
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
    The pretty butch pushed me back against the wall behind the bar and, hands on my shoulders, pressed her crotch hard against mine. I’d noticed the clearly non-biological bulge in her leather cut offs when I’d first caught sight of her indoors, it had been hard not to but now I could feel it. 
 
      
 
     It had been a mistake, of course, to take a night off going to the bar but, to be fair, my bodyguarding duties were not required for a while since the businesswoman who employed me, the CEO of one of the country’s largest pharmaceutical companies, was safely abroad with a friend from her University days and another bodyguard. She had been gone for two weeks and wasn’t due back for another. It had been a while since I’d had the pleasure and, well, a girl has needs. A woman, I should say. I’m forty five after all. I’d decided to go out dressed so as not to be too obvious. I’d worn a neat, fairly short pleated, check skirt in a mix of browns with a white silk camisole and a brown leather waistcoat; stockings, naturally and my brown knee boots with three inch heels that were good for the shape of my calves. The waistcoat covered my braless nipples but could, if I wanted, be moved to reveal them. 
 
      
 
     The butch was about 5’8” and aside from the cutoffs, she was wearing nice little ankle boots and a pretty cute denim shirt with short sleeves. The muscles on her forearms were firm with unusually delicate tattoos and her skin quite dark. Black eyes and short, soft black hair softened her masculine appearance. At the bar I had stood next to her and for some inexplicable reason the waistcoat had moved aside to let her see my rather obvious nipples. It didn’t take more than a few minutes for her to proposition me and, when I accepted, lead me out into the alley. 
 
      
 
     She kissed me, her hand running over my nipples. Her free hand went under my skirt and I felt her nails tracing around the hem of my panties. She kept the hand up my skirt but the one on my tit moved down as she kissed me deeper, her tongue deep in my mouth. I felt her hand moving lower down and I assumed, hopefully, she was releasing her bulge to complete the deal but then I felt something come between us. I looked down to see the tip of a nasty looking four-inch blade resting between my tits, pointing up towards my chin. 
 
      
 
     ‘Give me your bag, sweets.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Oh dear, this is such a mistake.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘We all make them, honey.’ Her grin was cruel and feral. ‘Now give me your fucking bag or I’ll mark you.’ 
 
      
 
     It didn’t last long. Training, long hard hours of it, kicks in almost automatically and the toughest amateur is no match for a professional. She was lying at my feet now, stunned and I had the blade secured in my handbag. I knew she’d brought me somewhere where the CCTV would not see us because it made sense and anyway I had checked the place out before I went in. I hadn’t let my need remove all my natural caution. So, no rush then. 
 
      
 
     I could hear her rasping breath where the second blow had caught her neck. The first had been a surprise for her. My hand had gone to her wrist, the one holding the knife, as if to help her stab me but I had gripped and twisted as my instructor had taught me so many moons before and she’d yelped, a cry cut short by the elbow to the throat. 
 
      
 
     I hefted her to her feet. ‘No hard feelings,  sweets , but you just picked the wrong dyke to roll.’ Her breath came easier and she was torn between holding her bruised neck or her wrist. “You’ll feel better soon. You do this often?’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Fuck you.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘I had rather thought, hoped in fact, that that was the general idea. Don’t come back inside, babe, I want some fun. Get lost.’ 
 
      
 
     I saw something in her eyes and suspected she might be about to try turn the tables and shout ‘rape’ so I gripped her arm hard enough for her to feel my strength. 
 
      
 
     ‘See this button?’ I touched a button on the waistcoat. “It’s a camera. Sends a pic to my phone every five seconds. Clever huh?’ It was also true. In my job you need to watch your back. ‘So think yourself lucky and fuck off.’ 
 
      
 
     I saw in her eyes that there was a chance she’d have another go but something, my eyes probably, dissuaded her. I watched her limp down the alley. I’d given her knee a kick just for good measure. You can’t be too careful in my game. 
 
      
 
     Fuck it, I thought. I come out to get laid and ended up laying out the best-looking butch in the place. Oh well, the night was young and there were two more bars for me to try. Butch is not my normal choice but I have a maxim. If you’re out for a quickie a butch is a cert. Lipstick lesbians like me take time. We are no less eager than the butch girls but we like to be wooed. I didn’t have the time or inclination. That night I wanted pussy. Why? Well, as I said it had been a while. Between ourselves (and my boss in fact because he knew) my client liked a woman too. In fact she liked a woman a lot. This was not the reason I’d been assigned but it had helped. She’d decided about a week into our relationship she’d feel safer with me in bed beside her now and then and that worked for me too. It wasn’t a regular thing but just occasionally we fucked. 
 
      
 
     Damn but I’d fancied the butch. She was one of those whose eyes told you fun was at hand. Her tight leather pants with the ill-concealed bulge told the same story but less subtly. That bulge also indicated the nature of the fun and it was just the sort of fun I wanted. I decided not to go back into the bar I’d just left so I made my way down the alley, cautious in case she’d had second thoughts, and out into the main drag. There was no sign of her. I grabbed a cab, gave the driver the name of my next attempt and sat back and smiled. It’s good to test the skills sometimes. 
 
      
 
     The next bar was a wash out. It was a University night out for a group of baby dykes and to be frank that wasn’t my idea of fun at all. More likely get puked on than fucked. 
 
      
 
     When all else fails, go to Ernie’s. 
 
      
 
     Ernie, more properly Ernestine Drummond but nobody calls her that, runs an understanding little bar for dykes down near the racecourse. Understanding because she is one of us. She’s masculine (being kind to her) and nonetheless lovely for it. She always wears a tuxedo despite the fact the bar is less than classy. ‘Standards, Carla darling, standards.’ She once invited me up to her flat above the bar and pounced. Can’t say I minded. Might not have minded that night either but it was not to be. 
 
      
 
     I went straight to the bar and found Ernie. I leaned across the bar and took her hands in mine. ‘Hi, Ern. Any chance of a gin with some gin in it?’ 
 
      
 
     She grinned. ‘I’ll give you some of my own special reserve but for fuck’s sake don’t let the punters know. I’ll go bust.’ 
 
      
 
     Seconds later I was sipping a g and t with real gin in it and chatting to Ernie. I think she got the drift that I was not looking for the slow seduction of the girl of my dreams. 
 
      
 
     ‘Check out the blonde serving at the far end of the bar.’ 
 
      
 
     I looked, following her gaze. ‘Holy shit, Ern. Where do you find them?’ 
 
      
 
     Six feet of Eastern European blonde; svelte, hair to her arse and legs to her armpits; she almost had clothes on and her tits were something to behold. 
 
      
 
     ‘This particular model I found in Bulgaria. She was cleaning rooms in my hotel in Sofia and I offered her a “live-in position” here in the UK. No strings as long as she fucked on demand and didn’t steal from the till. So far she has observed both rules.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘So I guess you’re not going to repeat your indecent assault on me then?’ 
 
      
 
     ‘I haven’t got the strength, Carla, darling. Wajena, and I promise that really is her name, has drained this old dyke of all her energy. It’s all I can do to get upstairs.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Wajena?’ She’d pronounced the ‘w’ as a ‘v’. 
 
      
 
     ‘I kid you not. Hang on here, babes. Ernie has a few errands to run. I’ll tell Waj to make sure you get you the real gin if you need more.’ She smirked as she wandered off. 
 
      
 
     I watched the blonde from my side of the bar and wondered at Ernie’s pulling power. Truth to tell Ernie was no beauty but, give her her due, she was no slouch in the sack. Wajena looked as though she might be a back-breaker though. When she poured me another drink she turned on the full beams and I felt like a rabbit caught in them. Nice girl. 
 
      
 
     I noticed her eyes turn to someone who had approached the bar beside me and I turned to see who it was. I’m 5’ 5” and I had to look up at my new neighbour. She was about 6’ and slender, short black hair, cut like a cap around an elfin face with dark eyes. About my sort of age, I guessed. I did the usual survey and noted a denim jacket over a button down shirt and, lower, blue trousers tucked into black leather, knee length boots with low heels. A large hint of the butch but softened, if you get my drift? Her eyes were, gratifyingly, looking at me and not the barmaid. 
 
      
 
     She may have been looking at me but she spoke to Wajena. ‘A scotch for me and, er, whatever this lady’s drinking.’ 
 
      
 
     She smiled then and revealed a row of perfect teeth. 
 
      
 
     ‘Thank you.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘My pleasure. You’re Carla? Don’t look surprised, Ernie told me when I asked her.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘What made you ask?’ 
 
      
 
     She grinned. ‘I hope you’re not going to be tiresomely modest? Why do you think I asked?’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Because I am stunning?’ 
 
      
 
     Her grin widened. Our drinks arrived and she thanked the barmaid then turned sideways so she could face me directly. ‘Let’s take a seat?’ 
 
      
 
     I followed her as she led me to a table in a quiet corner of the bar and we sat facing each other. 
 
      
 
     ‘I’m Angela.’ I’m always glad when butches don’t use men’s names. I’m a lesbian for heaven’s sake and I’m not looking for a man. I asked if she had an angelic nature and she did that grin again. ‘Hardly. Not a bad woman but no saint. Are you saintly?’ 
 
      
 
     ‘No.’ 
 
      
 
     We talked for a while. I felt her knee hard against my own under the small table and her hand touched mine occasionally and by no means accidentally. Promising, very, in fact. The hand descended onto my knee and touched the hem of my skirt. She admired my taste in clothes, she told me and I felt her hand slide up my stockinged leg under my skirt. 
 
      
 
     ‘I do like a femme who knows how to dress.’ Her finger stroked the top of my stocking. My legs parted and there was that smile again. 
 
      
 
     The scotch had, I noted, gone, so I offered to buy her another. 
 
      
 
     ‘You know what?’ she smiled, ‘Ernie has suggested we might care to take a drink in her flat.’ She removed the flat key from her jacket pocket and dangled it in front of me. ‘Apparently she keeps a good supply up there.’ 
 
      
 
     Not just drink, I thought to myself, remembering Ernie’s collection of strapons. She was something of an enthusiast. 
 
      
 
     It was past midnight by this time. I didn’t care. After the excitement with the butch in the alley and the attendant disappointment I had rather doubted my luck, but the gleam in Angela’s dark eyes renewed my hopes. I nodded and once again followed her as she made her way across the bar to the door that led to the stairs to the flat. Angela ushered me though the door and as we ascended the stairs she probably got a fine view of my arse and stockings. I certainly did nothing to prevent it. I waited as she opened the door and then led the way into the flat which in contrast with the bar was tidy, neatly furnished and comfortable. She closed the door and leant against it. She cocked an eyelid. 
 
      
 
     ‘I’m told the spare bedroom is comfortable.’ 
 
      
 
     I nodded and turned my back to her and walked through into the spare room, turning on the light as I did so. She followed me and it was obvious we hadn’t come up for a drink. I was surprised to see she was holding a strapon in her hand. Now, where had that come from? She grinned. I sat on the bed and watched as she removed her boots and pulled her trousers down. She was wearing pale blue panties and they came off too to reveal a dark, trimmed triangle of hair shaped as a heart. Pretty. Her eyes held mine as she strapped the dildo in place, adjusting it until she was satisfied. This lady was not intending to hurry. She took off her jacket, shirt and bra as I watched and I was surprised again to see tits much larger than I had imagined; firm and pointed. I slipped off my leather waistcoat but she gave me a look when I went to remove my other clothes so I didn’t. 
 
      
 
     ‘You don’t need to strip, sweetheart. Angie likes a girl dressed. One of my little kinks.’ She smiled. ‘On the bed, pretty girl. Face down, bum high please.’ 
 
      
 
     No second bidding was required. She was clearly in the mood for the same as me, a quickie with no messing about. I lifted my arse and felt her hands running over it, then flipping my skirt over my back. Then her hands traced the shape of my arse and, deliciously, ran between my legs, stroking firmly and finding my silk panties wet, actually, very wet. 
 
      
 
     ‘Mmm. It seems we’re ready?’ 
 
      
 
     I didn’t get a chance to reply. I felt her pull my knickers down to my knees and then her dildo at my entrance, the hard but slippery silicone pressing gently but with determination. It wasn’t big but who needed size. It overcame any slight resistance and then she was in me, her body curled over me a little, her hands under me, cupping my breasts through the silk of my camisole. The heat of her hands and the soft silk made me gasp. Her hips began a slow but relentless series of thrusts, gentle at first but I could tell from her breathing that she was getting fired up. So was I. She was good, her hips made circular motions as well as forward and back and the squeezing of my nipples combined to lift me from horny to ecstatic. Her hands left me and I saw them, palms down, on the bed beside me as she curled over me more and I felt like the bitch to her dog as she drove into me, her mouth now biting the skin of my neck gently. She muttered something which sounded like a growl and I sensed she wouldn’t be long. I was wrong. She kept thundering into me and when I came with a howl and an arched back she kept going, despite the fact I had slumped forward. Her orgasm followed but not quickly. In fact it was long enough for my second to arrive almost with it. 
 
      
 
     Later, I don’t know what time, she had me again, face to face this time and slower. She’d removed her strappy and all my clothes and we tribbed, puss to puss, eyes locked. We didn’t cum together but that didn’t matter. We both came and that did matter. 
 
      
 
     In the morning I woke up first and went down on her to wake her and thank her. She seemed suitably grateful. She watched me dress, smiling. 
 
      
 
     ‘Come back soon, babe. Any time you need a quickie, Angie’s waiting.’ Now, there’s an offer. 
 
      
 
     * 
 
      
 
     Frank, the driver, waited in the driving seat while I sat in the rear facing seat of the passenger compartment of the stretched Mercedes that we’d taken to meet Lauren, our client at the airport. I say our client. We were appointed by a department of government that provided protection to senior figures who faced threats and Lauren had had plenty. Now, don’t get me wrong. Everyone is entitled to their opinion but to protest against certain industrial practices by bombing property and killing executives is simply not on. A few crazies had made Lauren a target and she needed, really needed protection. I wore the pistol under my left arm ready for my right-handed cross draw. I knew Frank had a weapon too and that the car was armoured. This lady mattered. 
 
      
 
     She arrived in haste, a permanent state with her. She almost flew in through the passenger door and leant forward to slide her hand onto my tit and kiss me firmly despite the fact that Jenny, her PA was with her and following close behind. Jenny sat on the seat beside Lauren who had slumped back and immediately started making phone calls. Waiting for a response to her call, Lauren smiled at me. 
 
      
 
     ‘I tried to seduce Jen but she says it would be unprofessional. Prissy cow.’ 
 
      
 
     Jenny has the PA look. Hair long black hair drawn back severely, dark-framed glasses and sensible clothes. I happened to know that her appearance belied a very alert and humorous mindset but more of that later. 
 
      
 
     Our drive was uneventful and we turned into the driveway of her house in Chelsea between automatic gates that opened as we approached and closed behind us. Safely off the street, Frank drove us to the enclosed porch and Lauren and her entourage, Jenny and me, got out of the motor and made our way into the house. 
 
      
 
     ‘A fucking great brandy for me, Jen, if you’d be a darling. And get yourself and Marion whatever you fancy.’ 
 
      
 
     She called me ‘Marion’ in reference to John Wayne’s real name – her favourite film was, she said, ‘True Grit.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘I’m sleeping alone tonight, darling.’ She said this as she kissed me. ‘Nothing personal but I have an early one so we both need to be wide awake at 5.30. Okay?’ 
 
      
 
     Thank heaven for Angela I thought to myself. 
 
      
 
     The morning went smoothly. I’d seen her into the building for her meeting and went for a coffee with Frank. When Jen sent me a text to say the meeting was over, Frank returned to the car and I waited for her and Lauren at the entrance to the premises. I walked with Lauren, my long leather coat open just in case. Frank opened the car door and we both entered the car followed quickly by Jen. Lauren’s itinerary was planned almost to the minute and Frank needed no instructions. The big car smoothly negotiated the city’s streets and within a few minutes we arrived at her next meeting venue. Neither Frank nor I fancied this one. Lauren had to walk about fifty yards from the car and we both felt exposed. Jenny walked alone in front of us and I walked beside Lauren, with Frank following. 
 
      
 
     Something disturbed me. I looked to my right and saw a dark alley. Movement. Instinctively I threw Lauren to the floor and as she made a scream of protest I heard a pop and felt a punch to my chest, just below my left breast. The last thing I heard was the crack of Frank’s pistol and then nothing. 
 
