg him to fuck your
throat.”

“Please… please fuck my throat!” she
moaned.

Crack!

“Call him master. Don’t you know
anything?”

“Master!” she moaned.

Crack! Crack!

“Beg master to fuck your throat.”

The sexual pressure threatened to make her
body explode, and Wynn imagined it tearing apart into pieces as a
dark sexual fever gripped her. Who cared about pride!?

“Please fuck my throat, Master!” she
gasped.

She felt the girl’s fingers plunging into her
again even as Luke pushed his cock into her mouth. She groaned and
gasped, licking almost instinctively at it before he pushed it
deeper even as Virginia pushed more fingers into her throbbing
pussy.

She could feel the pressure building up as
her fingers tried to stretch her pussy wider and wider, then her
attention was torn away as Luke shoved his big cock deep into her
throat. He forced every last inch through her lips, then ground
himself against her as he held her hair clasped tightly in his
fist.

He pulled back about halfway, then pushed
forward again, only to pull back once more, then bury himself in
her throat again. Meanwhile, she felt the pressure mounting at the
mouth of her sex, felt herself aching dully as the girl tried to
force even more of her fingers through.

She hadn’t really meant that about her
fist, had she… !?

The girl’s fingers stroked Wynn’s clitoris
harder and harder, and then she felt something give. Something
thick slid slowly through her opening and into her body. It felt
larger than anything she’d ever had inside her before, and she
could feel Virginia’s wriggling fingers pushing in ahead of it.

OMG! She’s really doing it! she
thought wildly.

Luke pumped his cock up and down in her mouth
and throat, only occasionally pulling it free to allow her to gulp
in air. Wynn was becoming light-headed on top of everything else.
The pressure against her sex continued to mount. Whatever was
pushing against her was slippery, as if someone had spread oil over
it. It twisted slowly from side to side, even as she felt fingers
inside her caressing the walls of her sex.

Then she felt herself slowly, slowly
spreading wider as the thing slid into her body. She was nearly
hyperventilating with the intensity of the scalding sexual heat
gripping her mind and body as the thickest part of it entered her.
Then came a sense of relief as what followed narrowed.

“Got it all inside you, slut,” she heard
Virginia say in delight. “My whole hand!”

Wynn shuddered and gurgled around Luke’s
pumping cock. Her wrists jerked feebly against the handcuffs
holding them behind her, and she winced as he tugged up a little on
her hair, making her scalp sting.

She almost forgot the cock pumping steadily
through her lips as she followed the thickness of the girl’s hand
pushing deeper inside her. She could feel the fingers stroking and
turning even as they pushed higher into her body.

Wonder, awe, anxiety, and a suffocating heat
gripped her mind and body as her muscles began to spasm. Luke
pumped faster and she gurgled and gasped wetly as her attention was
momentarily jerked forward to the sight of his groin pushing in and
out against her mouth.

Inside her, she felt the fingers easing back
into a fist, one by one. The fist rotated slowly from side to side,
then pushed deeper. Then she noticed Luke was holding his phone,
pointing it down at her. She moaned dazedly, understanding but not
processing what he was doing as the fist pushed deeper and the heat
melted her mind.

The strap suddenly tightened and she gasped
breathlessly as it was pulled up and back. The fist began to move
back, then forward, then again and again as she lost herself to a
hazy dark wonder. Her head was forced up and back sharply as Luke
fucked her mouth and filled his hands with her taut breasts. The
orgasm hit and she screamed soundlessly, breathlessly, endlessly.
Her body trembled and shook, her hips bucking back violently
against the fist thrusting in and out of her as black dots danced
before her eyes.

She was wrapped in a screaming, glittering
haze of overloaded nerve endings, of pleasure and wicked arousal,
her mind spinning uncontrollably as she was reduced to sheer
instincts, incapable of thought or speech. The fist pushed in and
pulled back, pushed in and pulled back, faster and faster even as
Luke picked up speed, as well.

He pulled out with a gasp and then his cock
sprayed a fountain of thick white wads of semen across her face and
lips and into her open mouth. Then he released her hair and she
groaned with relief as the pressure on her scalp disappeared.

The strap let her down slowly until her chin
was on the floor, then loosened enough for her to breathe.

She noted, almost without understanding, Luke
moving to one side of her. Then she felt his hand sliding up along
her abdomen, up between her legs. He had the vibrator in hand and
it found her burning hot little button and began to ride back and
forth across it.

Wynn’s eyes went wide and her entire body
jerked sharply back. Then the orgasm, which had just begun to fade,
screamed higher as every muscle in her body seemed to spasm. She
started to scream, only to have the strap jerked back again,
tightening it around her throat. She started to rise only to have
his big hand press down on her back between her shoulder
blades.

The fist inside her was moving more quickly
now, thrusting in and out as her mind disintegrated under the tidal
wave of sensation. Ecstasy gripped her, and she trembled violently,
her head threatening to explode as her mouth opened and closed
soundlessly.

Her body flared wildly, a hurricane of
pleasure tearing through her as the girl punched her deep inside,
her fist and wrist sliding in and out while her mind and body
burned. And all the while that fist and wrist – and half her arm
for all Wynn knew – we’re pumping in and out of her.

“She has really long orgasms,” the girl
said.

“It’s because of me. I turn girls on, you
know.”

“Yeah, sure. You better have my money or I’m
taking your sex slave as collateral.”

“I don’t think she likes dykes.”

“Why would I care about that? I’ll just keep
her tied up and torture her if she disobeys.”

The strap was released and Wynn gulped in air
as the girl slapped her bottom several times.

“You’ll learn how to obey me, won’t you, sex
slave,” she taunted.

*

Wynn felt mentally exhausted, her eyes bleary
as the girl pulled her in between her legs.

Virginia was sitting on a chair, her short
skirt pulled wide as she gripped Wynn’s hair and held the strap
tight in her other hand.

“You better do a good job, slut,” the girl
warned as she twisted her fingers in her hair.

Wynn gasped and began to lick as Luke looked
on, holding his phone up again. He had reinserted the vibrator and
then placed her there on her knees. Her legs were spread as she
licked at Virginia’s pussy, her breasts hanging below her,
throbbing and tingling. She was mentally drained but given energy
by Virginia jerking on her hair and Luke slapping her bottom.

She’d never had such a massive orgasm, and
never had one that lasted so long she’d practically lost
consciousness. The intensity of the climax startled her – and
immediately addicted her. She wanted more of that!

Even now, her energy was returning, her mind
starting to reawaken as a prickling sense of sexual energy began to
flood into her once again. She was well aware of her position as he
moved from side to side holding up his phone – his camera – and
Virginia’s fingers twisting in her hair made her wince and gasp so
that she licked harder.

The vibrations were only starting to have an
influence on her. It was the wicked, outrageous hunger in her mind
which was heating her up, more than the sensations spilling through
her body. She was totally at their mercy. Which was both
aggravating and deliciously exciting!