      
 
    I was hiding behind a pepper pot. The frog in the chair facing me asked me how I felt but I wasn’t going to hold a conversation with a frog. The problem with frogs is they can turn into Princes. 
 
      
 
     Hallucinations are a consequence, I learned, of morphine use. As my pains, various, reduced so did the morphine and eventually the weird and wonderful tricks my mind played. I was left with the need to recover. A bullet can pass through you without doing much damage and mine had at least missed all vital bits. It had, I was told, clipped a rib which caused it to tumble but as it left my body below and to the side of my left breast it took a significant amount of muscle and other stuff with it. I was a bit of a war zone there and it hurt and looked a mess. I didn’t want anyone to see it, ever. 
 
      
 
     A few weeks of treatment and sadistic physiotherapy provided by a gorgeous but straight New Zealander called Rosie who was married to a rugby player and, I suspected, taught him how to brutalise his opponents, had me back on my feet and ready to face the world. 
 
      
 
     A shrink, Dr Tauber, sat and patiently listened to my ramblings in an attempt to prevent PTSD. It seemed to work because he finally said, ‘My work here is done.’ The surgeon said I was okay as did Rosie. And so it was back to work. I had a few days on the firing range and a quick refresher course which was organised really to make sure I was up to it all and finally I was ready to go. 
 
      
 
      
 
     Monday. 
 
      
 
     ‘The threats against Lauren have been coming thick and fast. Are you sure you’re fit to get back to work?’ 
 
      
 
     Carl, my boss, was a lovely man. He always cared for us and I could see the concern in his eyes. 
 
      
 
     ‘I’m fine, really.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Okay. If you have any doubts, any time, then tell me and we’ll sort it.’ I nodded. ‘The Police are looking into the threats but, to be honest, I don’t think they’re making any progress. I have assigned Joe Mallory to work with Frank until Sunday. You go back to work then. I’ll brief you on Monday morning. Now get lost.’ 
 
      
 
     Lauren and Jen were away so I went home to my flat and did some chores, rather half-heartedly. Jen had sorted someone to keep the place tidy while I’d stayed with her so there wasn’t that much to do anyway. The phone rang. It was Angela, the butch from Ernie’s. 
 
      
 
     ‘Ernie gave me your number. I know this is short notice but I need to ask you a favour. I’m going to a reception tomorrow night and I need a partner. Do you have an evening dress?’ It transpired that Angie was a minor diplomat and the reception was for some visiting dignitary. ‘Low rank or they wouldn’t be sending me.’ That sounded like a little false modesty to me but I agreed. Why wouldn’t I? 
 
      
 
     ‘Why me.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘You’d look good on my arm and it might be fun. Also, Ernie said you have class and that will be good. I’ll pick you up at seven.’ 
 
      
 
     I spent Tuesday getting ready. I chose a deep red evening dress that had a high neck cut in a small V. It was tight to my waist, zipped down the back and a wide skirt. The silk moved nicely and I felt good with the usual underpinnings and four inch heels, also red. “Red shoes, no knickers,’ my mother had always said but she was wrong this time. I smiled at the memory. I’d had my hair cut, not short but tidied. I looked in the mirror for the hundredth time and thought I looked okay. 
 
      
 
     ‘Nice,’ said Angie. ‘Ernie said you’d been ill. You okay now?’ 
 
      
 
     ‘I’m fine thanks.’ 
 
      
 
     Angie clearly had no problem being herself even at work. She was wearing a man’s tuxedo, white jacket, black trousers and bow tie. I noticed it was a proper one, not a pre-tied affair. Her shoes were like cavalry boots. She led me from my flat to the limo that was waiting at the kerb and held the door as I slid into the back then closed the door and came around to sit on my right hand side. The car whispered away and within twenty minutes we had arrived at the venue, one of London’s best hotels. By that time Angie had learned about my injury and had seemed more than a little surprised. 
 
      
 
     ‘A bodyguard? Who’d have thought?’ 
 
      
 
     It was a glittering affair; lots of gowns and diamonds. The meal was a buffet and, with Angie, I spoke to a whole load of people. Every now and then her hand would go to my arse, discreetly, and pat it. 
 
      
 
     I was checking my lippy in the toilet mirror when Angie came out of the stall. ‘One problem with being a butch is having to sit to piss.’ She grinned and patted my arse again. ‘Come on, babe. One last turn of glad handing then we can go somewhere for a little fun.’ 
 
      
 
     The limo was waiting for us as, at about midnight, we left the hotel. It drove us to an opulent square in the West End and Angie led me from the car to a large, glossily painted front door which she opened. There was an imposing hallway. I looked at her enquiringly. 
 
      
 
     ‘Rich daddy. I was an only daughter so I got the lot. Lush isn’t it?’ It was. ‘Come on, let’s have a drink and I can have a good look at you in that gorgeous dress. I’ve been dying to get at you all evening.’ Angie took my hand and led me into a sitting room and suggested I sit. She took off her jacket. The shirt was white silk, with small, silver cufflinks. She loosened her bow tie and left it dangling around her as she opened the top button. 
 
      
 
     I sat down on a large, deep sofa and she poured two glasses of brandy, one of which she handed to me then she sat facing me in a leather chair. The room was lit low and a fire was set but not lit in the hearth. It was warm and almost cosy despite the high ceiling. 
 
      
 
     ‘I’ve never known a bodyguard before.’ I smiled. ‘Sounds exciting, perhaps a bit too exciting for you though?’ 
 
      
 
     ‘I knew what I was letting myself in for.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Am I going to fuck you again tonight?’ 
 
      
 
     ‘I hope so.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘So do I. You remember how I like it?’ 
 
      
 
     I smiled. ‘Very clearly.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Excuse me a moment. I need to fetch something.’ 
 
      
 
     I watched as she stood, moved to me and cupped my chin, lifting my mouth as she bent down and kissed me firmly. She stood tall in front of me. ‘Don’t you go away now.’ 
 
      
 
     She left the room. I stood and, taking my glass with me, I wandered over to a large bookcase and started to read the books’ spines. It was an eclectic mix of titles. I was startled when I heard her cough. I turned to face her and saw her standing in the doorway, leaning against the jamb and watching me. A strappy poked from her fly, her hand wrapped around it. 
 
      
 
     ‘You know what I want, Carla?’ I nodded. ‘Well?’ 
 
      
 
     I walked to the back of the sofa and slowly, watching her eyes, bent over it, placing my hands on the seat. She grinned, a hungry, wolfish grin. 
 
      
 
     ‘Oh, good girl.’ She stroked the blue, smooth dildo. ‘Don’t move now.’ 
 
      
 
     She came close and squatted in front of me, taking my face in her hands and kissed my mouth. I tried to respond but wasn’t quick enough. She pulled away, smiling. 
 
      
 
     She walked slowly behind me. I felt the silk of my dress being slowly lifted. I’d worn stockings and silk knickers because I’d remembered that she liked that. She took her time. Her hands roamed up my legs and a small sigh escaped her lips and I guessed that was about the moment she discovered stocking tops. She stopped and her hands moved to the back of my neck and she slowly unzipped my dress and spread the red material wide so it would have fallen off my chest if I hadn’t been bent over the sofa. Her tongue traced my spine from the middle of my back up to the nape of my neck. I could feel her dildo between my thighs. She bit my neck softly and licked to one side along the line of my jaw and up to my ear. 
 
      
 
     ‘Oh, God, Angie.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Patience,’ she whispered. ‘Angie’s enjoying herself.’ Her tongue slithered along my spine again, down to the point where the zip stopped at my waist. One kiss and then she resumed the leg stroking, first on the outside up to my hips, then on the inside, running her nails along the tops of my stockings. My knickers were French cut, like little wide-legged shorts. She curled her finger up the leg and touched me between my pussy and bum and her nail did a little slow dance there which caused me to lift my head and bend my neck. I heard a small chuckle. That same finger slipped down and traced my lips, spread them and circled around my entrance. 
 
      
 
     ‘Wet lady. Nice and ready for Angie.’ 
 
      
 
     However ready I may have been she was not. More teasing movements of her finger, circling then probing gently into my arse. Just a knuckle depth but enough to tell me she would take what she wanted when she wanted it. Fine with me. I was surprised when she stopped again and this time she tied her tie around my eyes, whispering that I should not be afraid. 
 
      
 
     A slight rearrangement and the dildo was rubbing between my lips and now I wanted it – I wanted it badly and I must have moved because she gently slapped my arse. 
 
      
 
     ‘In my own good time, lady.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Fucking get on with it.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Common as muck.’ 
 
      
 
     But then it was pressing and I gasped as it entered me, invaded me and I could only think how good she was to have got me to a state of near orgasm simply by playing. Hands on my hips she began, slowly at first, to rock and gradually to plunder. As she had done that night in Ernie’s flat, she curled over me and her hands found my breasts, pushing their way under the dress and gripping my nipples between her nails. That was gentle at first but as her excitement rose, so did her grip tighten and the slight pain served to lift me to a place of ecstasy. She knew what she was doing. Her hips slapped into me, the dildo pistoning and I began to feel myself lifting out of my body. I could feel the buttons of her shirt on my back, her breath on my ear. The lack of sight seemed to make every other sense magnified. I began to lose control. My body trembled, shook, arched and she maintained her relentless pace s she fucked me. 
 
      
 
     I honestly cannot remember the orgasm. I do remember hearing a scream of joy and knew it was probably mine. What I do remember is feeling her lying bent over me after, her hips still pumping and her voice in my ear. 
 
      
 
     ‘Angie’s cumming, fuck I’m cumming.’ She did too. Loud, trenchant violent with a few well-chosen obscenities to accompany it. It was joyful, exuberant and clearly draining. We lay, like dog and bitch joined for what seemed an age. Her voice was soft in my ear. 
 
      
 
     ‘Fuck, Carla, that worked.’ I wasn’t able to speak. She slowly withdrew and stood, gently lifting me to a standing position, turning me still blind and kissed my mouth. ‘Do you want to taste my cock?’ 
 
      
 
     I shook my head and she kissed me again. ‘Not your thing, huh?’ She removed her tie from my eyes. ‘Nor mine really. Sometimes, though, I like to see a girl with it deep in her throat but somehow that doesn’t seem like you.’ 
 
      
 
     I kissed her then, grateful that she understood. My dress fell away as she stood back, her hands on my shoulders. 
 
      
 
     ‘Let’s go to bed?’ 
 
      
 
     We did. I let my dress fall to the floor and, in stockings, knickers and heels followed her upstairs to a large room, dominated by a huge bed. I sat on the bed and watched her undress in front of me. I love undressing a lover but she seemed not to want that, so I simply watched as first her shirt came off, revealing a sheer white bra, nothing fancy. She took that off too and her large breasts, tipped with those gorgeous brown nipples dipped slightly, beautifully, as they were liberated. 
 
      
 
     She removed her shoes and I noticed short white socks before they too came off. 
 
      
 
     ‘A quality butch removes her socks before her trousers and puts them on after her trousers. It’s a matter of class.’ She was grinning. 
 
      
 
     Her trousers came down and I realised it wasn’t a strappy but a strapless and that she was otherwise naked, the heart shaped hair above the projection looked pretty. 
 
      
 
     ‘Take it out for me.’ I reached a hand to it, held it looking up into her eyes and gently eased the large bulb out of her. Still looking into her eyes, I licked it. I might not want it in my mouth but there was no reason not to let her see my enthusiasm for her taste. That did something because she lifted my chin and kissed me, hard. Her tongue penetrated my mouth and she forced me back onto the bed and crawled up so she was astride my face. I did my duty, my tongue working, licking, circling, probing. She moved her hips so she could have my tongue where she wanted it; in her puss, on her arse and a little way in it too. 
 
      
 
     Her orgasm was quieter but wet. She rubbed herself on me, marking me, making me glisten. 
 
      
 
     Turning, she dived down between my thighs, pulling my knickers aside and burying her face in me, her cunt tight to my face again. I remember that orgasm. It was like a breaker arriving on a rock. It seemed to take forever to reach then, when it did, it broke violently, lifting my, tensing my entire body so it almost hurt. 
 
      
 
     After, as we lay sated on the disarrayed sheets, she licked my wound. ‘Brave girl.’ I didn’t care. I felt beautiful. I wondered if she knew what that had meant to me. 
 
      
 
     We slept like spoons, my arse in her lap, her arm across me, her mouth at my neck. 
 
      
 
      
 
     Lauren and Jen were arriving at a private airfield south of London and Frank and I were there in the Merc to meet them. We’d done a recce, checked the airfield security and were satisfied but we both checked our weapons as the Gulfstream landed. Frank drove us to the plane’s side and I got out, holding the door ready and watching all around as the two women deplaned and, to my mind, slowly climbed down the few steps and, to my relief, into the safety of the car. A last look round and I got in as well and Frank drove smoothly but quickly to Lauren’s house. The gates opened as we approached and whispered shut behind us. The car pulled up in the sanctuary of the car port and I breathed what I hoped was an imperceptible sigh of relief. I was okay. I checked my weapon again after the women had left the car. 
 
      
 
     It struck me then that nobody had spoken more than a few words on the journey and I realised I was not alone in my anxiety. That was gratifying. 
 
      
 
     Maybe the threats had been empty words.  
 
      
 
    When Lauren is busy so is everyone around her. She’s driven and drives her staff. Sometimes it is difficult because although she recognises the need for security, especially in the light of the threats, she is adamant in not curtailing her activity. 
 
      
 
     ‘If I do that, they’ve won, beaten me. I’m not having that.’ 
 
      
 
     A great attitude but not always easy for Frank and me to persuade her to take sensible precautions. Like the night she had a date with a woman in Edinburgh. She wanted to fly to save time but that meant the car could not be there to take her. It’s always a pain because of dealing with our weapons even if we have all the right paperwork, which we do. We landed at about 6 and we walked with her between us to the car hire office. Frank saw to the details while I sat with her, then we found the 4x4 we’d been allocated and drove off with me in the back and Frank driving. I saw her into the hotel and up to the room. We knew she was staying the night so we’d booked rooms for ourselves too. We had a good look around the hotel and sorted an escape route, had dinner and then slept. 
 
      
 
     So far, so good. 
 
      
 
     It was the next morning that I got a call from Lauren’s PA, the gorgeous Jenny. 
 
      
 
     ‘We’ve had a message. I’ll read it to you. “I know where you are. Did you have Haggis for dinner?” God, Carla, how does he know?’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Or she. Damned if I know.’ 
 
      
 
     I rang off, sent Frank a text message then called Lauren, no reply. I dressed quickly and went to her room and knocked. To my relief she came, disheveled, to the door. 
 
      
 
     ‘Bloody hell, Carla, cant I get laid without you barging in.’ 
 
      
 
     But barge in I did. The room was a suite and we were in what was a small sitting room. 
 
      
 
     Someone, a woman, called, ‘Who is it, Lauren?’ from the bedroom. 
 
      
 
     She answered, ‘My secretary, darling.’ Then to me, ‘What’s going on?’ 
 
      
 
     Lauren was wearing a hotel robe, her breasts almost falling out of it. I told her about the message. I heard Frank tap three times, then twice and knew he’d sorted our getaway. 
 
      
 
     ‘I can’t just leave her.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Please, just get dressed, tell her you have to leave and come with me.’ 
 
      
 
     She looked at me, clearly exasperated, but sense overcame lust and she disappeared into the bedroom. I heard a whispered argument but in a few moments she was back, dressed. 
 
      
 
     ‘That’s another relationship fucked. Thanks.’ 
 
      
 
     I ignored her. I checked my gun, slipped it back into its holster and tapped on the door. Frank gave the response and I opened the door and we quickly hustled Lauren to the lift. I held her back as it arrived but she pushed me away. The lift was empty so we all got in and pressed for the basement car park. About three floors from the ground I pressed the ground floor button. Lauren and I got out and Frank went down to get the car and bring it to the rear of the hotel as we’d agreed. I led Lauren through the back of the hotel and into the waiting car. Frank didn’t hang about. 
 
      
 
     ‘Jesus, Carla.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘What the fuck do you pay us for?’ My anger boiled over. ‘We want to stop you getting hurt. We know it’s a real threat. They, he or she, know where you are. Just let us do our fucking job.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Don’t talk to me like that.’ 
 
      
 
     I ignored her again. I was watchful and knew Frank was too. He wasn’t driving to the airport. He drove fast and south. I kept an eye out of the rear window but didn’t see anyone following. 
 
      
 
     It was with some relief that we arrived at Lauren’s house. Jenny was waiting at the door as we hurried Lauren in. Her mood had not improved but underneath it all she was a sensible woman and knew we were doing the right thing. That didn’t make her any happier about it. 
 
      
 
     Jenny, dressed in her standard dark suit, black stockings and heels was carrying Lauren’s diary and started telling her what her appointments were for the day. 
 
      
 
     ‘I was supposed to be in Edinburgh getting soundly shagged by Lucy! How come I have appointments?’ 
 
      
 
     Jenny smiled. ‘When I heard you were coming back I knew you’d want to get on with work so I moved a few to make it possible for you.’ She smiled sweetly, ignoring Lauren’s vile mood. She’d had plenty of practice as we all had. ‘Your first is at 4.30. Then you have a dinner with that MP you’ve been cosying up with.’ 
 
      
 
     Lauren’s face momentarily smiled. She’d been trying to get close to this MP for some time. Ellie Saunders was a senior member of the government and a raving dyke. Lauren knew that given half a chance she could combine business with pleasure and the thought that this might be a step nearer would inevitably brighten her mood. She kissed Jenny full on the mouth. 
 
      
 
     ‘You are a treasure. Sort my clothes out while I grab a quick shower.’ She hurried off and Jenny turned to me. 
 
      
 
     ‘I,’ she said, ‘am a treasure.’ She grinned then her face darkened. ‘What the hell’s going on, Carla? Who is it who’s threatening her?’ 
 
      
 
     I didn’t answer because I had no idea. Who, aside from us, knew where we’d taken Lauren? Was one of us leaking information to them? I called the boss and discussed it with him. He offered extra bodies to support us but Frank and I worked well together and someone new would only mess our routine. No, we’d keep to our tried and tested system and hope we could sort this out. I talked to Frank over tea while Lauren and Jen sorted themselves out. When they came down Jen had the look of a woman who’d been fucked. 
 
      
 
     ‘What?’ she asked when I looked at her knowingly. 
 
      
 
     ‘Nothing. I just didn’t realise.’ 
 
      
 
     Jen shrugged. ‘She was determined.’ I knew what she meant. Lauren often found stress relief in sex and I knew all too well that when she wanted something she tended to get it. 
 
      
 
     ‘Can't say I blame her. Where’s her first appointment?’ 
 
      
 
     With our vigilance heightened, Frank and I got Lauren, who looked as if she had no care in the world, and Jen into the car. I checked my pistol as I always did and slipped it back into the soft leather holster. We swept out through the electric gates and Frank drove expertly and quickly through the streets of London. We arrived at an anonymous office block and Frank and I escorted the two women inside. An efficient looking secretary met us and led Lauren and Jenny through the office’s security controls and out of our sight. We waited. 
 
      
 
     The buzz of my phone in my pocket startled me until I saw it was Angela calling me. 
 
      
 
     ‘Hi.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Back from the frozen North?’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Yeah – all go. How’s you?’ 
 
      
 
     ‘I was wondering what you’re doing tomorrow night?’ I was free and told her so. ‘Maybe we could get together, have supper?’ 
 
      
 
     ‘I’d love that.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Why don’t you come round at, say, 8?’ 
 
      
 
      
 
     Frank and I delivered Lauren to Ellie Saunders’ house in Chelsea. The MP had her own security so we were able to drop Jen back at the house and get ourselves a meal before picking her up later. Her mood had definitely improved when she emerged on the doorstep. Her hair hadn’t. She grinned at me. 
 
      
 
     ‘A most satisfactory meeting.’ 
 
      
 
     I wasn’t too interested because I still had the unnerving feeling that things were not going to improve. 
 
      
 
      
 
     The cab dropped me outside Angie’s at just after 8 the following evening. She opened the door and was wearing a black suit with a white silk shirt and a dark blue tie which was pulled down from her neck a little. Her short black hair shone in the light over the doorway. She took in my cream linen jacket over a pale blue dress, knee length and her eyes wandered slowly down over stockinged legs and 3” heels. 
 
      
 
     ‘Come in.’ She stood aside to let me pass her and, as I did, she closed the door and her hand settled in the small of my back as she guided me past the sitting room where not so long ago she had fucked me as I bent over the back of the sofa and on into a brightly lit and vast kitchen. The table that dominated the room was laid for dinner and the room smelled of herbs and garlic. She took my jacket and hung it over the back of a chair then stood in front of me and, placing her hands on my shoulders, kissed me firmly on the mouth. We spent a while kissing, my hands stroking up her sides as she pushed her tongue into me. 
 
      
 
     Angie broke the kiss and poured me a large g+t then served our supper – pasta with chicken and sun-dried tomatoes. It was a delicious meal accompanied by a smooth Primitivo that burst on the tongue, the perfect accompaniment to the meal. We chatted about things. I felt warm and safe with her and totally distracted from my work troubles. Most people are interested in my job although I don’t talk about it when I can avoid it. Angie asked me nothing and I was grateful. She seemed only interested in me. 
 
      
 
     After supper we did not, as I had expected, go to the sitting room. In a very unhurried way she led me up the stairs to her bedroom. She stopped me at the door and turned me so I had my back to her. Her arms came around me and her hands cupped my breasts as she licked my neck. I could almost feel her hunger. 
 
      
 
     She whispered, ‘Put your hands behind you.’ I did and felt soft leather cuffs close around my wrists and her fingers as she buckled them. ‘You know you’re safe, right?’ 
 
      
 
     I knew. I’d played bondage games before and whilst my job might suggest a certain dominance of character in reality I am rather the reverse in my romantic life. Submissive I may be, but always cautious in my choice of partner. I relaxed as a black silk scarf covered my eyes and tightened around my head. Guided by her hands I found myself sitting on the edge of the bed. I could feel her breath on my face as she spoke. 
 
      
 
     ‘I have rather a lot of little kinks. You know about clothed lovers, now you’re going to learn a little more. You ready for that?’ I nodded. ‘Good girl.’ 
 
      
 
     She kissed me and her tongue entered my mouth while her hands stroked first my face and then down to my breasts. She opened my dress which had buttons all the way from neck to thigh. I felt it open and then her tongue licking between my breasts and over my nipples. She sucked each one deliciously and then licked down to my navel. Hands ran over my stockings. I heard a small growl. I hoped that was because she had discovered that apart from my suspender belt and stockings I was naked under my dress. I wouldn’t normally be but, well, I wanted her to know. 
 
      
 
     ‘Looks like we forgot something in our rush to get here?’ 
 
      
 
     Her nail traced around my trimmed hair, not touching my pussy, just the skin around the edges of my triangle of hair. I gasped and lifted myself a little. 
 
      
 
     ‘Sit still.’ Her voice was husky but stern. 
 
      
 
     She moved away from me and I could hear rustling that sounded like clothes being removed. It was indistinct and I moved my head as someone who is blindfolded will to try to catch sounds. Sensing her coming closer to me again, I lifted my face and was rewarded by a hand cupping my chin. 
 
      
 
     ‘Open your mouth.’ 
 
      
 
     I did so and felt a ball, rubber and quite small being fed to me. She leant closer to reach behind me to secure it, pulling my hair out from under the strap that she had buckled. 
 
      
 
     ‘Mmm. That does look good.’ She licked it and I felt her tongue as it slithered slowly over my lips. 
 
      
 
     I was momentarily concerned as I felt leather being tightened around my neck. It wasn’t too tight though and I relaxed. Something was clipped to the front of the collar and another, a thinner, leather something dangled from it between my breasts, the end resting on my left thigh. Angela was then cuffing my ankles and she pushed them quite gently apart and secured them to a bar that kept them spread. I struggled, not in an attempt to escape, rather to understand the constraints I could not see. 
 
      
 
     ‘Stand up.’ 
 
      
 
     With a little difficulty I stood. Her hands ran over my tits, down my sides and hips and then I felt her tongue on my nipple, then a little bite as her teeth closed around it. She repeated this on the other nipple. 
 
      
 
     ‘Turn round.’ 
 
      
 
     This was even more difficult, but I managed. Her hands continued to explore me, lifting my open dress away from my naked bum and stroking there as well as over my hips and up my inner thighs. She was in no hurry. Her fingernails stroked my skin but did not touch my pussy although I was desperate for her to. She knew that I reckoned. 
 
      
 
     Suddenly I felt her fingertip sliding, wet between my buttocks and stroking my arsehole. Her voice was close to my ear. ‘Has anyone had you here?’ 
 
      
 
     I shook my head. 
 
      
 
     ‘Well now, there’s a cherry for Angie to pluck.’ 
 
      
 
     I was going to protest but her finger slid down and curled so that its tip was between my now very wet lips and it sort of took my breath away. 
 
      
 
     Her voice in my ear again. ‘I’ll take what I want, sweetie and when I want it. Feels to me like Angie’s little girl is ready. Well, she’ll just have to wait.’ 
 
      
 
     She resumed stroking me. Every move of her hand was slow and light, her fingers barely touching me but it was almost painful; almost but not quite. Slowly, painfully slowly, she caressed my hips, buttocks, thighs and breasts. Each time she touched my breasts she rolled my nipples between her nails lightly and I know I groaned because I heard her, ‘shhhh.’ 
 
      
 
     Gentle pressure on my back bent me so my face and shoulders were on the bed. Behind me I could feel her legs touching mine and then her finger entered me. I knew her palm was down because I could feel the tip of her finger inside me, rubbing on my g spot deliciously. She withdrew her finger quickly and then she entered me but this time with her dildo. I knew, how I cannot say, that it was that same blue strapless that she’d used when I was over the sofa. It was there, motionless inside me and her hands ran over my back, exposed now she had pulled my dress aside. Her hips began to move, back, then forward, twisting slightly as she found her rhythm. Her fingers stroked the skin of my back and she increased her pace. It was relentless and I felt my orgasm rising inside me. A finger slithered, wet between my buttocks and pressed gently at my pucker. I grunted which seemed to encourage her for she pressed harder and I tried to relax to let her in. It felt better than I expected. In fact it felt a lot better as, combined with the dildo working its miracles, I began to squirm more vigorously. This time there was no injunction to movement. 
 
      
 
     As she had before, Angie bent over me. Her teeth were sharp on my neck and she fucked me, not hard, but in a gently determined way. Her language became dirty and she muttered ‘fuck, fuck, fuck’ and I knew she was almost there. I was too and although not simultaneous, our orgasms overlapped and it was impossible to say who came first and who second. But cum we did and I could feel her moisture on my legs. I arched as much as the position allowed me and I felt rather than heard the scream of pleasure that seemed to curl around the gag and split the air. 
 
      
 
     For a while Angie lay on me. She didn’t move for a long time, except to lick my neck. I felt the slow, reluctant withdrawal and thought she’d finished. But then the dildo was touching my arse and I sort of flapped my cuffed hands but whatever Angie wants, she takes. Her words reverberated in my mind as the pressure increased. The dildo was wet and slippery and entered me surprisingly easily. It hurt and I groaned as I stretched to let it in but she was not for stopping. And then, oh and then she was buried in me. She rested there for a while, her hands on my back. The movement, just like before, began slowly but built and built until, quite quickly this time, she started to swear again. This was, I knew, for her. She was taking that cherry she had wanted. And, oh, did she take it. She buggered me, firm but gentle until I heard her bellow, ‘fuuuuuck’ and her body heaved over me. 
 
      
 
     Later, much later, Angie and I lay side by side in bed. She had released me from my bonds and tenderly held me to her naked body. She didn’t apologise and there was no need for her to. It had been amazing and she’d knelt between my thighs and brought me, with her tongue, to a wonderful gentle climax. It was almost a thank you. 
 
      
 
     She was holding my hand. ‘Your first time, really?’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Ah ha.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘You didn’t seem to mind.’ There was almost a grin in her voice. 
 
      
 
     ‘I thought I’d never close again.’ 
 
      
 
     She rolled onto her side and her finger slithered, still wet, down over my pussy to the entrance at the centre of our discussion. ‘She’s all nice and tight, sweetie, don’t you worry.’ This time she was grinning as she kissed me and I slipped my arms around her neck and returned her kiss. 
 
      
 
     *  
 
      
 
     I was protected from the blast by the car. 
 
      
 
     I didn’t really hear it as much as feel it, the compression on my ears and chest. Lauren was right between me and the car, in the process of getting out of the right rear passenger door and I pushed her back in so she fell on the seat and I lay over her, looking wildly around to see what was happening. Frank was lying across the driver’s seat, groaning which, in the circumstances, was positive. I struggled to draw my weapon and, looking around all the time, I pressed Lauren down and told her to stay down. She was crying. I stepped back, keeping in the shelter of the car and searched to see if anyone was about. 
 
      
 
     The explosion had all but destroyed the door of the office we had been about to visit. Alarm bells were stridently ringing and people started to appear in what was usually a quiet street. I kept down, watching but saw no further threat. Taking my courage in both hands I stood and hastened around the car to check Frank and at the same time pressed the distress button on my mobile. 
 
      
 
     That was when the first shot came. I felt the breeze of it as whipped by like a hot wasp. I dropped to the ground and rolled behind the car door. A second shot hit the door and I saw a muzzle flash, high in a window, well out of my pistol’s range. We were pinned down and if help didn’t arrive soon... Wailing sirens stopped that train of thought. I stayed low, watching that window and saw a dark shape, someone’s back moving fast. I crawled round and checked Frank. He was bleeding from a couple of wounds but had a strong pulse. I was struggling to get him into the car when the first police car arrived. Suddenly there was activity. An armed officer screamed at me to drop my weapon and lie on the floor, arms out. I obeyed immediately. They were not gentle with me when they pulled my arms behind my back and cuffed me but I could absolutely understand why. Cuffs, twice in 24 hours, I thought to myself. Who's a lucky girl? 
 
      
 
     An ambulance arrived and I could see medics fussing around Frank who seemed to be in reasonable shape. Lauren got out of the car and, shaking but unharmed started barking at the police to leave me alone. They naturally ignored her and when the scene was secure a woman officer, dressed like a storm trooper, hefted me to my feet and started to search me. She found my i.d. card and credentials and calmed down. 
 
      
 
     They arrested me anyway and I was driven away, Lauren shouting that the police had made a stupid mistake. It was all resolved at the police station and I was given a ride back to Lauren’s house. There I found Frank, bandaged but clearly not in any danger. The blast had thrown bits of brick and metal and wood at him and he’d tried to head them away. 
 
      
 
     ‘Looks like you came second.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Thanks. I’ll be fine.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Of course you will.’ I kissed his cheek and went to check on Lauren. She was drinking brandy and Jen was sitting holding her hand. 
 
      
 
     ‘You want one too?’ Jen asked. I shook my head. This was getting out of hand. If something didn’t happen soon someone was going to get killed. 
 
      
 
     ‘I’m going to see a friend.’  
 
      
 
    Harry Carter and I went way back. He was, like me, from a part of the military that doesn’t exist. He had to leave when he mislaid a leg in some shitty part of the world. I’d carried him most of the way out and while he didn’t owe me anything (he’d have done the same for me), he’d remained a close and dear friend. He was also one of the most resourceful men I knew. 
 
      
 
     If the police couldn’t find who was trying to kill Lauren then maybe, just maybe, we might. 
 
      
 
     I gave Harry copies of all the email threats we’d received and talked him through the shooting and the explosion. Harry was a man of few words and didn’t interrupt but I knew he was taking it all in. 
 
      
 
     ‘Who has access to Lauren’s diary?’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Her PA, Jenny and Frank and me. Possibly a couple of other staff might know too. They’ve all been checked out though.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘That,’ said Harry, ‘is no guarantee. It just proves that they’re not known to anyone.’ I nodded. ‘Get me all the possible names and I’ll do them all again. Who knew you were going to Edinburgh?’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Nobody except that lot.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘What have we got on the shooter?’ 
 
      
 
     I explained there had been no CCTV and no witnesses aside from Frank, Lauren, Jenny and me. Jenny had been too scared to see anything. Lauren said she thought she saw a man in a black coat but was also too scared to be observant. Frank had seen someone, not sure what gender, in a black coat and heard what sounded like a silenced pistol shot. He’d aimed at the retreating back of the shooter but he or she had been too far away for a decent shot or identification. He thought the assailant was wearing a hat, probably a trilby or similar. 
 
      
 
     ‘So, we’ve got six eights of fuck all.’ Which about summed it up. ‘I’ll go through the usual crazies and I’ll do some digging. It’ll cost.’ 
 