As if she really was a slave girl! A sex
slave!

And what a thrilling, outrageous thought that
was!

The girl got her attention by twisting her
hair, and attempted to teach her how to perform oral sex on women
better. But she kept getting distracted by what Luke was doing.
Especially when he moved behind her and pushed his big cock deep
into her ass.

She felt… impaled! It made her insides cramp
every time he thrust it home!

But the combination of his cock thrusting in
and out and the buzzing vibrations of the sex toy against her
G-spot and clitoris were getting her rapidly worked up again.

Not that she’d ever calmed down. The wicked,
kinky darkness of what Luke had involved her in, his game of
bondage and domination, of her being a sex slave without any
ability to even think about what ought to happen to her had filled
her with a sense of wonder and fascination. It was just so far
removed from everything she’d ever done before – and so intensely
carnal!

Her muscles spasmed and twitched as his hips
slapped against her buttocks from behind. His hands moved along her
sides, then down to cup and fondle her breasts as she licked
dazedly at the girl’s naked pussy.

A sex slave! she thought dazedly. A
sex slave! Helpless! Ravaged!

It was so… different! It ran so wildly
counter to her life as she’d lived it, to her sturdy, independent
nature, her pride and dignity. Yet letting go of it all and just
wallowing in the perverted carnal heat filled her with such a
fever-heat she could hardly bear it.

“I think this slut is going to come again,”
Virginia said.

“She comes often around me. She loves my
cock, you know.”

“Uh huh, or the vibrator. Lick harder,
bitch.”

Wynn obeyed. That was what sex slaves did. It
required no working brain as she simply had to do as she was told.
That let her mind focus entirely on her own dark heat and the
sensations rolling through her body and roiling her brain.

She came again, crying out again and again in
breathless, dazed ecstasy as Luke pounded her from behind, his big
cock ramming deep into her belly. The girl laughed and mashed her
face in against her wet pussy.

“Keep licking, slut. I’m not there yet,” she
said.

Wynn obeyed. That was what sex slaves did,
after all.
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Since he’d torn her coveralls apart Luke had
kindly provided a replacement. It consisted of a very short, tight
leather miniskirt and a thin, tight gray sweater that left very
little to the imagination given her lack of a bra. Wynn wasn’t
complaining. Though she would later. Just then she was more than a
little shell-shocked.

And wearing anything at all was an
improvement over naked.

“So you see, one of our clients owns a large
software company,” he said without preamble as he pulled the car
out of the parking lot.

“One of his suppliers, his contractors, I
guess you’d call it, is a smaller and upcoming software firm which
a Mexican drug kingpin named Garcia has forced his way into. He now
owns forty-nine percent. That’s not a controlling interest but
given his methods and who he is, he gets what he wants.

“The guy Virginia was talking about was a man
named Diao, who works in software in China. I’m willing to bet he
has no nephews. So the two guys he wants hired by the software
company are almost certainly PRC agents. Virginia is sleeping with
a girl named Maria who works for Garcia. Maria would never talk to
the police but gossips with Virginia who passes it on to us because
we pay her for it.

“You with me, blonde girl?”

“Uh-huh,” she groaned, laying her head
back.

“So now we get to a matter of policy. We have
several alternatives. We could notify the alphabet people and let
them deal with Diao and his supposed nephews. Or we could have a
quiet word with Garcia about the advisability of cooperating with
Chinese guys. Or we could do something violent to Garcia, or Diao
or his nephews, or all of them.”

“What does something violent mean?”

“That’s a policy decision. I don’t make those
decisions. I just carry them out.”

“You mean kill them?”

“If someone wants to send a message, that
would do it.”

“But… how is that even – ?”

“What, legal? Who cares. We’re not the
alphabet people. Garcia is a scumbag and Diao is representing the
PRC, who are scumbags. And the other two are almost certainly
spies.”

“Shouldn’t we be sure, first?”

“We will be. It won’t be too hard to check
the backgrounds of these so-called nephews. That’s not our job,
though.”

“What is our job?”

“To do what needs to be done. And which the
alphabet people can’t always get away with doing.”

He dropped her off at her new condo. Not that
it was hers. She lived there but didn’t own it. Then again, she
didn’t pay taxes on it, either, nor condo fees, nor rent. It was
hard to beat a deal like that given what rents went for in New
York, let alone Manhattan.

It was way nicer than her place in Brooklyn
had been, with more space, better views, and better all-around
everything. There was no charge for heating or air conditioning,
nor parking. Though she didn’t have her own car yet.

The condo was in midtown Manhattan, on the
thirty-seventh floor, with a glorious view to the south and west,
including the East River. It had high ceilings, a huge bedroom, a
gorgeous open kitchen and a balcony she could sit on and sip fruit
juices while admiring the city and river.

Even the furniture had been supplied by the…
company? Organization? She didn’t know quite what to call it since
the only member of it she’d ever met was Luke. To say he was
controlling was a tremendous understatement. But did that represent
the mentality of the organization? She had no idea.

Who had put it together? How much reach and
power did it have? It made her uneasy working for something as
vaguely defined as this was. She reassured herself that she was
still officially a cop, and officially assigned to Homeland
Security. She was dubious about the whole arrangement, but there
was no doubting its benefits so far.

And that included the wild, kinky and
incredible sex she was having, even though that too made her
uneasy. Luke was a colleague, and she instinctively wanted him to
respect her, not treat her like some kind of submissive whore. Yet
that was exactly how she’d acted with him so far.

She was good in bed, damn it! But being tied
up hadn’t left much of an opportunity to show whatever skills she
might have. Being tied up all the time didn’t allow for much other
than being his sex toy. Of course, being his sex toy had so far
brought her more passion, more intense, incredible pleasure, than
she’d ever had with any other lover.

And better TV, she thought as she fell onto
the big, comfortable sectional in front of the fireplace.

At the touch of a button the painting above
the fireplace slid up to reveal an eighty-inch flatscreen which got
just about every cable and streaming channel she could imagine, and
some she’d never heard of. She’d never really been much for TV but
there were so many choices here that she wondered how she’d ever
get bored.

She got up and went to the kitchen, then
considered what to eat that wouldn’t take much time or effort. She
felt guilty again, knowing she ought to be eating something
healthy, not processed.

“You’re rich now, bitch,” she said to
herself.

She went back and flopped down on the sofa,
then took out her phone and looked through one of the food delivery
services menus. There were a lot of them and you could get just
about any kind of food as long as you were willing to pay for
it.

In Manhattan, a lot of people were willing to
trade money for time and convenience, and now that included
her.

She ordered her food and then had a shower.
Imagine having kinky sex in a warehouse! What was with Luke
anyway!? He couldn’t have done that here?

She put on a pair of black silk pajamas and
wandered back into the front room, dressing gown in hand. She
tossed it onto the kitchen island and then flopped down before the
TV, again. She took her phone out and flipped through her email,
texts, and then social media to answer various messages.

The intercom buzzed and she hurriedly got up
and went over to the little box as the doorman told her the food
had arrived. She went to the door a minute later at a knock and
opened it. The man there looked to be in his mid-forties, and,
oddly enough, she mused, Caucasian. Pretty sad to be delivering
food at his age, she thought as she took the bag from him.

She turned away with it and put it on the
table just inside the door, and when she turned back he was holding
a gun pointed right at her stomach.

“Inside,” he said coolly.

“This isn’t going to get you a better tip,”
she said.

He smiled but the smile didn’t reach his
eyes. She backed up and he came inside. As he grasped the door and
pushed it closed she used the momentary distraction to kick the gun
out of his hand. He barely hesitated as his other hand swung around
in a lightning-quick punch that she barely ducked before kicking
him in the kneecap.

He cursed viciously but fought through the
pain. She fell back from his next punch, but overbalanced, landing
sprawling on the floor. He went for his gun but she jumped up and
threw a ceramic elephant at him he had to bat away. Her next kick,
aimed at his head, missed but it made him jump aside and roll out
of the way.

She sent a jab at his throat which he
blocked, countering with a kick she caught partly on her hip and
partly with her hand. It still hurt. She swung around completely
and sent another kick that barely missed his head. He grabbed her
from behind and she swung her head back into his face then stomped
on his toes.

He released her with a gasp of pain and she
twisted around and tried to bring her knee up into his crotch. He
turned enough to catch it on his thigh, then grabbed her around the
throat. She brought both hands and arms up between his arms and
knock them aside, then threw herself backward and got a kick into
his chest that threw him back, as well.

The problem with being a woman fighting men
was she couldn’t afford to let him get even a single unblocked blow
in. Her bones were thinner than his, lighter weight, and much more
vulnerable to damage. Her whole body was. And even though she had a
couple of inches on him he outweighed her by probably forty
pounds.

He went for his gun again and she kicked it
across the floor then threw herself across the back of the
sectional sofa as he grabbed at her. There was a gun in the coffee
table and she rolled across the sofa onto the floor and yanked the
drawer open. Her hand closed on the Glock and she yanked it out
only to have him tackle her, his hands clawing at the gun.

She rolled to get atop him and slammed her
fist into his throat as he knocked the gun from her hand. She dove
out of his way as he jumped to his feet, swinging wild haymakers at
her, and he ran to the gun, bending to pick it up.

She ran for him from behind and did a flying
kick into his back that sent him hurtling into the picture window.
It held but as he turned around she threw another powerful kick
into his chest. This time he was flung back into the window and it
gave way. He screamed as he realized what was happening and grabbed
at her. She rolled away and he went hurtling out into the
night.

It took several seconds. They were
thirty-seven floors up, after all. Then she heard the bang as he
hit the road, followed by screeching car tires.

She eased to the edge of the floor and looked
down, wincing, then wondering what the hell she was supposed to do
now. She definitely didn’t want to get into the news, and this was
definitely going to be news.

She ran into the bedroom, tossing off her
dressing gown, then tearing off her pajamas before jumping into
jeans and a baseball jersey. She grabbed a gun and pancake holster
out of one of her bedroom drawers, stuck it in her belt, then
jammed her feet into sneakers, grabbed her purse – and phone, and
left.

She called Luke as she took an elevator to
the basement garage.

“Yeees?” he drawled.

“Someone came to my condo and tried to kill
me,” she said without preamble.

He was suddenly alert. “Someone you
know?”

“No! He had a gun and I don’t know what he
wanted. We didn’t exchange many pleasantries.”

“Where is he?”

“He’s on 54th Street.”

“What?”

“I kicked him and he went through the
window!”

“Shit. That’s gonna leave a mark.”

“I’m heading for the garage. I figure I’ll go
out through the door there and avoid the doorman.”

“Uhm… let me think.”

“You want me to stick around and be
interviewed by the NYPD?”

“No, I don’t think that’s a good idea. Go to
the Treasury building. I need to get some alphabet people over to
your place to keep the cops out of this.”

“What am I supposed to do at Treasury?”

“They have a cafeteria with machines for off
hours. I’ll have someone pick you up.”

She went out the back, caught a cab, and went
to the Treasury building. She didn’t need to go inside, though.
Luke was there when she arrived and waved to her. She quickly
crossed the street and got into his car.

“What the fuck is going on?” she demanded.
“Who was that guy and why would they be coming after me? And how
would they know where I lived?”

“All excellent questions, Detective. We will
do our best to find out the answers as quickly as possible. In the
meantime, the utility of that apartment would seem to be gone. You
can’t go back there.”

“My prints will be all over the place, you
know.”

“Yeah, our people will take care of that. And
deal with the local police. Your name will never come up.”

“Nobody ever tried to attack me at home when
I was with the NYPD,” she snapped.

“I’m assuming this was related to us, too. I
just can’t figure out why. He didn’t say anything?”

“I didn’t give him much of an opportunity for
discussion.”

“That’s too bad. I would really have liked to
know what he wanted there.”

“I don’t think he came to kill me. He could
have done that in the doorway.”

“Hmm. You don’t actually know anything about
anything that anyone ought to be trying to get out of you.”

“Unless someone showed up at your place
too.”

“Nope. But I’ve temporarily vacated the
premises and someone will be watching it just in case.”

“Great. So where do we go?”

“Like I said before, the people who are
responsible for our organization own an awful lot of places in New
York. We’ll go somewhere else.”

“How do we know the information didn’t leak
from this organization of yours, about which I know nothing
whatsoever?”

“Because if it did they’d know you didn’t
know anything and were of no value. They’d have been much better
off coming for me.”

“Well this sucks!” she exclaimed.

She folded her arms across her chest. “I
liked that apartment!”

“Sucked for the guy you tossed out the
window, too.”

“Fuck him!”

“No thanks. You ever see a guy after a
thirty-seven-floor fall to the pavement? It isn’t pretty.”

“If you expect me to be all broken up over it
forget it. He started it. He got what he deserved.”

“You’re kind of cold-blooded, aren’t you? I
think I like that about you.”

“Screw you too!”

“We’ll get to that. Right now I want a report
from you on everything that happened. Starting from when you got
home.”

She sighed and told him how she got back,
changed, showered, ordered food, and then opened the door after the
doorman called up.

“Wait, he said. Back up. You ordered
food.”

“Yeah, I said that.”

“From a place you’ve used before?”

“Sure.”

“Used your credit card?”

“Yes.”

“So if someone was looking for you and had
access to the kind of things we do that would have done it.”

“There’s no reason for anyone to be after
me!”

“Well, the only thing you’ve done so far is
break into Daley’s office and steal his digital currency
wallet.”

“You did that!”

“Yeah. But for some reason, they were able to
identify you but not me. You didn’t leave any prints there, did
you?”