      
 
     We both knew that but Harry liked to get money stuff sorted. I’d agreed a budget with Lauren, far more than I reckoned would be actually necessary and told Harry so. 
 
      
 
     ‘I’ll get on it. I’ll call you every day.’ 
 
      
 
      
 
     I’d tried to call Angie a couple of times but her phone didn’t answer or go to mail. Frank and I escorted Lauren, usually with Jenny, to a number of appointments without incident. Business as usual in fact. I was a bit pissed off with Angie, though. But she’d made it clear it was not a romance and so, well, I could live with it. 
 
      
 
     One evening I was staying at Lauren’s house. She was throwing a dinner for some important guests, including the MP, Ellie Saunders and it had been decided that I should be there in case some lunatic decided to do something unpleasant. Lauren had her own, domestic security but my boss, Carl, wanted me to be there. So I was wearing a long, black frock with a slit up the side that gave me access to the weapon strapped to my thigh. Not the best arrangement but the most discreet in the circumstances. 
 
      
 
     Lauren was playing it cool with Ms Saunders. I could read her body language. It struck me that she’d only have to snap her fingers and the MP would be straight up to the bedroom. Jen was sitting next to me at dinner. Her leg touched mine a couple of times. The second time, during coffee, I turned to look at her and saw she was wearing a rather nice smile. 
 
      
 
     ‘Don’t look so surprised.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Well, to be honest, you’ve never really shown any interest.’ I was smiling too though. Jenny was a very attractive woman and whilst I normally saw her in her PA uniform of dark suit and white blouse that evening she was, well, stunning. Her hair was loose and longer than I’d thought and her dress was dark green silk with silver edging that made a bra shape around her substantial breasts and was somehow sexier than if it had been more revealing. 
 
      
 
     ‘To be truthful, Lauren warned me off. But now she’s told me that, whilst she still wants me as her PA she’s concentrating on the new relationship and has decided to be exclusive. I can live with that, it was, after all, only ever sex. But she did say that she knew how I feel about you and that if….’ 
 
      
 
     I was a bit miffed. ‘Is she playing pass the parcel with us?’ 
 
      
 
     Jenny’s hand closed over mine. ‘No, it’s not like that at all. Please don’t think that. She just said that if we were to think about it she wouldn’t mind.’ 
 
      
 
     I told her I had to do a sweep which wasn’t true but I wanted time to think. I had always fancied Jenny and she’d never given me any cause to think it was reciprocated or, in fact, that she was a lesbian until the other evening and here she was saying that she had feelings for me. 
 
      
 
     I made excuses to the guests and wandered around the house checking the security. I took my time. I heard the hubbub of departing guests and made my way to the hall to watch carefully as people were collected in their limos. Ellie Saunders didn’t leave. She and Lauren had ‘business to attend to’ and disappeared upstairs. So, perhaps not so cool after all! 
 
      
 
     When the last had gone and all was secure I went to the sitting room where Jen was sitting by the fire in a deep armchair and drinking a brandy. A decanter and a second glass stood on a small table beside her. 
 
      
 
     ‘Join me?’ 
 
      
 
     I sat in the chair on the other side of the fire and she poured me a glass. Without thinking, I spread my legs and unbuckled the pistol from my thigh, glad to get it off. I sorted my dress out. I placed the gun and holster on the floor beside me then looked up to see Jen standing, holding my glass and staring at me, wide eyed. 
 
      
 
     ‘My God,’ she said. ‘That has to be the sexiest thing I have seen in years!’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Sorry. I wasn’t thinking. I just wanted to get the bloody thing off.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘No need to apologise.’ She handed me my drink then sat down and, as she did so, she smoothed her dress under her arse. She crossed her legs and I heard the whisper of the silk dress and noticed, for the first time, the heels she was wearing. They must have cost a packet. 
 
      
 
     ‘Christ, Jen. You’re full of surprises tonight.’ Her right shoe dangled from her toes and she smiled. 
 
      
 
     She ran her fingers through her hair, pulling it out to the side in a gesture I found alluring. ‘It was an opportunity to dress up a bit and, well, I like occasionally to get out of uniform. Do you always wear a gun there?’ 
 
      
 
     I laughed. ‘Of course not. But in this,’ I indicated my dress, ‘it was the best place to keep it.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Yes, I can see there aren’t too many hiding places. Nice knickers, by the way.’ 
 
      
 
     I didn’t blush but I did feel that she was coming on to me a little stronger than I might have expected. Suddenly she stood, walked to my chair and sat on the arm, facing me, her legs on the outside. She placed her hands on my shoulders and kissed me firmly. I was about to return the kiss when a horrible thought occurred to me. 
 
      
 
     ‘Jen, sorry but there is something I need to do.’ 
 
      
 
     She looked surprised and a little hurt but I stood, went to my bag and extracted my phone. 
 
      
 
     ‘Harry, it’s me.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Nobody else calls me at midnight.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Yes, I know, I’m sorry. But a thought has come to me. Can you find out where Angela Constantine is?’ I explained who she was and why I wanted him to check. I gave him her address and as much as I knew about her work. 
 
      
 
     ‘I’m on it.’ 
 
      
 
     I turned back to the chair but Jen had gone. ‘Damn.’ 
 
      
 
     I switched out the lights in the siting room and went upstairs towards my bedroom. I saw a light under Jen’s door and tapped lightly then turned the handle and went in. She was sitting on he bed, still dressed. 
 
      
 
     ‘I’m really sorry but it could be important.’ She nodded. I approached the bed and she looked up at me. ‘Jen, really, I am so sorry.’ 
 
      
 
     I slid my arms around her, she still sitting and me standing and pulled her face to my breasts, held her there. Then, slowly, I moved down to sit beside her and pulled her face to mine and kissed her, properly, my tongue gently prising her lips apart and entering her. She responded, her arms around me, her mouth open to me. We sta like that for ages before she slowly eased away from me and slid her dress off her chest to reveal her glorious full breasts. 
 
      
 
     ‘Mm,’ I said, hungrily. ‘Just as I remembered.’ 
 
      
 
     She grinned. ‘When have you seen them before?’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Do you remember when we went to Antigua with Lauren?’ She did. I saw them when you changed after swimming. I jilled frantically when I got to bed later, thinking about them.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Show me what you did.’ I looked into her eyes, a question unformed but there in my own eyes. ‘Please, Carla, show me.’ 
 
      
 
     Leaning against the headboard I pulled my dress aside and spread my legs. I slipped my hand into my knickers and began to stroke, gently, slowly. Jen watched and, to my surprise, she copied my movements. I slipped of my knickers so she could see better and lifted my knees. She did the same, moving to sit beside me. 
 
      
 
     Jen took my free hand and guided it to her pussy and slowly she pushed my finger to join her own. When I was there, she slid her hand to join mine and her finger slipped into me and together we began to stroke each other and ourselves. It was amazingly sexy and our faces touched, not kissing but resting against each other as our fingers did their work. It was a slow, intimate sensation. The heat of her was on me and my heat on her. Our faces remained touching. Jen began to whimper and I knew she was close. I slowly disentangled myself from her and moved to lay my face between her legs and to lick around her finger as she continued to stroke deep inside herself. It took only seconds before her whimpers became louder, drawn out and suddenly she was thrashing, bucking and a tide of warm moisture ran from her over my tongue. She seemed to be completely stationary for a few moments and then she wailed as a climax overwhelmed her. Her free hand gripped my hair and held me to her as she came and then came again in little aftershocks. 
 
      
 
     I grinned up at her. ‘Nice.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Oh, God, amazing.’ It started again then. She rolled, pulling me urgently, insistently onto my back and straddled me, pressing her cunt down onto my face as she leant forward, pushed my knees apart and used her tongue to open me, and to pleasure me. My orgasm was quick and I lifted my hips under her as I arched in glorious ecstasy and my scream of delight was smothered in her pussy. 
 
      
 
     After that we finished undressing and slid between the rumpled bedclothes and lay, folded together and slept. 
 
      
 
       
 
      
 
     ‘This Angela Constantine.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘What about her Harry?’ 
 
      
 
     It was the following morning and I was still in bed with Jen when my phone rang. 
 
      
 
     ‘She’s in Berlin.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Berlin? What’s she doing there?’ I never asked Harry how he knew stuff like this and if I had he’d never have told me. 
 
      
 
     ‘Why did you want to know about her?’ 
 
      
 
     ‘She and I have been sort of involved. She asked me the other day if I was “back from the frozen North.” I hadn’t told her where I was going.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘She’s at a rally. EAT.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Fuck sake, Harry, tell me.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘It stands for “End Animal Testing.” It’s one of those organisations.’ Oh shit, I thought. ‘It, or at least people associated with it have been known to be involved in attacks on laboratories and some of their owners and staff. The rally is a new event. EAT is flexing its muscles.’ 
 
      
 
     I was trying desperately to remember if I’d told her we were going to take Lauren to Scotland. I was pretty sure I hadn’t but there was that lingering doubt. Was she using me to get information about Lauren? Was she connected to the attacks? 
 
      
 
     ‘Anything else to tell me?’ 
 
      
 
     ‘I’m still working on it.’ We rang off. 
 
      
 
     I got out of bed and Jen grumbled, rolling onto her side as I left the bed and went to the shower. Standing under the hot stream I washed my hair and body and tried to make sense of it all. Jen came to join me and I was distracted enough by her body to stop thinking about Angie. She washed me all over again and spent time and attention on my most sensitive parts. Soapy fingers worked their magic and we both enjoyed a morning cum, sitting on the shower floor, facing each other under the hot stream and using our fingers as we kissed. 
 
      
 
     ‘I need to go, Jen. I’ll call.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Just make sure you do.’ 
 
      
 
     * 
 
      
 
     I met Harry at the pub we often used. Both drinking coffee, we discussed the case so far. 
 
      
 
     ‘I am not at all sure who your Angie is.’ 
 
      
 
     “What does that mean? I’m in no mood for riddles, Harry.’ 
 
      
 
     He smiled and went through what he’d discovered. Angie, was, so far as he could tell, a member of the Foreign and Colonial Service which was pretty much what she’d told me. Her house was not owned in her name but by a company. That, he told me, was by no means uncommon for rich people. The problem was he could not find where her wealth had originated. 
 
      
 
     ‘She told me she’d had a rich daddy.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Maybe so but I cant find it and you know I usually can.’ I nodded agreement. ‘It doesn’t necessarily mean she’s trouble. 
 
      
 
     ‘It doesn’t mean she isn’t. 
 
      
 
     I took my phone from my bag and, looking at Harry, dialed her number. 
 
      
 
     She answered. ‘Hey, how are you. I’ve been meaning to call but I’ve been a bit busy.’ 
 
      
 
     I told her I was fine and asked what she’d been up to. Harry listened in through one of my two ear plugs. 
 
      
 
     ‘Oh, nothing much, I just got busy. It happens. You fancy dinner? Or would you rather just come over and fuck?’ 
 
      
 
     I glanced up at Harry whose face showed nothing. 
 
      
 
     ‘I cant, not this evening. Nice thought though.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘I’ve cum so many times thinking about you. You cannot imagine.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Can I call you tomorrow?’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Sure.’ 
 
      
 
     I sensed a note of peeve in her voice so I hastily said that I’d love to see her, that I’d missed her and that I’d definitely call again tomorrow. The call ended. Harry smiled. 
 
      
 
     ‘Well, she didn’t explain but she didn’t lie. Clever lady.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘How do I play this, Harry?’ 
 
      
 
     ‘You behave exactly as normal. Don’t give her a hint that you have any suspicions. I’ll keep you posted.’ 
 
      
 
     I phoned Angie the next morning as I had promised. ‘Let me cook you supper.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘I’d like that. Your place or mine?’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Mine. Would 8 be okay?’ She said it would. 
 
      
 
     I prepared a simple casserole of Cop au Vin, showered and dressed for her. I chose my shortest skirt, deep red and quite full so when I walked she’d almost be able to see my arse and was naked under it. On top I was wearing a simple white silk blouse that was almost transparent but not quite. ‘Innocent until proved guilty,’ I said to my image in the mirror as I applied a little lippy. I examined myself and my hand slipped between my legs and I felt moist. ‘Not that i 
 
      
 
     I looked at myself in the mirror and saw a slut. I lifted my skirt and looked at my trimmed mound. My finger slid between my lips and stroked; I watched as if it was someone else doing it. I sat on the end of my bed, legs wide and continued to observe the slut working her pussy, lasciviously opening herself, her finger slipping down to curl into her arsehole while her thumb stroked her clit. I saw her eyes half close as the small orgasm started. It turned into a bigger one, and I felt a surprise that the face that came into my mind’s eye was not mine, not Angie’s but Jenny’s. As that realization hit me so too did the orgasm and it racked me. I watched as I bent forward and threw my head back, silently screaming in pleasure. 
 
      
 
     Just before Angie arrived I had a change of heart. This was a woman I suspected might be trying to kill my client, Lauren. I didn’t know of course, but I was sure there was something suspicious about her and I wasn’t going to let lust get in the way of professionalism. I slipped off the skirt and blouse, donned panties, loose black trousers and a thick, shapeless sweater. I felt somehow better and decided I ought to make sure my weapon was at hand but unseen. 
 
      
 
     She arrived promptly at 8pm and she looked good. She was wearing trousers that were beige and came to about six inches above little, brown boots with a small brass buckle on each side. Under a dark brown leather blouson jacket was a simple, white t shirt. We kissed in the doorway then she came into the flat and I led her through to my kitchen where wine was waiting. 
 
      
 
     ‘So, what have you been up to?’ 
 
      
 
     She smiled a little enigmatically. ‘Missed me?’ 
 
      
 
     ‘I have. I tried calling you a couple of times, but I couldn’t find you.’ 
 
      
 
     Angela took the glass of wine from my hand and sat at my kitchen table. ‘I’ve been away for a few days. It happens in my work. I get sent off without warning. Nothing special.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Anywhere nice?’ I asked this innocently, as I started to serve the dinner. 
 
      
 
     ‘This looks delicious.’ 
 
      
 
     Was she determined not to reveal where she’d been? I chatted inconsequentially through dinner and, when her leg pressed against mine under the table, I responded as I normally would but, in truth, my heart wasn’t in it. I didn’t feel remotely sexy. All my frustration was centred on needing to know. Was she a threat? Was she passing information to the crazies who wanted to assassinate Lauren or maybe she  was  the crazy. That seemed far fetched but…. 
 
      
 
     I started to clear away and offered her a brandy. 
 
      
 
     ‘That was a great meal, thank you. I’d rather hoped we might take our brandies to bed.’ 
 
      
 
     I was about to make an excuse when the doorbell rang. 
 
      
 
     ‘Where you expecting someone else?’ 
 
      
 
     I had not been expecting anyone, but I went to the door and, to my astonishment, found Harry Carter standing there. 
 
      
 
     ‘Harry. It’s a bit awkward, I’m entertaining.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘I know, but I think you’d better let me in.’ 
 
      
 
     I stood aside to let him in, and he followed me through to the kitchen where Angie looked up and her face darkened. ‘What the….’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Angie, this is my friend Harry.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘No need for introductions,’ said Harry. ‘We know each other.’ My turn to wonder what the fuck was going on. ‘Although,’ he continued, ‘I know her as Lisa. Isn’t that right?’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Harry. I hope you’re not going to do anything stupid?’ There was a hint of menace in her voice. I moved so that my arse was leaning against the drawer in which I had concealed my pistol, and quietly, I reached behind me and opened it a little. All my senses were alive now. 
 
      
 
     ‘No, Lisa. I’m not going to do anything stupid. I’m going to clear the air here, and so are you. Carla here has the highest possible clearance so we don’t need to be coy.’ 
 
      
 
     Angie/Lisa did not relax, nor did I. Until I knew what was going on, I’d stay alert and ready. 
 
      
 
     Harry sat down and took my brandy glass. He took a long draught. The tension was palpable. 
 
      
 
     Angie broke the silence. ‘Okay. What do you want to happen then, Harry? You know you’re on dangerous ground.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘I want you to tell Carla what you’re doing. She’s at the sharp end of a dangerous situation and you can help, maybe even save a life or two.’ 
 
      
 
     I watched as she stood, reached for the brandy bottle and poured herself another. She turned so she was sitting on the table’s edge and looked at me. 
 
      
 
     ‘Harry and I know each other because we used to work together. I gather you worked with him before I did.’ I said nothing. ‘I was in Berlin last week. I went to a meeting of a group called EAT. We’ve been looking at them for some time.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Who are “we”?’ 
 