“Give me credit for not being an idiot.”

He was driving north, and she looked around
suspiciously.

“Where are we going?”

“A secure apartment. It’s on the Upper East
side.”

Her own condo would probably have sold for
two or three million. The apartments on the Upper East Side were
much more expensive. He turned into a garage and went down, opening
the door with a fob and driving through.

“This place should be nicely secure. Just
don’t use your cell phone or give out your address to anyone until
we find out what happened. In fact, give me your phone.”

“Why?”

“I want to take the battery out. We don’t
know what resources these people have.”

She made a face and gave him her phone and he
quickly took out the battery. Phones could be located by the right
agencies, provided the cell phone company cooperated. Or if someone
had a cooperative employee at the cell phone company.

“Maybe Mister FBI wants his wallet back.”

“Quite likely. If it’s him behind it he’s
going to regret it.”

“Do we know how much was on it yet?”

“Not yet. It takes time to crack the
passwords on these things.”

He parked and got out of the car and she
opened her door and followed him across the lot to the door leading
to a lobby. She got an inkling of the kind of place it was when she
stepped inside and realized the floor and walls were marble and the
little room was lit by hidden lighting.

“Okay, I guess we’re staying in a slum,” she
said as the elevator door opened.

The inside walls were dark, stained wood:
mahogany, she guessed. And there was a padded bench against the far
wall.

“I feel underdressed for a ritzy place like
this.”

“Now there’s an idea,” he said with a
smirk.

She frowned at him. “Are you perpetually
horny?”

“Only around gorgeous women.”

“Yeah, well I’m tired from our kinky little
warehouse romp.”

“You’re younger than me. You should have more
energy.”

“No one has as much energy as a horny
man.”

The elevator stopped at the penthouse. She
blinked in surprise and looked around with interest.

“So this is how the other half lives?”

“The lower echelon of the other half,” he
replied.

The ceilings were easily twelve feet high,
and there was a tree and fountain in the lobby. They walked around
them and through an open doorway into an enormous front room with
large glass walls looking out at the river.

“I could get used to this kind of life,” she
said. “This place is just big enough for me. You’ll have to find
somewhere else to live, of course.”

“I don’t trust our communications until I get
a handle on how whoever it was found you, so don’t use any of the
phones here.”

“I’m still hungry. I didn’t get to eat
dinner.”

“You should have said something.”

“Is there food here?”

“Nope.”

“Well, I can go out and – .”

“You can stay here. I’ll go and get some
food.”

“Just so it's hot and easy.”

“Just like you,” he said with a smirk.

She frowned and raised her middle finger.

“That’s rude.”

“So?”

“So I’m bigger than you. And I’m sort of your
boss.”

“So? What are you gonna do, fire me?”

He contemplated her for a long moment, then
smiled.




Chapter Nine

 


 


 


 


Wynn cursed as she wriggled on the bed. He
had very neatly stripped her clothes off, then tied her to the
headboard and footboard using cloth belts from robes hanging in the
closet and meant, apparently, for guests. Her wrists were tied
together above her and her ankles below, and as much as she twisted
and pulled she couldn’t get out of either.

What really irritated her, though, was that
she was aroused. She shouldn’t be aroused! He’d done nothing to
arouse her! He’d been brusque and mocking and simply tied her naked
to the bed before leaving. Yet her nipples had been hard since he’d
tied her here, tingling, hungry for someone’s touch.

She was also quite sure she was wet, her
lower belly thrumming with energy and anticipation. Was it just
that she was tied up? Was that something which aroused her now?
Certainly every time she’d been tied up before he’d done outrageous
things which had given her insanely powerful orgasms. Was she
becoming like one of those test rats that salivated just on hearing
the proper sound?

The bed was comfortable enough, but she was
certainly not used to sleeping with her body stretched out like
this, being unable to bend or turn or shift her arms or legs. She
was also, of course, completely helpless if whoever had sent the
first guy discovered where she was and sent another.

He’d also blindfolded her, just to add to her
sense of helplessness. It was very difficult to know just how much
time had passed. At first, she was just irritated, then she
contemplated her arousal and wondered at it. Then she let herself
indulge in sexual fantasies, which only increased her arousal.

Finally, she tried to relax and sleep. It
wasn’t like she had anything else she could do. She was tired
enough that she did kind of doze off for a time, though she wasn’t
sure how long it was when she was wakened.

By him? Almost certainly but of course, with
the blindfold on she couldn’t tell, and he didn’t have the decency
to speak to her so she couldn’t be sure. She simply felt his
fingers and thumbs gripping her hard nipples and caressing them,
rolling and tweaking and tugging on them. All without him saying a
word.

A moment later she gasped as his fingers were
withdrawn and something bit down on her nipples to make them sting
like fire.

“Ahh!” she cried. “Luke! I know that’s you!
What are you doing!?”

He remained silent as her nipples burned and
throbbed. She felt something being pushed down between her thighs,
which, were pressed firmly together, her ankles bound. Something
was forced through them, though, something hard and metallic which
pressed directly against her sex.

She was not all that surprised when it began
to vibrate.

The weight which had been placed on the bed
disappeared as he got up. And then she felt and heard nothing for
long minutes. Had he left the room? What was he doing?!

Whatever was pinching her nipples was
buzzing, too, vibrating. Or so it felt like. The other vibrator was
pressed in firmly against her pussy as it buzzed away, and she
began to feel her chest tightening as her body’s arousal grew.

The minutes passed and she remained tied and
blindfolded, the vibrators making her pussy thrum with energy and
her nipples tingling even more wildly than they had been
before.

I’m getting sopping wet, she thought
as the sexual pressure grew more and more intense.

After some minutes she felt a weight on the
bed again. Then fingers slid slowly along her lips, top and bottom.
They went away, and then she felt something firm, thick, and
leatherish wrapped tightly around her wrists. Fingers glided down
her body, then along her thighs and down her legs until she felt
more strong leather being wrapped around her ankles. The fingers
glided back up her body and along her neck, then another leather…
strap(?) was wrapped around her neck, firm, tight, but not
interfering with her breathing.

After that, the robe belt was untied, but her
wrists were held in place, then lifted upward. That raised her body
up into a sitting position.

“Luke! What are you doing, you pervert!?”

If it was Luke… Of course, it was! It had to
be!

The pressure on her wrists forced her up and
over to one side, and then she almost fell off the bed until
getting her legs under her body and standing up. Whoever held her
wrists simply raised them higher still, so that she had to rise up
on the balls of her feet.

“Luke!”

Her wrists were held high and then pulled
forward so that she was forced to walk unsteadily forward on the
balls of her bare feet.

“Pervert!”

Crack!

She yelped in startled pain at the sharp slap
to her bottom, but couldn’t do anything much about it but keep
toddling forward.

“Asshole!”

Crack!

She gasped at another stinging blow.

“Freakt!”

Crack!