      
 
     ‘It doesn’t matter. EAT is a bunch of usually normal individuals who disapprove of testing drugs, particularly cosmetics, on animals. We know that a number of them are more active, and we have reason to believe that the group that organised that pot shot at your boss, the one you took, is part of them.’ Angie weighed every word as she spoke to me. 
 
      
 
     ‘I’ve been trying to get amongst them, quite successfully in fact. So much so that I discovered that they knew your Lauren was in Scotland, and it was me who sent the email that prompted you to get her away so precipitately. If I hadn’t they’d probably have had another go.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Why didn’t you just call me?’ 
 
      
 
     ‘First, because it would have broken my cover. Second, because you might not have believed me. Third, because it wasn’t easy for me. So,’ she turned to Harry, ‘now you’ve busted me wide open, tell me why.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Why did you get close to me?’ 
 
      
 
     ‘I’m not telling you.’ 
 
      
 
     I pulled the gun out of the drawer. I didn’t point it at her, but I let her see it. ‘Yes, Angie or Lisa or whatever the fuck your name is; yes you are going to explain. I’ve had one bullet and I don’t want another, either in me or anyone else.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Put that away.’ She was icy calm. ‘I suspect that the information about Lauren’s movements is coming from her inner circle. That’s why.’ 
 
      
 
     I didn’t put it away. ‘You suspected me?’ 
 
      
 
     ‘I did, yes and I still do; you among others that is. See, Harry, you’ve fucked things up royally.’ Her eyes were dark, furious and never left me. 
 
      
 
     ‘No, he hasn’t.’ I was calm, icy calm. ‘Harry knows damn well that I am not working for EAT or any other organisation apart from the one that protects Lauren.’ I kept my eyes locked on Angie but spoke to Harry. ‘So why did you out her, H?’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Because,’ he said, calmly taking another sip of my brandy, ‘she’s as straight as you are.’ There was no hint of irony in his voice. ‘She couldn’t know that, but now she does. That means you two can work together and find whoever it really is who is informing on Lauren. Lose the piece, Carla. She’s one of us.’ 
 
      
 
     I wasn’t entirely convinced, but I slipped the weapon into my pocket, glad I’d worn trousers. 
 
      
 
     ‘You don’t need to know who she works for.’ I could, I thought, guess. ‘All you both need to know is that you can work together. I only discovered a while ago who the woman you asked me to check on really was. As soon as I knew, I wanted to make sure you didn’t do anything silly, either of you. Where’s your weapon, Lisa?’ 
 
      
 
     Angie, as I still thought her, stroked her groin. ‘This is the only weapon I’m carrying, Harry.’ Her voice was low, full of suppressed anger still, devoid of humour. 
 
      
 
     ‘You’ll get over it. Talk it through, you two. I’m off. Thanks for the drink.’ 
 
      
 
     To my surprise Harry kissed us both and smiled. “Be nice. You’re both important to me.’ He left. 
 
      
 
     I picked up the glass he’d left on the table and refilled it. I needed a brandy now as the tension left me, well, almost but not entirely. I wasn’t too pleased to have been fucked for information, nor to have been suspected of being the informant. I didn’t sit either but leant back against the kitchen worktop, the weight of my pistol reassuring in my pocket. 
 
      
 
     ‘I couldn’t know it wasn’t you. You were always with her, knew her movements.’ I went to speak but she raised a hand to quiet me. ‘I know, I know. You took a bullet for her but that doesn’t mean anything. It could have been an accident.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘And the bomb?’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Didn’t touch you. If you’d known where it was you’d have behaved exactly as you did and kept the car between you and the danger. Look, Carla, you know now and so do I. If you think about it you’ll see why I couldn’t tell you. And, yes, I got close to you. Who better than me to do that? I’m not proud of it, but I’m not ashamed either.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Get out.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Harry’s right. We do need to work together. You know that.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘He may be but not tonight. I need to think. I don’t like being fucked just so you can investigate me. It’s not as if you discovered I’m some kind of murderer, is it?’ 
 
      
 
     ‘I’m sorry. I understand your anger but, well, needs must.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Yes, well, get out and leave me alone.’ She stared at me for a few minutes, shrugged and turned and I heard her shoes padding on my hall carpet as she left, the door closing quietly behind her. 
 
      
 
       
 
      
 
     Lauren and Jen got in the car. Frank was, as always, at the wheel, Jen in the front next to him with Lauren and me in the back. The electric gates of Lauren’s house swung wide and Frank drove us through and into the traffic. My eyes were everywhere. I’d tried to persuade Lauren to reduce the number of people who knew her movements, even to give misleading information to some but she wasn’t having it. 
 
      
 
     ‘I’m the CEO for chrissake. People  need  to know where I am.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Then make sure all they know is where Jen is. She can keep in touch with you. Leave her back at the office or your home where  she’s  safe at least.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘I need her with me. You don’t understand.’  
 
      
 
    End of argument. So, here we were, off to another bloody meeting with a banker in the City, parking a nightmare and Lauren completely unwilling to change the venue. 
 
      
 
     ‘I’m not running scared.’ 
 
      
 
     She may not have been, but I was. My phone warbled, and I pulled it out of my bag. My pistol was at my armpit, my jacket open, ready. It was a hot summer day but the aircon kept the car cool. 
 
      
 
     ‘It’s me.’ Angie/Lisa’s voice. What should I call her now?’ 
 
      
 
     ‘What is it?’ 
 
      
 
     ‘I need to see you.’ I didn’t answer. ‘Not for that; to help. You’re going to the City, right?’ I stayed silent. ‘Oh for fuck’s sake. When she’s safely delivered meet me at the coffee shop just outside. You’ll be right where you need to be.’ She rang off. 
 
      
 
     Getting Lauren to the safety of he bank’s office was fraught. People were milling about, and everyone looked like a potential killer. Frank and I had discussed deploying more troops but we knew it wouldn’t help. We both breathed easier when the lift door closed behind her. I told him where I’d be and trotted off to the coffee shop. She was there, looking like a banker herself in a dark grey suit and tie, the latter loose around her neck. She looked bloody edible. 
 
      
 
     She pushed a coffee at me. ‘The word is definitely that it’s an insider. I can’t find more. Assuming it’s not you,’ I glared at her. ‘Okay, since we  know  it’s not you, it must be one of her staff. Look, I know I’ve pissed you off but we really do need to work together.’ 
 
      
 
     Reluctantly, I nodded. ‘Okay. I’m going to do some research. If I discover anything I’ll talk to you and Harry. Thanks for the coffee.’ 
 
      
 
     Leaving the café, I joined Frank and told him what I now knew. It didn’t cheer him up. My phone vibrated, and I answered it. It was Jen, and she told me they were on their way. We took up our positions. As Jen and Lauren came out of the lift we formed up beside her, and led her, watching all around, to the car. I caught a sudden movement in the corner of my eye and turned, my hand instinctively going to my holster. A cyclist shot past and almost knocked Frank as he passed. I ripped the car’s door open and pushed Lauren in, my heart pounding. The cyclist was gone, Frank was fine. Damn my nerves. I settled into the car and tried to slow my heart. 
 
      
 
     Frank drove quickly back to Lauren’s house. Once there I lost it. I ranted at Lauren that she was putting us all in danger. There were real and credible threats to her and she refused to adapt. It made our job almost impossible. 
 
      
 
     ‘Well leave then.’ I felt as if I had been slapped. I’d taken a bullet for her, and she was telling me to go. She stormed out of the room, and Frank lifted his eyes, a man of few words. He followed her, the voice of reason. 
 
      
 
     Jen slid her arm around me. ‘She’s bloody sometimes. It’s because she’s scared.’ 
 
      
 
     I hugged Jen. It wasn’t fear for me that made me so angry, it was fear that Lauren’s recklessness would lead to her, or someone else, getting killed and that included Jen. It was then that I realised how important Jen had become to me. I didn’t want her hurt. Our hug became a kiss, and it lasted, deep and tongue driven. Then, when we separated, wordlessly she led me upstairs to her bedroom. Her hand slid into my blouse, and she cupped my breast as our kiss resumed. I felt my nipple harden under her palm, and I matched her movements. She stepped away and slowly let her hair loose from its severe ponytail and shook the glorious mane free. Watching me, she let her skirt fall, and as I moved in to her, she stepped further back out of reach, her hand slipping into her knickers lasciviously. 
 
      
 
     ‘Get your clothes off.’  
 
      
 
    Her voice was low, husky. I stripped, making a bit of a show for her as she fingered herself. She sat on the bed and slid her knickers off, spreading her legs. 
 
      
 
     ‘Tongue only, for now.’  
 
      
 
    I knelt. 
 
      
 
        
 
      
 
     Angie, as Carla had known her, eased back and watched her strapon slide out of the girl’s pussy. Her orgasm had come like a lift off from Cape Canaveral.  This girl , she thought to herself, i s good. Such a shame it’ll soon come to an end.  
 
      
 
     She pulled the girl’s skirt back down and patted her arse. ‘Fuck off now. You’ve got work to do.’ 
 
      
 
     The slender brunette with the dark eyes grinned at her over her shoulder. Reluctantly she stood, turned and kissed Angie on the mouth.  
 
      
 
    ‘See you tomorrow?’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Count on it babe. Don’t forget to call me.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘We’ll get the bitch this time.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Of course we will. Don’t rush into anything. I don’t want anything to spoil your body.’ The girl stepped close and ran her hands over Angie’s naked torso. ‘One more?’ 
 
      
 
     ‘I told you, go.’ 
 
      
 
     Angie watched her arse sway as she walked away, closing the hotel room door behind her and gave a sigh. She waited, giving the girl time to get well away then she got her phone from her bag, selected the number she needed and started the call. 
 
      
 
       
 
      
 
     Jen’s fingers curled tight in my hair as she guided me, pulling me into her. Tongue only. God how I wanted to slide a finger into her but rules are rules. I licked, swirled and caressed her clitoris, her lips, her tunnel. Being denied the use of my hands somehow made the pleasure greater. She was wet, very wet and after a while I sensed that she was close. My jaw was aching. Her thighs closed on my ears as she leant back to rest on her hands as the waves of pleasure washed over her. 
 
      
 
     Because of her thighs and her cries, neither of us heard my phone. 
 
      
 
       
 
      
 
     Later that evening and this time it was an award ceremony.  Bunch of bloody self congratulatory egoists,  I thought.  Not satisfied that they earn a fortune, they have to give each other a medal to feed their self-satisfaction.  
 
      
 
     Frank and I were going to take Lauren and Jen to a big hotel in London. She looked typically fabulous in a long, slashed scarlet dress which revealed a lot without being cheap or tarty. Lauren never did tarty. She’d apologised to me, which was definitely not her normal style. 
 
      
 
     Jen looked good too. Her dress was black, high necked and long-sleeved. Her heels were high and patent. I could have eaten her. In fact I just had as we were dressing. I was wearing the same dress that I’d worn to the dinner and, again as we were dressing, Jen had knelt to strap my weapon to my thigh and took the opportunity to say a few well-chosen words to my pussy too. 
 
      
 
     It had been agreed that Jen would sit away from Lauren and that I’d be at her side. Frank was to sit on the other side, and he’d said to her, ‘For once, please just do exactly what we tell you.’ For Frank that was a speech. I’d never met anyone with such an economical use of words. We were about to get in the car when my phone rang. 
 
      
 
     ‘Where have you been? I tried to call you earlier.’ It was Angie. I said nothing. ‘Look, I know where the information is coming from and I know where you’re going. You have to call it off.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Impossible.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Ask her PA who Frances is and then call me back.’ She rang off. 
 
      
 
     I whispered to Frank that I had some news and to Lauren’s annoyance we went into a side room in the house and told him what Angie had said. ‘Best we ask her then.’ I went to the door and asked Jen to join us. She looked a little surprised. 
 
      
 
     I closed the door. ‘Who is Frances?’ 
 
      
 
     Jen’s face was a picture of astonishment. ‘Why?’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Never mind why for now, who is she?’ I must have been a bit harsh because she looked hurt. 
 
      
 
     ‘If you must know she’s my ex. She and I split up about two years ago. She used to work for Lauren.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Do you still see her, talk to her?’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Of course. We’re still friends. What’s this about?’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Fuck,’ said Frank. I called Angie. 
 
      
 
     ‘Frances,’ she said, ‘is the source.’  
 
      
 
    I kept Angie on the line and repeated her words to Frank and Jen. Her hand went to her mouth. 
 
      
 
     ‘I never thought, I mean, she was one of us. It’s not what you think.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Does she know about tonight?’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Everyone does, it’s been in the papers for heaven’s sake. It happens every year.’ That much at least was true. 
 
      
 
     ‘Have you told her?’ 
 
      
 
     ‘I didn’t need to. She just asked me what I’d be wearing to the ceremony.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Did she ask you what Lauren would be wearing?’ 
 
      
 
     She hesitated. ‘I’m not sure. I mean, she used to buy all Lauren’s clothes so she might have. I wouldn’t have thought anything of it if she had. I think I may have told her.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Go outside and tell Lauren we’re going to have to….’ I didn’t get the rest of the sentence out because Lauren barged in demanding to know what the fuck was going on. I told her. 
 
      
 
     That took the wind out of her sails. She turned on Jen. ‘You bitch, you fucking bitch.’ I thought she was going to launch herself at her PA so I got between them. 
 
      
 
     ‘Not now Lauren. We have to cancel.’ 
 
      
 
     Jen was sobbing quietly. ‘I didn’t know. I really didn’t know.’ 
 
      
 
     Lauren was moving restlessly around the room. ‘I cant cancel. I have to be there.’ 
 
      
 
     Frank spoke again. It wasn’t until later that I thought how many words he’d spoken in one evening. ‘If,’ he said calmly, ‘you insist on going we have to leave Jen behind, and you need to change your dress. We’ll go in through a rear door and sit somewhere where you can’t be got at.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘I have to accept a gong for Christ’s sake. I have to go on stage.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘No, not in a million years, it’s suicide.’ 
 
      
 
     I heard noise from my phone and realised Angie was still there. 
 
      
 
     I spoke to her and our plan was formed. I didn’t like it but it was, at least, a plan.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Frances had her hand in her panties. Her eyes were locked on the Barrett M82 in its case. Forget men, forget cock; this was the source of her imminent orgasm. The power, the danger; these were the mainstays of her arousal. She didn’t really need to look at it, so fixed was its image in her mind. 
 
      
 
     The first time she had held it in the privacy of her own flat she had run the cold, slender barrel between her legs and she’d cum. No, that wasn’t right. Oh, sure, she’d had an orgasm but it was like none that had gone before it. For a start it happened in seconds. It had begun as she picked it from the case and ran her fingers along the dull, grey metal. She’d felt it immediately and as soon as she pushed her trousers down far enough she ran it lovingly inside her panties and the climax had hit her like a train. Her head had gone back, her eyes closed and there it was, flooding her mind figuratively and her thighs literally. 
 
      
 
     Reverently she had wiped it clean and replaced it back in its case as a mother might lay her baby in its crib. 
 
      
 
     The only other orgasm like that had been with Angie. It had taken longer but Angie understood her, shared her aims, her goals. All the years she’d worked for that cow, Lauren and bought her clothes and fucked her secretary, Jenny; they were all to this end. 
 
      
 
     Frances didn’t let herself cum. She held it back, savouring every stroke, now keeping her finger still, now moving it back to penetrate her rear, now curling it deep into her cunt until she felt the moment had arrived and she allowed the first wave to start. Once the dam broke she lost control, falling back on the bed, lifting her knees and wailing, screaming as it flowed like molten steel from a crucible; hot, burning. She screamed into the empty room. 
 
      
 
     After, she lay recovering, panting, wishing Angie had been there to share the moment. God, but Angie would fuck her so hard later. She might even tie her up as she had a few times before and use that vicious little tawse she sometimes tucked into her strappy’s harness at her hip. The memory of the kiss of that nasty, gorgeous, hideous, adorable whip sent an aftershock running through her. Oh, yes, Angie understood. She reveled in Frances’s masochism, fed it and recognised it for what it was. 
 
      
 
     Frances stripped off and went to the shower. In the mirror she examined the welts on her thigh where Angie’s friend had bitten into her flesh, running her finger across them, cherishing their memory for they were proof of Angie’s love. 
 
      
 
     The hot stream caressed her skin as she showered and she couldn’t resist soaping deep inside herself. Angie had said she was insatiable and she was. The sex wasn’t just sex between them; the pain was not mere pain. They were sacraments. 
 