She winced at another sharp, stinging slap,
and now felt the cool marble of the hall floor under her bare
feet.

“Where are we going!? It wouldn’t hurt you to
talk, you know!”

She could turn and kick him, she supposed.
She had a pretty good idea where he was standing. Then she could
yank the blindfold off. Yes, that sounded like a plan!

She gauged his distance and direction, then
swung herself abruptly around to kick him. He jerked back on her
wrists, though and that, with the blindfold, completely disoriented
her so that she almost fell on her ass. She would have had he not
pulled up again on her bound wrists.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Ah! Fuck! That hurts!”

She was pulled further forward, until
something heavy and wood pressed into her abdomen. The grip on her
wrists kept moving forward and then down, so that Wynn wound up
bent across something as her wrists were pulled down, still held
tautly. She could sense when he let go of them and jerked back,
only to discover he had somehow bound them in place.

She felt his big hands on her ankles, then,
forcing them apart. The height of whatever she was bent across was
such that forcing her legs that wide raised her onto the balls of
her feet. But all she could do was gulp in air and wait for
whatever he intended to do.

Her ankles were soon bound in place. Then she
felt the clips on her nipples tugging down and then her hair was
gathered up in a single mass and something was done to it before it
was pulled slowly up and back.

She winced and gasped as individual hairs
were pulled stingingly, but eventually they all settled in together
as her head was held back with her facing forward. Then it felt as
if he were working on her hair in some way.

“If you fuck up my hair I’ll scalp you!” she
warned.

That got her another sharp slap on the
bottom. Muttering ‘asshole’ got another.

She felt something slick and metallic pushed
slowly into her ass! It felt rounded and yet, didn’t really feel
like a dildo. In fact, it curved up across her tailbone. There was
more tugging and playing around with her hair, and then it was
released. But not really. Now it felt tied in place, tied as if to
some kind of cord or chain which was then, she quickly realized,
tied to whatever had been pushed into her ass!

As the muscles in her neck began to ache she
had to put more and more of the weight of her head on her hair,
which increased the sting to her scalp. The pressure held her mouth
wide as she gulped in air and felt him now doing something with her
thighs. Something long and thick was pressed against the inside of
her right thigh, then pushed up so that it pressed against her
pussy.

It was quickly strapped in place to her
thigh, then turned on, vibrating powerfully. A moment later the
clips on her nipples also began to vibrate. She felt those fingers
caressing her lips again, then they went away for a couple of
minutes. Wynn found her pulse rising as sexual anticipation filled
her mind and body.

The vibrators were definitely influencing her
body but it was more the situation that had excited and aroused
her, she thought dazedly. She couldn’t see herself or anything else
but knew very well what she must look like with her legs spread and
her ass in the air like this.

Her body began to almost instinctively try to
push herself back against the vibrator, her hips grinding hungrily.
That had no effect, of course, since the vibrator was attached to
her thigh and simply moved as she did.

After a few minutes, she heard something,
some movement nearby. Then she smelled something: Food!

Was he going to torment her with the smell or
try to feed her like this?

The latter, it seemed. For something other
than fingers was soon caressing her lips. After a moment it pushed
into her open mouth. It was tasty and hot, but she wasn’t quite
sure what kind of meat it was. She tried to chew and winced, then
forced her head back a bit so that the act of chewing didn’t pull
at her hair.

It was very spicy. She wondered what it was.
It could have been Indian or Thai. Or maybe Korean?

She was hungry enough to not be too
particular, and quickly chewed and swallowed it. Then more was
placed just inside her mouth. She chewed on that too, gasping as a
hand reached in underneath and gave her breast a full, firm
squeeze.

It occurred to her that since he’d brought
that girl in without telling her first and that had gone well he
might just have done the same again with another guy. That produced
a big jolt of adrenaline and anxiety, as well as, oddly a dark
surge of excitement.

She was hungry enough, and the food good
enough, that she continued to eat whatever was put in her mouth.
But her chest was tight and her body felt as if it were enveloped
in a fiery heat that flared out around her with every breath.

Her neck muscles were really aching as she
had to ease her head up just a bit to chew or else endure the
stinging pain as her hair was tugged harder against her scalp.

Finally, the blindfold was lifted off, but
since it was pulled off by someone standing behind her she still
couldn’t see who it was. A moment later two male hands brought
something out in front of her face. It looked like… a wide, soft
leather pad with a curving dildo attached to it.

She didn’t understand its purpose until the
dildo was pulled in against her open mouth and then slid inside. It
pushed deeper and deeper, until it slid down her throat, and kept
going until the leather pad was flat against her face, covering her
from just under her nose to her chin. A strap was drawn back
tightly across her cheeks and then fastened behind her head, and
Wynn struggled to cope with the sudden rush of anxiety and
heat.

She’d been gagged before and she’d had cocks
shoved down her throat before. But she’d never had a cock jammed
there and then locked in place! She struggled to breathe around it
before remembering her trick of relaxing her throat and then
sucking air in around it.

Fingers eased her open and a long, thick cock
pushed into her from behind.

The vibrator was still strapped in place
pressed against the top of her sex as Luke – or whoever it was –
drove their cock deep into her belly and started to work. There was
no slow buildup, but an immediate hard thrusting that had his hips
slapping powerfully against her upraised buttocks again and
again!

This was insane! Her entire body was shaking!
Her nipples were buzzing wildly. The vibrator was jammed in against
her sex and she could hardly breathe! Her mind began to fuzz over
as the dark heat of passion and carnal hunger grew so intense they
crowded everything else out of her thoughts.

She moaned dazedly, gasping and crying out as
his hips hammered into her, as his cock speared deep inside her, as
her entire world dissolved into overpowering sensation and raw,
animal need. And then a spark of self-awareness hit her: It didn’t
matter if it was Luke or not! The idea of a stranger doing this
was, in some ways, even wilder and more intensely arousing than
thinking it was Luke!

And then she came, writhing and twisting and
crying out in mindless pleasure, her muscles spasming and her
insides burning as her mind was battered by the overwhelming flood
of sensation.

She’d never felt quite so aroused, not even
lately, never felt so completely ridden by her own carnal hunger,
never felt the world narrow to the raging storm of sensual bliss
enveloping her. It was… rapture! And her mind was intoxicated by
the pleasure!

*

She was dazed and light-headed when he
removed the gag, untied her, and then carried her down the hall and
into a bedroom. He put the blindfold on her again and left. She
groaned and continued to gulp in air, then rolled onto her side and
at some point fell asleep.

She woke up naked in an unfamiliar bed, with
her wrists bound together behind her by some kind of leather bands.
She called his name but heard nothing.

This was seriously annoying.

The sex was incredible, of course, but life
was more than sex. Or it was supposed to be.

And, it suddenly occurred to her, she still
wasn’t entirely sure who had fucked her the other evening. It was
almost certainly Luke, though. The arrogant bastard.