      
 
     She dressed for her mission. She wore her best panties, the ones Angie liked so much, black lace and so, so fragile. She could not be Angie’s lipstick les for this appointment but she could wear the things that nobody could see and which Angie would appreciate. She had seen the sense of Angie saying they should not meet immediately after the event. But when she finally got home, successful, she would strip off the outer image, the dark rousers, sweater, boots, jacket and there would be her lover’s lover, waiting for her; waiting for her inevitable reward. 
 
      
 
     And now, now she could focus. She ran through her mental checklist; their checklist. Angie had schooled her. She was startled by the doorbell. Hastily she pushed the incriminating case under her bed. Making her way to her front door she peeped through the spy hole, most of her body to one side in case it was the law; in case they saw the darkening of the lens and fired through the door. But it wasn’t the law, it was her lover. 
 
      
 
       
 
      
 
     It was Jenny who supplied the answer, not directly but it was her idea that led to the plan, such as it was. Frank didn’t like the idea at all but eventually he saw the sense of it. So did Lauren although she still doubted Jenny. I did too in fact but somehow I knew I was wrong to. I could feel her anxiety, her horror at how she had been drawn, unwitting into her former lover’s plans. This was her courageous way of showing her remorse; of demonstrating her loyalty. 
 
      
 
     We made our final arrangements, went through the plan again and again even when we were in the car, committed now and nerves jangling. Frank drove, tension showing in the way he gripped the wheel with Lauren sat beside him. Jenny and I sat in the back and she held my hand vice-like in her, nails digging but that pain was necessary, welcome. All my training was about to be tested if my charge, my colleague and my lover were to survive. It wasn’t until later that I considered that my own survival depended on this plan too. 
 
      
 
       
 
      
 
     ‘I decided I’d come with you. I know it’s a change from what we’d decided but I want to know you get away safely. So; I’ll deliver you and wait at the back in the car with the engine warm, ready to take you away.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘I have to meet the controller after.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘I know and I’ll take you to her.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘You’re not supposed to meet her.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘I wont, but I’ll get you there, safely. It matters.’ 
 
      
 
     Frances threw her arms around Angie and kissed her fervently, overwhelmed by this demonstration of Angie’s love and commitment. 
 
      
 
     ‘When it’s done, over, we’ll go somewhere and you can be my girl, just the way I like you. You’ll hurt a lot.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘You promise?’ 
 
      
 
     Angie smiled and slapped her arse, hard. 
 
      
 
     Together they left Frances’s apartment and made their way to the black, 5 series BMW in the basement car park. The Barrett went onto the back seat and they sat side by side as Angie manoeuvred the powerful car up the ramp and into the streets of the city. 
 
      
 
       
 
      
 
     It had taken a while to prepare for leaving the house. Frank drove the Mercedes hard and we arrived at the hotel with minutes to spare. 
 
      
 
     ‘Are we all clear?’ 
 
      
 
     Frank got out of the car first and I followed on his nod. The weapon was in my hand, held across my chest under my long, black coat. I cursed the scarlet dress she wore, knowing it would show clearly to a shooter, like a beacon. Why couldn’t she have chosen black? The two women left the car and we fell into formation. I was as alert as I have ever been. I could hear the heels clicking, the growing clamour of the crowd. 
 
      
 
       
 
      
 
     Angie kissed Frances brutally on the mouth. ‘Don’t forget, you have to meet the controller so get it done and get back to me. Don’t wait to make sure. If you miss, which you wont, there will be another time.’ She handed her a small transmitter. ‘Tell me just before you shoot. I’ll get ready to leave.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘It gets harder each time. Their security tightens.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘We only have to succeed once, now go, whore. And tell me when you’re set to fire.’ 
 
      
 
     Frances grinned, nodded, grabbed the case from the rear seat and left. She made her way through the entrance and took the steps two at a time to the flat that had been rented anonymously. The heat of the city made her sweat as she pounded up the stairs but she felt cool, collected and alive. The key slipped easily into the lock and she closed the door behind her, moving swiftly to the chosen window. She eased the glass up and the noise from the hotel became tangible. On a previous visit she had moved a table and a couch to be where she could stand the gun and lie, prone to aim and kill. Deftly, Frances assembled the gun, inserted the box magazine with a comforting click. The weapon stood on its bipod and she pulled the stock lovingly to her shoulder, easing the end of the barrel through the window like Angie sometimes eased into her. A minute adjustment of the sight and the red carpet came clearly into view. Her breathing calmed, settled and she felt at peace. 
 
      
 
       
 
      
 
     This was the moment I dreaded. No amount of talking could replace practice and there had been no time for that. I had to rely on everyone, everyone including the shooter doing what we expected. 
 
      
 
     I slipped my arm through hers, felt the tension in her. 
 
      
 
     ‘We’ll be fine. Remember just do exactly what I tell you.’ 
 
      
 
     Her coat came off, handed to her aide. That fucking red dress seemed to glow in the light as we stepped forward, through the crowd and stood, side by side on the red carpet, me slightly behind her. 
 
      
 
       
 
      
 
     The red dress was there. Frances almost forgot to transmit but calming her excitement she pressed the button and said, ‘Now.’ 
 
      
 
     Her finger tightened on the trigger, took up the minimal slack and she squeezed. 
 
      
 
       
 
      
 
     I heard only the word ‘Now’ in my earpiece. I threw myself forward, pushing her forward and down. Screams rose from the crowd. I lay on top of her, heart pounding waiting for the next shot, the pain or the blood or whatever else might happen. 
 
      
 
       
 
      
 
     Frances saw the bodies on the ground and felt a surge of elation. The gun disassembled as easily as it had gone together. She packed it, closed the window and left the flat taking only one backward glance to see the confusion on the hotel’s forecourt. She checked outside the door through the spy hole, opened the door and pulled it quietly shut behind her. She gained the stairwell and raced headlong down and down, bursting out of the rear entrance where the black BMW sat, engine ready. Throwing the case onto the rear seat, she clambered in beside Angie who gunned the car away from the kerb and into the city’s traffic. Frances leaned across to kiss her. 
 
      
 
     ‘I got the fucking bitch.’ 
 
      
 
     Her hand went to Angie’s crotch and was swatted away. ‘Wait. Let me concentrate.’ 
 
      
 
     Frances’s hand went to her own crotch and she rubbed herself. 
 
      
 
       
 
      
 
     ‘Are you okay?’ 
 
      
 
     Jen moved under me. I lifted myself warily, searching around for more danger, then stood and pulled Jen to her feet and swiftly into the shelter of the hotel. Lauren stood waiting for us with Frank and hugged Jenny to her. 
 
      
 
     ‘I don’t know how I could have doubted you,’ she sobbed into Jen’s hair. 
 
      
 
     Frank asked me if we were okay and I told him I thought I’d heard the bullet hit nearby but had heard no shot. He’d seen what he thought was a muzzle flash from the point Angie/Lisa had told us the shooter would be but he wasn’t certain. 
 
      
 
     ‘Now it’s all down to Angie.’ 
 
      
 
     Jen and Lauren went to a room and swapped clothes again as they had at the house before we left. Frank and I stood outside and waited, weapons drawn but concealed. I checked the radio to make sure I was still receiving in case Angie needed to tell me anything. 
 
      
 
     She did. 
 
      
 
       
 
      
 
     Angie pulled the car to a halt outside the house Frances indicated. ‘I’ll deal with the weapon, you go and see the controller. When you’re done I’ll be at the place we agreed to meet. Go.’ 
 
      
 
     Frances kissed her hard then got out and walked quickly to the door of the house which opened as she arrived and closed behind her. Angie went around a corner and pressed the transmit button. 
 
      
 
     ‘She’s in. We’re done and I have the weapon.’ She gave the address. It wasn’t too important. The police had fitted a tracker to the BMW and were already assembled near the house, waiting only for her to get clear before raiding the place. 
 
      
 
       
 
      
 
     ‘She’s in.’ The words crackled in my ear and I tapped the door. Jen and Lauren emerged in their own clothes. I wanted to wrap Jen in my arms but there was still the small matter of Lauren’s award and time was pressing. Despite the mayhem outside the hotel all was calm as we entered the auditorium and went to our allotted places. Once seated I held Jen’s hand tightly in mine and we waited for the ceremony to unfold. 
 
      
 
       
 
      
 
     Frances and her controller were sitting, drinking the whisky that had been brought to the rendezvous by the tall woman who faced her. 
 
      
 
     A sudden crash at the front door was followed by the detonation of a stun grenade that emitted a bright, bright light and they were at once blinded, deafened and stunned into inactivity. 
 
      
 
     What followed was brutal and fast. Armed officers like storm troopers overwhelmed the room, sinister in their black uniforms, ear and eye protectors and with guns raised. There were no shots nor was there resistance. 
 
      
 
     * 
 
      
 
     ‘It’s done.’ The earpiece spoke these words in my ear and I relaxed and gave Jen’s hand a double squeeze. She turned to me and saw my smile and I observed the tension leaving her. It was only a moment before Lauren was on stage collecting her award. 
 
      
 
     We left Lauren at the reception that followed the ceremony. There was more than adequate security and I wanted to get Jen away and look after her. She’d volunteered to replace Lauren and although I had hated the idea I understood why she wanted to. 
 
      
 
     ‘I know you’ll look after me,’ she had said before we left for the ceremony and I’d hoped that I’d be able to. In the event I had but my heart had been in my mouth. 
 
      
 
     Back at the house, we went straight to my bedroom. So often after excitement all I want to do is sleep but this night was different. I was hungry for her. We stripped each other hastily, mouths locked as we tore at each other’s clothes. Jen dropped to her knees to unstrap my holster and, pushing my legs apart devoured me, her tongue pushing up into me, her hands stroking my legs. It was too much and I subsided back onto the bed, legs wide, knees raised. Her hunger was apparent and the urgency overcame us both. She clambered on top of me, rubbing her pussy on my thigh as we kissed, my own grinding on her thigh. It was frenzied, both of us wanting to satisfy the other’s need and we almost fought to get at each other. All the nervous energy of the day erupted between us and our orgasms came quickly and hard. 
 
      
 
     We slept, sweaty and unshowered, our bodies entwined.  
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    Lauren arrived back at her hotel, the Hotel Stein, one of Frankfurt’s finest at around 9pm that Saturday night. Throughout the day she’d been shepherded by two local bodyguards, Erich and Hanse, since Carla and Frank were not allowed to carry weapons in Germany. She was glad finally to be alone. The hotel had plenty of security and she felt quite safe. Every visitor and guest had to pass through x-ray checks and there was discreet muscle everywhere. She collected her key from reception and made her way to her room. The floor guard wished her a pleasant evening as she passed on her way to her suite. 
 
      
 
     Inside she closed the door, threw the safety lock and leant back against the door. God, how the constant fear since the attempt on her life drained her; that and the demands of her job as CEO of the pharmaceutical company; constant meetings, decisions, pressures. 
 
      
 
     ‘Fuck it,’ she said out loud, ‘fuck them all. Life goes on.’ 
 
      
 
     She pushed herself off the door and wandered through to her bedroom, dropping her briefcase and handbag as she passed through her sitting room. She went into the bathroom and started to run a hot bath with oil, then returned to the bedroom and stripped off her business suit. She unclipped her bra and let her large, firm breasts free. She sat on the bed, kicked off her shoes, unclipped her stockings and rolled them down. Standing, she pushed her silk panties down and stood up straight to look at herself in one of the long mirrors. She cupped her breasts and liked what she saw. 
 
      
 
     ‘Not bad for fifty.’ 
 
      
 
     Her fingers ran through her triangle of light blonde fur and she decided it was time to trim again. In the sitting room there was a large, complimentary bar. It damn well should be complimentary, she thought. The room cost eight hundred euros per night. Naked, she walked back into the sitting room and poured herself a large glass of Sekt which she carried through to the bathroom. She sat on the toilet and pissed, sipping her wine, then got into the bath and lay back to soak. 
 
      
 
     She was glad she had not sacked Jen after the shooting in London. It had ben close but she had ben convinced by, among others, Carla that Jen was loyal. Okay, so Carla had a vested interest. She was probably fucking Jen as Lauren reclined in the hot, bubbly bath and at the thought of the two women making love her finger, with a mind of its own, crept to her pussy and stroked. She considered paying for an escort but shrugged the idea away. Erich, the senior guard, would have one of his hissy fits if he found out. 
 
      
 
     Her finger found its way deep inside and she put the wine down to free her other hand to amuse her nipples. The image of Carla and Jen wouldn’t go away. She’d fucked them both and remembered Carla’s wicked tongue and Jenny’s delicious cunt. The thought of them together, that tongue and that cunt, tipped her over the edge into a muted orgasm. 
 
      
 
     Stepping out of the tub she picked up a large, fluffy towel and wrapped it around her waist. A second was there of course and she used it to dry her upper body. She went back to the bar to refill her glass then back to the bedroom. Having selected a pair of dark blue silk pyjamas she changed her mind. She hated the silence of the suite and craved some normality. She took a long, black, silk shift dress from the wardrobe and slid it on, naked beneath. The dress had spaghetti straps and a low neckline and needed three-inch heels to stop it touching the floor. She retrieved her bag and key and went to the bar. 
 
      
 
       
 
      
 
     Ava was class; well, she had been born to class and money but a father who liked women, booze and gambling too much and work too little had disposed of the family’s wealth before she had finished school. Her mother had taken her own life. Ava had had no option but to seek work herself and she quickly discovered that German businesses expected applicants for even the lowest paid work to have some qualifications. She had none. People like her didn’t need them. Except by the time the fortune had been dissipated between bars, casinos and whores she did but had no obvious means of acquiring them. Consequently she had fallen back on her only real qualifications, her looks. 
 
      
 
     At the age of twenty eight, Ava had been a high-class whore for five years. Uneducated she might have been but she had wisdom. She was also a lesbian and she’d decided that she’d make her target market the rich businesswomen who frequented the better hotels in Frankfurt. Men were too dangerous, too likely to be diseased and in any case they did not appeal. She might as well enjoy her work. Ava eschewed the services of an agency. Why share her earnings? She was beholden to nobody and had the wit to make a good living with regular clients and occasionals. That very afternoon she had spent in and around bed with a Grafin from Bavaria who was an infrequent but regular visitor to Frankfurt. She had been demanding and selfish as ever, throwing Ava out when she’d cum; out with a purse full of notes, so what did Ava care? 
 
      
 
       
 
      
 
     Lauren walked into the bar clutching her small bag and took a seat from which she could view the entire bar. A piano played quietly in a far corner. The bar was a little busy and people sat alone and in groups and she examined them all in the low light. Two businessmen in suits were arguing quietly. A group of three men eyed her hungrily as she passed but sensed her indifference and reverted to their loud conversation about football. A couple, probably not married, were nuzzling each other between sips of their drinks and Lauren reckoned they’d be upstairs and fucking each other senseless within ten minutes. 
 
      
 
     Her eye fell on the woman at the bar just as a waiter approached her for her order. She ordered a bottle of Sekt. I’ve started so I’ll finish she thought. A free Sunday on the morrow would be followed by a hectic Monday so she could get as drunk as she wanted to. It helped. The waiter oozed away and her eyes returned to the woman at the bar. Her long, blonde hair almost reached her arse. Her dress was a mix of blues and golds, expensive and slightly, discreetly revealing a hint of thigh above a well shaped leg. Her tits were obscured from Lauren’s view by her arm but she sensed they’d be good. The face, in profile, revealed a neat mouth and eyes that seemed to smile. The face turned and the eyes focused on Lauren and then they really did smile, albeit briefly, before turning away again. 
 
      
 
     The waiter returned carrying the tray laden with bottle, ice bucket and glass. He went through the palaver of placing everything, opening the bottle and pouring a sample for her to taste. Irritated by the inevitable performance she waved him to just pour and piss off although she didn’t say it out loud. As he turned to leave, the blonde at the bar smiled again and Lauren stopped him and asked him to enquire if the single lady at the bar would care to join her. Lauren’s instincts about other women were almost faultless. One doesn’t appear too eager, she told herself and kept her eyes anywhere but on the waiter as he approached the woman and quietly related her invitation. In fact she watched the whole thing intently but nobody could have known. Perhaps she’d learned that from Carla, her watchful bodyguard. The woman turned to look at her, smiling and stood up from her stool, picking up a medium sized handbag from its hook and now Lauren allowed herself to watch as she walked across the bar towards her. She’d been right about the tits. They were full and firm and unfettered beneath the fabric of the dress which, she noticed, had a slim, gold chain belt. He hips were proportionate and she was very, very attractive in a sophisticated way; well made up with glossy blonde hair that was full bodied. The smile didn’t leave the woman’s lips or eyes. Fuck, she’s a stunner. 
 
      
 
     ‘This is most kind. I am Ava.’ She offered her hand which Lauren took and shook. 
 
      
 
     ‘I’m Lauren. I thought two women alone in a bar like this might be less likely to receive unwelcome attention if they sat and talked. I hope my invitation was not unwelcome?’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Not at all, I am grateful.’ Ava sat, crossing her lovely legs and giving Lauren a fine view of them but, she noticed, not in too revealing a way. Her breasts moved invitingly as she sat. They talked briefly until the waiter returned with a second glass and went through the ritual pouring again. 
 
      
 
     When he’d finally left them, solicitously asking if he could be of further assistance, Lauren said, ‘Do they learn to be so irritating at waiter school?’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Almost certainly.’ Ava’s laugh was deep and mellow. Lauren hated tinkling laughter. 
 
      
 
     The German woman’s accented English suggested a good school and a good background and so did her demeanour; neither pushy not too reserved but very confident. She made conversation easily and Lauren, whose antennae were not dulled by the wine, considered the possibilities. Certainly this woman was a lesbian, she could smell it. The question was whether she was a professional or an amateur. 
 
      
 
     That question was answered on the second glass. When Lauren asked what she did for a living the reply was unequivocal. 
 
      
 
     ‘Please do not be shocked, but I am a whore, Lauren.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Then I fear I have interrupted your work.’ She waved her hand vaguely at the other guests. 
 
      
 
     ‘I think not. I have a rather niche clientele and the other guests would not fit the profile.’ Ava smiled innocently as she spoke. 
 
      
 
     Lauren nodded her understanding. “Then perhaps we might reach an accommodation?’ Ava raised a questioning eyebrow at the unfamiliar language. ‘Do I fit the profile?’ Lauren explained. 
 
      
 
     ‘Quite perfectly, I would say.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Do we need to agree terms?’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Oh, please. Such matters are too sordid. I am sure you are a lady who understands the value of things.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Then please explain how we proceed from here? Whilst I do, as you say, understand the value of things I do not habitually engage with other women in this way and I don’t wish to cause you any difficulty in this fine hotel.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘I have an arrangement, you might call it, with the hotel’s owner, Herr Stein. He is a family friend.’ That was true. ‘There will be no embarrassment. All that is necessary is that you tell me your room number and, when you are ready, you say goodnight to me and return to your room. I will then join you in about fifteen minutes if that is your wish. 
 
      
 
     ‘Room 716 and make it twenty minutes, please.’ Ava nodded. 
 
      
 
     They finished the bottle, business complete and chatted like old friends about nothing. Lauren stood, shook Ava’s hand and wished her goodnight. As she walked to the lift she wondered if this was safe, wise. ‘Fuck it.’ 
 
      
 
       
 
      
 
     ‘Hi, Carla,’ said Ernie in her slightly sleazy bar. 
 
      
 
     Lauren was wrong about me and Jen. We were not enjoying each other at the time she was having her bath. Jen had taken Lauren’s absence as an opportunity to visit her father, the retired admiral in Hampshire. She knew my needs and said, as she was leaving, ‘Make sure there’s some left for me when I get back.’ I do like an understanding lover. Don’t misunderstand me; we were serious but not necessarily exclusive. 
 
      
 
     The Polish barmaid, Wajena, was still working for Ernie and tonight she looked absolutely stunning. Ernie, by contrast and unsurprisingly, looked worn out. 
 
      
 
     ‘She’ll kill me, that kid. She’s half my age and bloody insatiable.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘I thought that was what you wanted.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Be careful what you wish for,’ but her lascivious grin told a different story. So did her hand sliding up Wajena’s skirt. ‘Am I to assume your current bit of fluff is away?’ 
 
      
 
     ‘She is. And she suggested I might like to get some “me time” in.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘And so, here you are, chez Ernestine.’ Ernie grinned. ‘Let’s see what we can find for you.’ She patted Wajena’s arse. ‘Get the lady a real gin, honey, not the usual stuff. Don’t you go away now Carla.’ She shuffled off, grinning from ear to ear. 
 
      
 
     I’ve always liked Ernie and her bar. It is unpretentious, strictly for lesbians and whilst some of her customers may not always look respectable, she won’t have any nonsense. Now, I can look after myself. I’ve been well trained and I keep fit. In my job you have to. But not everyone knows how to disarm a knife wielding loony or a killer with a gun and those who don’t, do not want to have that sort of trouble when they go out for a quiet drink or to get laid. 
 
      
 
     I’d come out to get laid. Jen had been away for four days and that was too long for my libido. Ernie’s might not be the most salubrious establishment but she had some great customers. I was about half way down my gin when she came up beside me and slipped her arm across my shoulders. Her mouth was close to my right ear. 
 
      
 
     ‘Do you know Tamsyn?’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Don’t think so.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Any experience with bodybuilders?’ 
 
      
 
     ‘I once broke one’s arm when she kicked off in a club in Liverpool.’ 
 
      
 
     Ernie laughed, ‘You know what I mean.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘None at all.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘She’d like to meet you. She likes fems and she’s on the prowl. Her last girl pissed off with a librarian from Stepney.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘They have libraries in Stepney?’ 
 
      
 
     A voice close to my left ear said, ‘Apparently they do.’ 
 
      
 
     Tamsyn was not what I expected. She was smartly dressed in a leather jacket that did nothing to hide her well-developed arms. Tight leather trousers similarly revealed shapely legs. Her hair was cut short and black. She was the colour of dark chocolate, with a delicate little mouth and big eyes. She was also tall; very, very tall. 
 
      
 
     ‘Who’d have thought it?’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Who’d have thought,’ said Ernie, ‘anyone would leave Tammy for a librarian.’ 
 
      
 
     I turned so my back was leaning against the bar and let Tammy have a look at me. Unashamedly she ran her eyes from my hair (longish and brown), down over my tits (32a) and down to my shoes (3” heels) and took in my frock (mid thigh, pale blue silk with a neckline that let her get a partial view of the 32a’s). 
 
      
 
     ‘Like a drink?’ she asked. 
 
      
 
     ‘Better let Carla get it. She gets the real gin.’ Ernie smirked and left us to it. 
 
      
 
       
 
      
 
     There was a knock on the door of room 716 about twenty five minutes after she’d left the bar. Lauren, still in the black silk dress, opened the door having first checked through the spy hole that it was Ava. 
 
      
 
     ‘Come in. Can I get you a drink?’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Do you have a cognac?’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Of course.’ 
 
      
 
     While Lauren poured drinks, Ava took off her coat and sat on the comfortable, soft sofa in the sitting room, her bag by her side. 
 
      
 
     ‘Is there anything you’d particularly enjoy?’ 
 
      
 
     Lauren handed her the glass and sat beside her. She knew from experience it was best to be explicit in such circumstances. She was paying after all so she might as well have what she wanted. ‘I normally take the lead but, to be honest, this evening I’d prefer to let you be in control. I want to be fucked. Do you have a suitable toy?’ Ava smiled and nodded. ‘Excellent. I’d like you to be a little rough but not too rough. No broken bones.’ She smiled as she sipped her drink. ‘If you can stay all night and maybe for a while tomorrow we might see what else springs to mind?’ 
 
      
 
     ‘I can stay as long as you like.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Then there’s no need to rush is there?’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Anything you don’t like?’ 
 
      
 
     ‘If I think of anything, I’ll let you know.’ They both grinned and both knew this was going to be fun. 
 
      
 
       
 
      
 
     Tammy invited me back to her place. It was only a stone’s throw from Ernie’s but the difference in class was palpable. The street was wide, the buildings old and beautifully presented. She led me up to her gloosy, dark red front door, opened it and ushered me inside. We hadn’t touched up to now except to shake hands but we both knew where this was leading and as soon as the door was closed she bent down, her hands on my shoulders and kissed me, hard. She stepped back. 
 
      
 
     ‘I love the frock.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘I’d imagine from up there you can see pretty much everything.’ 
 
      
 
     Grinning, she replied, ‘Pretty much but not enough.’ 
 
      
 
     My dress was halter necked and she simply grabbed the bit behind my neck and flipped it over my head. ‘Much, much better. Fancy a drink?’ 
 
      
 
     And so, my tits out, I sat with her and drank a glass of wine. She was in no hurry. She’d taken off her jacket and I was rather surprised to see a silk camisole of pure and almost sheer white silk where I had expected a t shirt. Her muscles were impressive as, I have to say, were her nipples. I didn’t know at that moment if it was their normal state or arousal but they were something else. 
 
      
 
     ‘You look good like that.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘So do you.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Wait here.’ I wasn’t going anywhere. 
 
      
 
     When Tammy came back she was almost naked. All she wore was a pair of black silk shorts and black leather boots which went all the way to her thighs. They had heels of about four inches and she looked absolutely edible. Her muscles were well-defined but it was not the sort of body where veins stood out like they do on a horse’s arse. Her stomach was flat and hard. The nipples were, as I had already noted, prominent, very obvious. 
 
      
 
     She took my hand and I stood with her towering over me. I tilted my head back and she kissed me firmly on the mouth. Her hands roamed over my breasts and I felt my own nipples hardening even more as she rolled them between her fingers, her tongue in my mouth. She turned me around and pulled my dress down so I was naked. I’d decided knickers were not at all necessary this evening, a fact which did not escape her notice. 
 
      
 
     ‘My, my. You were planning ahead tonight, babe.’ 
 
      
 
     I didn’t get a chance to answer as a finger entered my mouth at the same time as her mouth pressed to my neck and her other hand went between my legs. A finger slithered between my labia and stroked me, my clit hardening like my nipples. 
 
      
 
     Tammy whispered in my ear. ‘Let’s get to bed.’ She led the way, holding my hand. I wasn’t sure why she had chosen the boots or the shorts but I wasn’t sorry she had. 
 
      
 
       
 
      
 
     Ava picked up the bag she’d been carrying and went to the bathroom. When she came back her dress was tented below the waist and Lauren knew then that she’d chosen well. The blonde stood in front of her and slowly pulled the dress up and revealed the feeldoe, slender and purple, standing proudly between her legs. 
 
      
 
     ‘You like?’ 
 
      
 
     Lauren decided words were unnecessary and she lifted her own black shift and spread her legs invitingly. Smiling up into Ava’s eyes, she stroked herself and felt the wet of her pussy and knew she was ready. 
 
      
 
     ‘I assume you do,’ said Ava with a grin and leant to place her hands on Lauren’s shoulders. She touched the tip of the dildo to Lauren’s cunt and let it stroke gently between her lips before exerting a little more pressure so that it parted her and entered a little into her canal. She held it there and kissed Lauren’s mouth hard. Lauren lifted her knees to encourage but Ava was in control and maintained her position at the older woman’s entrance. 
 
      
 
     ‘Leave this to me,’ her voice was almost a growl. 
 
      
 
     With a slow, long thrust she entered Lauren who gasped and Ava began to rock her hips forward, backwards and in a circular motion. Her face was close to Lauren’s and she murmured as she plundered her, slowly and deeply. Her pace increased and her hands moved freely over the shift where it covered Lauren’s breasts, squeezing her nipples, gently at first but increasingly hard as she fucked her faster. Without warning she withdrew and pulled Lauren to her feet and almost dragged her through to the bed where she pushed her down onto the bed face first, her feet still on the floor. The dress was lifted and Lauren felt the cock at her again, thrusting deeply into her. 
 
      
 
     Ava was getting rougher now, pulling the straps of Lauren’s dress off her shoulder and leaning down to bite her neck, not hard enough to hurt but enough to feel. She pushed her hands under Lauren and gripped her breasts firmly enough to make Lauren grunt into the bed linen. Her thrusts were faster, deeper and Lauren felt her orgasm rising inexorably until she knew she could no longer contain it. Her back arched, lifting Ava and she began to cry out as the wave of climax overwhelmed her. 
 
      
 
     The passing of her orgasm did nothing to stem her desire for the blonde woman and she wrestled herself free from under the whore and, pulling her dress over her head, straddled Ava and slowly removed Ava’s dress and buried her face between those magnificent breasts. She reached down and gently removed the feeldoe from Ava’s tight pussy and placed it aside as her thigh went between Ava’s and rubbed her. 
 
      
 
       
 
      
 
     Tamsyn knew precisely what she wanted. She led me to her bed, kissed me once, then pushed me back onto the bed and lowered her face to my pussy, spreading my legs wide. Her tongue was long and hard and it opened me and feasted on me. I lifted my knees and that seemed to work because her tongue roamed wide, down to my arsehole and back up to my cunt. I ran my fingers through her short, black hair and without guiding her I let her know she was hitting all the right notes. Her tongue went deep and held there, her nose on my clit. I was a little disappointed when she stopped but not for long. She got off the bed, went to a drawer and extracted a slender, blue strapon which she deftly fixed around herself when she’d removed those silk shorts. She knelt between my spread legs and grinned at me. 
 
      
 
     ‘Oh, baby, this is going to be good.’ 
 
      
 
     She did not hang around. With one gentle thrust she was in me, leaning on her hands, her face over mine. She remained still for perhaps five seconds before she began to rock her hips. I lifted mine to her and she kissed my mouth. 
 
      
 
     ‘I’m going to fuck your arse too.’ Not, I noticed, a question but I’d been had that way before and I liked it so long as it was nothing that might split me and this one was purpose built. She fucked me hard, grunting and muttering obscenities as she drove into me. 
 
      
 
     Pulling out, she knelt back and whispered, ‘Get on your knees.’ 
 
      
 
     I rolled onto my front and lifted my arse expecting her to plunder it but she was almost immediately back in my pussy, her hands on my back and then curling under me to squeeze my nipples, none too gently. I was getting close and she knew it. 
 
      
 
     ‘Wait until I say.’ 
 
      
 
     Then she slithered that blue dildo up until I could feel it at my arse and she circled it, wet and slippery. I tried to relax and felt her pushing carefully. I opened for her and she was inside me again, her body bearing down on me. 
 
      
 
     Reaching under me with one hand, her finger strummed my clit and I heard her saying, ‘I’m close, I’m so close. Wait for me.’ 
 
      
 
     She fucked me harder and faster and I knew the dildo was working on her too. Her hand patted my back more softly than I’d expected and she said ‘Now, babe, now.’ 
 
      
 
     I tried but my orgasm had been held down too long to rise on command. But I did my best and as I felt her climax waning so mine blew and I arched my body under her and I suspect I screamed but it might have been in my mind or it might have been her. 
 
      
 
     I sort of lost consciousness and when I came to I was lying face down with Tamsyn on top of me and her dildo still buried in me. Her breath came in pants by my ear. 
 
      
 
     ‘Not bad, baby, not bad at all.’ 
 
      
 
     She might not have been able to see but I grinned a contented grin. No, I thought, not bad at all! 
 
      
 
       
 
      
 
     ‘I couldn’t get hold of you,' said Frank, my colleague.’ I’d turned my ‘phone off, which was rare. ‘We,’ he continued, ‘have a problem.’ I’d returned to Lauren’s home late that night and found Frank in our ‘office’ poring over his laptop. 
 
      
 
     Our company, run by our boss Carl, provided security for Lauren including bodyguarding or close protection as we call it. We also look after her company from a security point of view. 
 
      
 
     ‘Just what I wanted on a Saturday night.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Otto Ferman was abducted late yesterday.’ Frank never wasted words. Otto Ferman was the Chief Finance Officer of Lauren’s company. 
 
      
 
     ‘What?’ 
 
      
 
     ‘He left the office at about 8.30 and didn’t get home. His driver was left unconscious in the car about a mile from his house in Surrey. We got a ransom call this morning.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘How much?’ 
 
      
 
     ‘It’s not money. It’s about testing drugs on animals. We agree to stop immediately or, to quote the note, it’s “bye, bye Otto.” Nothing else.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Jeez. Does Lauren know?’ 
 
      
 
     ‘We cant get hold of her either.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘So what are we doing?’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Carl’s on it. He’s going to brief us as soon as he can.’ 
 
      
 
     I went to my room and showered and changed and got into my normal work clothes. Clearly I wasn’t going to get any sleep. I donned trousers, black and sensible shoes and a black sweatshirt. 
 