She managed to wriggle around and rub her
face and head against the pillow and then hook the edge of the
blindfold over something and tug it upward. From there it was only
a little more work to get it off. She swung her legs out of bed and
stood up, looking around the bedroom. It looked pretty nice, not to
mention enormous.

Then she saw herself in the mirror and
blinked. Her hair was a tangled mess of blonde, of course. And she
had a leather collar around her neck with a stainless-steel ring
dangling from the front. She had similar-looking bands around her
ankles, and, she half turned to confirm that the things around her
wrists were the same.

“Pervert,” she muttered.

There was no doubting or denying, though,
that she looked… hot; very hot and sexy.

She went to the door, turned her back to it,
and turned the knob, then padded out into the hall. She went up the
hall, her feet cool against the marble floor, her head turning from
side to side as she passed rooms, looking for him.

She found the big front room, its doors open
to the deck, and, still looking around, went cautiously to the open
doorway. She could see a chaise lounge near the railing, a drink of
some kind on the table next to it. She glanced around uncertainly,
but it didn’t look like any close towers had a view of this
deck.

She licked her lips and then walked out onto
the deck.

“Do you mind untying me? Or at least undoing
these things?”

She walked toward the lounger and he put down
a cell phone, then stood up and turned to face her.

It wasn’t him.

The man standing there was not as
broad-shouldered as Luke, nor as tall. He was lithe and athletic,
though, handsome, with short brown hair, and perhaps a few years
older than her. He looked her up and down appreciatively as she
froze in place, not even remembering to breathe.

Her instinct was to squeal and run back
inside, but that went against years and years of absolute
determination to not show weakness, to not show embarrassment, to
maintain a sense of cool dignity no matter what anyone said or did.
If you were going to play with the boys, after all, you couldn’t
act like a girl.

“I-I’m uhm… I was… expecting Luke,” she
stammered, her face reddening as she backed away.

“He’ll be back shortly,” the man said in a
very British accent.

“I’ll go… go back and uhm… uh… wait for him,”
she said, still backing up.

The man smiled and bent over to do something,
touching something, a button. The doors slid closed behind her and
she gasped as she turned to stare at them in astonishment. She
turned back to the man but he’d sat down again, his back to
her.

“Hey!”

He ignored her and she scowled, though her
face was still flaming.

“Why did you close the doors?” she
demanded.

“I was told you were quite intelligent,” he
replied. “You should know the answer to that question without
asking it. I closed the doors because I didn’t want you to go back
inside, of course.”

He had picked up his phone and said nothing
else, leaving her flustered, embarrassed and deeply uncomfortable.
There was only one thing which would maintain even a shred of
dignity, though, and that was to ignore being naked, not to mention
having her wrists locked behind her, and confront him.

She stepped forward again, glowering. “I
would think you’d be able to find plenty of naked bodies on porn
sites,” she said. “Without needing to lock a girl out here so you
could stare at her.”

“Am I staring?” he asked lazily.

He wasn’t even looking at her, of course. She
was standing behind him. She glanced around her again, nervous
being naked like this in the full light of the sun.

“Would you mind telling me why you didn’t
want me to go inside then?”

He didn’t answer and she felt affronted that
he was neither letting her go nor staring at her. What was this?
Some kind of game? She was sure she knew the object of that game.
Her!

“I don’t like games,” she growled.

She stepped boldly forward so she could see
him, ignoring her nudity. Her embarrassment rose as she did, but so
too did a dark, flickering thrill that startled her. Baring herself
like this so… so brazenly was turning her on!

Perhaps because she could act like what she
was doing had nothing to do with her showing off her body, nothing
at all. It didn’t. Not really. But she suddenly realized something
about herself. She’d spent a lifetime being proud of her body while
almost no one ever saw it. She never wore revealing clothes because
she needed to make sure everyone she knew respected her as ‘one of
the guys’.

That was especially so at work, of course,
but all her life she’d rejected the notion she should be showing
off her assets to get respect. That wasn’t how she was raised. Only
desperate sluts needing approval wore revealing clothes. And that
was certainly not her!

It was clearly not her fault she was naked
now, not her fault she couldn’t do anything about it, not her fault
she couldn’t leave. He couldn’t possibly accuse her of showing off.
Nor was that her intent. But… even so, standing there so boldly, so
naked, in front of this complete stranger who was, she had to
admit, extremely attractive, was doing something to her mind.

“You have some kind of body,” he said
admiringly.

“Yeah? Well, unless you want me to kick you
in the head I’d suggest you stop playing games.”

He smiled as he looked up from studying her
breasts. “You can’t even open a door without my help. What makes
you think you can do anything like that without my stopping
you?”

“Who the hell are you?” she demanded.

“Ah, an intelligent question. My name is
Adam. I’m Luke’s… supervisor, I suppose you could call it. We don’t
really have an org chart, as such. I was called in case there had
been some kind of a leak in our organization, but it turned out
Mister Daley simply recognized you from that business last month.
You were quite the hero, after all, and your face was in the
papers.”

She stared at him in confusion for a long
moment.

“I-I don’t understand.”

“He accessed building security cameras to
examine those who came up in the elevator the other day. He had no
difficulty doing that, of course, since building security would be
impressed by his credentials. He recognized you as one of the two
non-residents who got off on his floor. Then he again used his
resources to track your cell phone. Luke, of course, has an agency
phone which has no name attached. Evidently he forgot to get one
for you. I was just setting it up now,”

He indicated the phone he had been working
on.

“Uhm… okaaay. Uhm… so the guy who came to my…
to the uhm… condo yesterday – .”

“A contractor who usually works for organized
crime. His job was to find out where you put his digital currency
wallet and get it back. He thought your visit to his apartment was
unauthorized, you see, and he could blackmail you into just giving
back his money. He was only partially correct.”

He shrugged and smiled, his eyes flicking up
and down her body.

She licked her lips nervously. This was
intensely strange! She wasn’t used to talking to strangers while
naked! Especially with her wrists bound together behind her
back!

“Uh, okay. Listen, would you mind uhm,
undoing these things?”

She half turned and brought her linked wrist
cuffs out to the side so he could see them.

“I wouldn’t want to interfere with whatever
training Luke and you were carrying out,” he said.

She scowled. “There’s no training involved!
He’s just a pervert!”

“I don’t think having an interest in keeping
you naked is perverted,” he said in amusement.

“I suppose this… this organization doesn’t
have rules against sexual harassment!”

“Not even one,” he said cheerfully.

She gulped and felt a dark thrum of sexual
energy ripple up through her body, centered on that very warm and
naked place between her legs. She was completely vulnerable here,
but oddly, had no fear. Maybe it was his casual attitude. Maybe it
was because, despite her independent streak, the thought of him …
ravishing her… was not at all scary.

Not even slightly!




Chapter Ten

 


 


 


 


She heard the door slide open behind her and
jerked her eyes away from him to see Luke. She felt a mixture of
relief and indignation at him for putting her in this position, but
he only smiled and continued forward.

“I see you’re awake,” he said. “And looking
just as gorgeous and red-hot in the morning light as you did
yesterday evening.”

“Would you undo these?” she demanded, turning
and wagging her hands at him.

He sat down instead.

“It’s taken care of,” he said to Adam. “Daley
is in custody and is being questioned.”

Adam nodded and they both turned to look at
her.

Wynn scowled at them both, but felt her chest
tightening. Luke’s presence was reassuring, but it still meant she
was naked and bound like some kind of… sex toy with two men here
looking at her appreciatively!

“Her pictures don’t do her justice,” Adam
said.

“I’ve seen a few more pictures than you, not
to mention videos she had on her computer. I also took one last
night you’d probably enjoy.”

Wynn glared at him, feeling another flush of
embarrassment mixed with a strange, dark tension.

“Look you… people, I am not some kind of
slutty bimbo you can play with whenever you want!”

“Perish the thought,” Adam said.

“Yeah,” Luke added.

“You’re an intelligent, capable,
strong-willed and well-trained person,” Adam said.

“Being a sex slave just comes on top of
that,” Luke said.

“I’m not your sex slave, you pervert!”

“But you are incredibly beautiful with a
magnificent body,” Adam said. “And that could prove quite useful in
an ongoing case. As long as you’re not too shy.”

“She’s not shy. Trust me,” Luke said.

Wynn glared at him, then at the other man.
She didn’t want to claim to be shy – which she definitely wasn’t –
but that didn’t mean she wasn’t uncomfortable being seen naked by
strangers like this!

“How would you like to earn a very nice
bonus?” Adam asked.

“For letting you have sex with me too?” she
demanded sarcastically.

“Perish the thought. I’d never misuse funds
like that. I’d simply seduce you.”

She snorted in disdain, even as her heart
beat faster and faster. This whole scenario was wildly kinky and
outrageous. And here she was naked and bound in front of two very
attractive men!

“Are you hungry? You didn’t have a lot for
dinner,” Luke said.

“I-I… suppose.”

“I’ll get something for you to eat.”

He stood up and walked to the door.

“I – wait!”

She turned and moved to follow him but Adam
reached up and took her wrist as she moved past him, pulling her
firmly back so that she stumbled. He pulled down and she gasped as
she went unsteadily to her knees.

“I have a new assignment for you, Ms.
Nielson.”

“Would that involve me sucking your tiny
cock?” she demanded.

He glared at her, then, still holding her
arm, slapped her face. It wasn’t a hard slap, but it stung and
startled her.

“I have been polite and haven’t insulted you
so I expect the same courtesy in return,” he snapped, his eyes
suddenly hard.

Wynn remembered that these people killed
anyone that annoyed them and felt suddenly wary.

“If you’re not shy about your body it
shouldn’t bother you to be naked,” he said. “And the upcoming
assignment is extremely important and requires the participation of
a beautiful girl who isn’t particularly shy.”

He released her arm and she glared at
him.

He slid his fingers into her hair instead,
jerking her head back suddenly enough she gasped in pain.

“Are you shy about your body, little girl?”
he taunted.

“I’m not shy!” she growled. “And not a little
girl!”

“Then stop acting like a child.”

Frustration boiled within her, but so too did
that dark, breathless heat she didn’t know how to douse or
control.

“Kneel there like someone who has control of
her emotions,” he ordered, releasing her hair.

She glared at him but didn’t move.

His eyes flickered downward, then back
up.

“You really are an exceptionally beautiful
thing,” he said.

“I’m not a thing!”

“Your body is incredible. You must know that
even if you deny it. And that is exactly what’s needed in a case
we’ve been working on the last year.”

“And I suppose it’s at some kind of nudist
colony!”

“No.

Luke returned, carrying two bowls. He set
them down on the table and then sat down himself. One of them had
strawberries while the other was filled with a dark brown
semi-liquid substance she could only compare to melted
chocolate.

“Have you told her about the five thousand
dollars a day bonus?” he asked.

Five thousand! A day!? Wynn blinked in
startlement.

“Shouldn’t make decisions on an empty
stomach,” he said.

“I don’t eat breakfast,” she said. “What is
this assignment anyway?”

She gasped as Luke gripped her hair and
pulled her head slowly but firmly around to where he was holding a
strawberry – covered in a thick brown substance. Before she could
think of how to respond he popped it into her mouth and she
immediately felt the melted chocolate assault her taste buds.

She scowled in surprise but the taste, once
she almost instinctively bit down, was truly delicious.

“We want to infiltrate a bar,” Luke said.

“More of a private club,” Adam added, as he
held out one of the chocolate-covered strawberries.

Wynn looked at him suspiciously and felt a
strange and confused wave of emotions sweep over her as she
hesitantly took the strawberry from his fingers.

“A very exclusive club,” Luke said, holding
out another strawberry.

She scowled at him but took the strawberry
from his fingers. She couldn’t help feeling this was weirdly
sexual. They weren’t feeding her simply because she was
inconveniently bound. This wasn’t any favor they were doing her.
No, they were making a point of her… status.

Wynn certainly understood that, and
understood the nuances here, with her naked and bound and kneeling
while licking food from their fingers. Understanding it gave her a
slightly superior and dismissive thought about what they thought
they were trying to do. Mental games like that wouldn’t have any
effect on her, she thought.

But the realization of what they were doing,
of what they probably thought was some subtle psychological trick
to sway her into the mindset of a dependent sex slave of some kind
was still a turn-on. Just because it brought that dark fantasy more
to life within her as she knelt there.

Her knees were starting to get sore,
though.

She settled back on her heels as Adam held
out another strawberry.

She looked at him warily, then leaned forward
and took it from his hand.

“Some of the most powerful organized crime
figures in the tri-state area meet up at that club,” he said.

“And we want you to get hired and then plant
some bugs for us.”

“Why me?” she asked after swallowing it.

Luke grinned, then leaned over, his big hand
gripping her right leg. He pulled it sharply to the side even as
Adam leaned over and did the same to her left.

“Wha-what are you…”

“This is better for your balance,” Luke said
with a straight face.

“Oh sure!” she said indignantly.

She jerked her knees back together.

“One thing you’ll have to learn if you’re
going to infiltrate the club is that these are very… well…”

“Old-fashioned men,” Luke said.

“Yes, they require a degree of…
subservience.”

“Obedience.”

“Submission.”

They pulled her legs wide again.

“And they tend to punish any girl who doesn’t
show them that level of submission.”

“Wha… what kind of… club is this anyway?” she
gulped.

“Like I said, a gentlemen’s club.”

“And you’ll be perfect since they tend not to
suspect pretty girls.”

“Especially naked ones.”

“What do you mean naked!?”

“Well, strippers are often naked.”

She gaped at them. “No way!”

Luke gripped her hair and she gasped as he
drew her slowly upward, forcing her off her heels, then off her
knees. He gripped her arm and pulled her around until she was
straddling him and the chair, facing him, then pulled her down.

“I bet you give a great lapdance, slave
girl,” he said.

“N-N-No way!” she gulped.

Adam reached over and flicked on a small
radio on the table, then slapped her bottom stingingly.

“Dance, slave girl,” he said in
amusement.

Luke’s big hands were gripping her thighs,
holding her in place, but now slid slowly up along her hips and
sides as he drew her forward. His mouth closed over the center of
her left breast and Wynn squealed and gasped as he began to suck
and lick and chew at it.

“Let’s see if you can turn me on, slave
girl,” he said with a grin.

She scowled down at him, then yelped at
another slap to her bottom from Adam.

“For all we know she’s got two left feet and
can’t dance any better than a cow,” he said from behind her.

She snorted indignantly, then as he turned
the channel on the radio a familiar song came up. They couldn’t
know, could they, she thought wonderingly. That was one of her
favorites when she danced naked before her mirror, fantasizing…
well… fantasizing about a lot of men watching her, excited by her,
admiring her, lusting after her…

She gasped as one of Luke’s hands slid in
between her thighs, his fingers caressing her already swollen
clitoris. He rubbed her skillfully there, grinning at her as his
other hand cupped and kneaded her right breast.

“Let’s see what you can do, sex slave,” he
teased.

She began to grind herself against him,
showing him, showing them, every hint of reluctance she could
summon even as that dark heat began to roll through her again. The
thrum of a crackling sexual electricity coursing through her grew
more intense, more powerful as she felt her chest tightening.

She writhed atop him, rolling her head and
letting her body grind and twist and wriggle atop his lap. It was
difficult with her wrists bound behind her, though. The excitement
lent her energy, and her legs and hips moved her around as he
sucked and chewed lightly on her nipples.

Then she felt one, then two big fingers
slowly pushing up inside her and moaned softly.

She felt Adam taking her wrist, then the two
bands came apart and she was able to bring her hands up and around
in front of her, settling them on Luke’s shoulders. Now she could
dance more effectively. And it wasn’t like she hadn’t given
boyfriends lap dances before, after all.

It just felt very, very strange doing it with
an audience!

Her chest tightened further, her breathing
becoming ragged as his fingers probed within her, moving slowly in
and out along the front wall of her sex. His thumb came up and
began to rub against her clitoris, first from side to side, then up
and down, then from side to side again.

Heat rolled up her body in waves as she
ground herself down against Luke.

Then Adam appeared out of the corner of her
eye as he stood and moved forward. He reached for her hair and slid
his fingers through it before tightening his grip and jerking her
face towards Luke’s right shoulder. He unzipped his fly as he stood
there, and she moaned as he pulled her forward, taking his cock out
with his other hand and pushing it towards her open mouth.

Wynn felt another starburst of dark sexual
excitement, then slipped her lips over the head, moaning heatedly
as they slid down the length. He was pumping his cock in and out
while holding her head by the hair, and she shuddered and moaned,
then gurgled as he shoved himself deep into her throat.

She was riding up and down on Luke’s fingers
even as he thrust them in and out of her, and the sensations were
becoming overwhelming atop the feverish heat building within her.
But of course, she was, now that her hands were free, trying to
control how fast and deep Adam sank his cock, and he soon tired of
it, drawing one of her hands up and back behind her head.

There was some kind of ring there, she
realized, as he locked her wrist to it. Luke pulled her other hand
off his shoulder and back behind her neck to lock that there,
too.

Wynn moaned around Adam’s cock as it moved
slowly up and down in her throat. She felt that dark sense of
helplessness now, and the wild, wicked, kinky fantasies began to
grip her mind once again.

“You’ll make an excellent stripper, Wynn,”
Luke said. “Once you’re properly trained, that is.”

“And we’ve got a great trainer for you,” Adam
added.

He buried his cock in her throat and she
choked and gurgled as he pulled her further to the right. He pulled
her over off the chair and Luke followed her down onto her knees on
the floor again, his hands gripping her hips as Adam pulled her by
the hair.

Luke shifted his grip to her elbows once she
was on her knees, pulling them back to jerk her shoulders – and of
course, the rest of her, up and back while Adam pumped his cock
smoothly up and down in her mouth and throat.

Luke began to thrust harder, using his grip
to jerk her back to meet every stroke while Adam simply dropped his
hands to his sides in amusement, his hips working his cock in and
out of her helpless mouth.

Wynn was on the edge of an explosive orgasm
as she felt their dark fantasy settling around her mind. She
gurgled dazedly around Adam’s cock as her body shuddered to the
powerful strokes of Luke’s hips. Then Adam brought his hand up and
gripped her neck, slowly tightening his fingers until he choked off
her breathing.

Wynn moaned helplessly, rolling her eyes up
at him as his dark eyes gazed hungrily back at her. Then the orgasm
hit, and she lost control of body and mind, twisting and squirming
and screaming – if only in her mind. Her head felt ready to explode
but Adam held his hand tight as he thrust in and out.

She felt herself growing light-headed. Black
dots danced before her eyes. She tried to relax her throat but
didn’t have the mental control over her body to do anything but
tremble and shake. Then Adam pulled his cock out, rubbing it over
her face as he eased his grip.

She sucked in deep breaths of air, dazed and
moaning, gasping helplessly as her body continued to buck back
against Luke behind her.

Adam released her neck, slapped her face,
then shoved his cock back down her throat again to pump even
harder.

Sex slave, Wynn thought dazedly. It’s like
I’m a sex slave!

The heat burned her from within, and she felt
her mind collapsing under the fiery pleasure, her mind turning to a
dull fuzz as the two powerful men used her and pounded their cocks
into her helpless body.

A stripper, she thought dazedly. They were
going to make her be a stripper in some kind of private club! She’d
be up on a stage naked in front of God only knew how many men! Not
to mention giving lapdances in private rooms or booths!

It was a wicked, outrageous, and scalding
thought that left her weak in the knees and made her body writhe as
sensual overload gripped her mind. Of course, she wouldn’t really
be a stripper, those pathetic women who couldn’t do better. She’d
be a federal agent and cop infiltrating them! That eased the blow
she’d otherwise have felt to her pride and made it all seem somehow
all right.

Adam squeezed her right breast as he held her
hair firmly in hand. Luke reached around and took the left, still
holding onto her bound arms.

The danger of infiltrating some kind of mob
club didn’t faze her, didn’t even concern her. It was the thought
of being naked on a stage that shocked her, and the shock was dark
and filled with furious sexual energy.

It had the aura of doing something she’d long
fantasized about, but with a kind of respectability attached to
ease her sense of wounded dignity. And realizing that she could do
it, would do it, despite the need to show reluctance to the two
men, dropped her back into a bubbling, boiling sexual fever once
again as another orgasm lashed her senses.
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