      
 
     I had barely been back in the office for two minutes when the phone rang. Frank answered it, listened, said, ‘Right’ a few times then rang off. 
 
      
 
     ‘We’ve got a fix on Otto’s phone.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Surely, they are not that stupid.’ 
 
      
 
     Frank shrugged. ‘Better check it out anyway.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Police?’ 
 
      
 
     Frank just shook his head. Fuck, I thought. There’s more to this than meets the eye. 
 
      
 
     I could not have been more correct. 
 
      
 
    Lauren got out of bed. Ava was lying on her back, her blonde hair spread across the pillow. Lauren looked at her breasts moving slowly up and down in time with her breathing as she slept and felt that her Sunday morning might be just as rewarding as her Saturday night had been. She tore her eyes away from the sleeping German woman and stepped into the bathroom and sat on the toilet. Her bladder emptied noisily into the bowl. She looked up as Ava came in, naked. Ava hesitated in the doorway and then, without a word, moved to straddle Lauren, sitting down and pushing her legs apart. Her mouth closed on Lauren’s, her hands rested on her shoulders. As they kissed, Lauren felt Ava’s hot stream spurt onto her mound and though she struggled momentarily, Ava held her still and continued to kiss her. Lauren gave in to the sensations and returned the kisses fervently. When Ava had finished she eased back and looked, smiling into Lauren’s eyes. She lifted an eyelid questioningly. 
 
      
 
     Lauren made no reply but licked Ava’s mouth. Together they stood and entered the shower cubicle. Ava turned it on and the icy spray shocked them both before the water warmed and they began to wash each other from hair to toe. Kissing, they ran soapy fingers between each other’s thighs, over their nipples, between the cheeks of their arses. 
 
      
 
     Each dried the other with the Stein’s huge and fluffy towels and, naked returned to the bedroom. 
 
      
 
     A buzz came from Lauren’s bag and she opened it and removed her phone. She stiffened when she saw the first message and sat on the bed. Ava ran her fingers down her spine but Lauren wasn’t aware of it, so shocked was she by the message she read. She scrolled through all the messages she had missed throughout the night. Lauren was not a woman to panic but she came as near to it as she ever had. With a conscious determination she pulled herself together. 
 
      
 
     ‘Order us breakfast. I need to make some calls.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Come back to bed.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘Do as I say.’ 
 
      
 
     The CEO was back in control. 
 
      
 
       
 
      
 
       3 Weeks earlier   
 
      
 
         
 
      
 
     Frances had been arrested with her controller. She’d never known the controller’s name so was unable to help the Police even if she’d had the faintest wish to do so. Her mind was set on escape. She’d been held on remand awaiting trial for attempted murder in a women’s prison in London and kept her mouth shut and her mind working. 
 
      
 
     The prison officer found her one morning, unconscious on the floor of her cell. Blood oozed from her head and her thighs were smeared with it. She was naked, her body cold and breathing shallow. Urgent attempts to revive her seemed unsuccessful and it was not long before she was put in the back of an ambulance, lines in her arms and driven with sirens and warning lights to the nearest A&E. 
 
      
 
     Animal cunning, borne of her near insanity served her well. Late that night she got out of her hospital bed in a side ward and peeped through the door which was slightly ajar to see the prison officer ostensibly there to prevent her escape, sleeping quietly in a chair. She didn’t wake up until much, much later when she found herself naked in Frances’s bed, an agonising headache all she had to explain how her predicament had occurred. Raising the alarm wasn’t difficult but for that particular officer the grief was only just beginning. A dangerous, psychotic killer was on the run and it was down to her lack of diligence. 
 
      
 
     It worked to Frances’s advantage that she had timed, albeit unintentionally, her escape to coincide with the nurses’ shift change. It was also assisted by the fact that although the officer’s uniform didn’t fit her too well this did not seem unusual. Tightening the belt, rolling up the sleeves and hastily but carefully taking all the officer’s paraphernalia of keys and chains and cuffs etc and her disguise was complete. 
 
      
 
     She knew where to go. And this time she was going to make her point. 
 
      
 
       
 
      
 
     ‘Why no police?’ 
 
      
 
     Frank shrugged. ‘By the time they get their act together it’ll probably be too late.’ He was driving quickly, the powerful Mercedes hugging the road as we careered along. I kept thinking that with just the two of us, armed or not, we might be getting into something more than we could handle. 
 
      
 
     ‘Harry’s meeting us there.’ 
 
      
 
     I looked questioningly at Frank who just concentrated on driving. Harry and I had worked together in the past and we were close friends. We had shared some interesting experiences together. I decided not to ask Frank why Harry was involved. I suspected it was in case we needed extra firepower. 
 
      
 
     The meaner streets of the former dockland area of London that has not been converted into luxury flats and offices had an air of danger about it. The streetlights seemed not to illuminate the darker corners. A slight drizzle fell, adding to the sense of gloom, the lights reflecting dully from the wet tarmac. The car closed on another, nondescript black and I watched as Harry emerged from it and climbed into the back of ours. 
 
      
 
     ‘We’re talking,’ he said, ‘about an old warehouse; no signs of life but it’s definitely the right coordinates. Two hundred yards down there.’ he added, pointing down a dark alley. I’ll take the front, you two take the rear down the alley to the left. The door’s broken so you’ll have no problem getting in. 
 
      
 
     I got out of the car once I’d checked my weapon and torch. I didn’t plan to turn the torch on until we needed it. No sense in advertising our arrival. Frank and I made our way to the rear entrance which was exactly as Harry had described it. Frank checked his watch and patted my shoulder before pulling the door open. It made a groan of resistance that seemed uncommonly loud in the late night silence and we hastened in and separated to create two fields of fire. Dimly I could see Harry entering at a crouch at the far end of an otherwise totally empty space. He turned his torch on but, as we’d agreed, Frank and I left ours off. The beam settled on a small, wooden table. There was a phone on it. Harry approached it cautiously, searching for booby traps while Frank and I scoured the premises for watching eyes. 
 
      
 
     The phone emitted a single tone and Harry leapt back as if stung. I held my breath. Harry waved us forward. 
 
      
 
     ‘Someone knows we’re here.’ He lifted the phone and it showed a picture of Otto, disheveled, bound and blindfolded. The caption read, ‘Proof of life. A public notice within two days that all animal experiments have been stopped or I send proof of death.’ 
 
      
 
     We took the phone with us as we left. Half-way along the two hundred yard alley there was the unmistakable crack of a rifle. 
 
      
 
       
 
      
 
     As Ava ordered and accepted the room service breakfast, Lauren made calls to make sure the kidnapping was being dealt with. She would be of no use to those handling it except to make sure they had all they needed. She had the sort of mind that dealt with problems and when there was nothing more she could do, she put them aside in her mind. Anyway, she knew that her people at home would be doing all that could be done and that she had to keep the company moving forward. Monday was important and Carla and Frank and their colleagues would keep her advised. Nothing more could be done at that stage. Well, there was one thing. 
 
      
 
     She turned to Ava who asked, ‘You have to go, yes?’ 
 
      
 
     ‘There’s a problem. But then, I pay people to solve problems so, no, I don’t have to go.’ 
 
      
 
     The smile broadened on Ava’s lips. That smile wasn’t just about the money. Still naked, the two women sat at a small table where Ava had spread the breakfast. The aroma of good coffee filled the room and the inviting food, smoked salmon, scrambled eggs, hot rolls, fruit, was consumed along with champagne. 
 
      
 
     When the meal was finished, Ava stood and, taking the champagne bottle with her, she walked towards the bedroom, pausing in the doorway. ‘Stay there for a moment.’ 
 
      
 
     Lauren remained at the table, watching the doorway and smiled as Ava returned. She had donned a long, black silk robe, a slender, purple dildo projecting from it below her waist. She didn’t stroke it or look at it but simply beckoned Lauren with a crooked finger. The CEO stood and slowly walked to her escort then followed her as she turned and stepped silently to the bed. 
 
      
 
     Standing face to face, they kissed, Lauren running her hands over the German’s silk clad body while Ava guided her dildo between the tall Englishwoman’s thighs, running it between her lips. Her hands did not roam over Lauren but hung at her sides as she enjoyed their kissing and the feel of hands on her. She eased away and guided Lauren to sit on the bed then eased forward again so the silicone extension touched her lips. Lauren had never taken a strapon in her mouth but nonetheless she opened and Ava pushed a little way into her. 
 
      
 
     ‘Oh but you are a good bitch.’ Ava rocked slowly, allowing the head of the dildo to enter the mouth a little before almost leaving it. To her surprise, Lauren found herself enjoying the sensation and leaned forward to take a little more. 
 
      
 
     ‘Enough,’ said Ava quietly and guided Lauren to kneel on the bed, her arse in the air. With her hands on Lauren’s buttocks she guided the dildo once again between her lips, this time entering her in one slow thrust. The well lubricated pussy opened to its intrusion and it slithered deeper and deeper until Ava’s hips were touching Lauren’s backside. She held there, motionless apart from her hands stroking the flesh of her arse. Lauren felt a need to push back but Ava held her still, then slowly withdrew and stopped just before the dildo was out. Pushing forward she drove it slowly in and then out again, never increasing her pace driving Lauren wild with the desire to be fucked harder. Ava did not permit this but continued her relentlessly slow forward and backward motion, her hands stroking over the kneeling woman’s back and sides, her nails stroking against the sensitive skin at the sides of and beneath her breasts. Lauren was groaning with frustration which only stiffened Ava’s resolve to tease her until she knew the client was desperate to be fucked harder and faster. Slowly she bent over, reaching under and rolling nipples between her fingertips, making Lauren gasp with pleasure. To the client it felt as if this continued for an age before Ava decided the moment had come and she began to increase the speed with which her pelvis moved and the power of the thrusts she delivered. 
 
      
 
     Lauren began to utter obscenities. Repeating the word ‘fuck’ with each increasingly powerful thrust. Her nipples were squeezed hard between fingernails and the pain combined with her intense arousal to bring her right to the edge of an orgasm. Ava stopped and withdrew. 
 
      
 
     ‘So much time,’ was all she said. 
 
      
 
       
 
      
 
       1 week earlier   
 
      
 
         
 
      
 
     Animal rights activists vary from the peaceful protesters to the violent extremists. Frances had been the latter for some time before her first arrest following her attempt on Lauren’s life. She returned to a place she knew would harbour her and she received a hero’s welcome. She had lain low for almost a week after her escape in a squat she had used before and where there was a woman who would help her. She had funds, almost £50,000, and alternative identification documents secreted in a safe deposit and while staying at the squat she removed some and bought new clothes and had her hair restyled and coloured. In the salon mirror she saw a new woman. It was then that she had gone to her group and announced her return and her new plan. Lauren, she had explained, was by no means a soft target but other members, senior members of the company were far more vulnerable. One such was Otto Ferman. 
 
      
 
     Otto Ferman had a weakness. He liked women. In fact, he liked them a lot and he enjoyed the dangerous side of the sex industry. He prowled the dark streets of London where women of all sorts haunted the alleyways and because of this he did not want or get protection. Over the next few days members of the group followed him. 
 
      
 
     His patterns established the plan was finalized. Frances enjoyed the business of turning herself into a street whore. It wasn’t the first time she had done so but on previous occasions it was to satisfy her own carnal, feral needs. She chose the Goth look that they knew Ferman liked. Heavy black boots, fishnet holdups, a micro-short and ragged black skirt, a tight leather t-shirt, her hair shaped and gelled. She wore black lace, fingerless gloves and a few chains, nose and tongue studs. She lifted her skirt to see her naked cunt with a temporary tattoo that read ‘whore’ above it. 
 
      
 
     Looking in the mirror she said aloud, ‘Christ, I’d buy you myself.’ 
 
      
 
     It was about the time that Lauren had sat down in the bar at the Stein Hotel that Ferman’s black Jaguar slowly cruised the infamous street. His eyes were everywhere and finally hit upon the Goth leaning in a railway arch, half-hidden in the shadows and smoking a long cigarette. She had seen the brief glimmer of a match, the agreed signal but showed no reaction as the Jaguar almost silently eased to a halt at the kerb, its window sliding down. 
 
      
 
     The Goth eyes turned languidly to meet his and wordlessly she lifted her skirt and moved so the streetlight revealed both her nakedness and the word tattooed. Ferman got out of the car. 
 
      
 
     ‘I want to do it here.’ Frances knew this was one of his pleasures. 
 
      
 
     ‘£80.’ 
 
      
 
     £100 if you let me do your arse.’ 
 
      
 
     Frances extended her hand for the money, took it, stuffed it in her t-shirt and turned to face the wall. She had told them to wait until he was fucking her. He entered her roughly and she made a soft squeal which was neither pleasure nor pain but the signal. Within seconds Ferman lay unconscious under a blanket on the back seat of his Jaguar and he and Frances were driven to the safe house. There, Ferman was secured in the cell prepared for him and Frances, wet with excitement, took one of the group, a short butch woman, to bed to finish what Ferman had started. 
 
      
 
       
 
      
 
     Reacting to the gunshot, Frank, Harry and I had dived into cover, none of us injured. 
 
      
 
     Harry whispered, ‘They’re just letting us know we’ve got the message. On my mark run like fuck.’ He waited a few beats then slapped his hand and we ran, low and fast until we reached the cars. There were no more shots. We drove hard and fast to Lauren’s home, through the security gates and into the secure compound. 
 
      
 
     Harry made coffee laced with brandy while Frank and I discussed things with our boss, Carl. It was agreed nothing more could be achieved until morning so we went to separate rooms and slept away what remained of the night. 
 
      
 
       
 
      
 
     Lauren emitted a frustrated groan and rolled onto her back. The German woman smiled down at her. ‘You want more, perhaps?’ 
 
      
 
     ‘You know I do, damn you.’ 
 
      
 
     Ava’s grin grew and she slowly, teasingly, removed the robe. The dildo, strapless and protruding almost naturally from the tight grip of her cunt, walked to her bag and took out a long narrow silk scarf which she dangled across her cock. Returning equally slowly she lifted Lauren’s head gently by her hair and tied the scarf around her eyes. Lauren groaned as he was allowed to fall back, unseeing, on the bed’s soft and rumpled covers. She felt the bed dip as the other woman knelt on it, pushing her legs wide and lifting her knees. 
 
      
 
     ‘This time, Ava is going to let you cum if,’ she paused, ‘if you are a very good girl.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘For fuck’s sake, get on with it.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘That is not being good, is it?’ Ava slapped Lauren’s right thigh gently, then positioned herself, lifting Lauren’s knees and then pushed into her, delighting in her client’s reaction as she tried to lift herself on her elbows, her blindfold head back, her mouth open. 
 
      
 
     If Lauren was happy at that point she had far more pleasure to come as the German drove into her with increasing pace and force. She rode her, leaning down to bite her lip and then her nipples, giving each little nips with her teeth. Lauren’s arms went around her head, holding her to her to her breasts and writhed beneath her, bucking and lifting her hips to meet the thrusts. Ave could feel the strapless dildo working its magic on her and her own orgasm was approaching. 
 
      
 
     Lauren began to repeat the word ‘fuck’ just as she had before but this time there was no let up, no reduction in the intensity of the relentless pounding and it was Lauren’s obvious, wet and noisy climax that sparked Ava’s. Almost simultaneously they began to cry out in their shared ecstasy. Lauren’s body arched beneath the German, her head back, her mouth wide open. They lay, joined at the crotch, panting and sweating, both making small twitches as little aftershocks passed through them. 
 
      
 
     ‘Oh but you’re good,’ said Lauren pushing the scarf up from her eyes. 
 
      
 
     ‘You are good too, Lauren. I hope you visit Frankfurt many, many times.’ 
 
      
 
     * 
 
      
 
     Monday Morning 
 
      
 
     ‘Look, Carl, we have to tell the Police. There’s no way we can deal with this.’ 
 
      
 
     I was worried for Ferman but also for other members of the company’s board. Of course we could offer them protection but everyone is vulnerable at some point. They’d already got Ferman, who else might be at risk? 
 
      
 
     ‘I’ve already told them.’ That stopped me in my tracks. “They’re doing what they can but they’re stretched and not much to go on. I have some assets in the protesters groups and we think we might have a lead.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘So give it to the Police.’ 
 
      
 
     ‘I have, Carla. Shut up and listen.’ This was rare for Carl and I realised maybe I had been out of order. Frank, as usual, remained silent. ‘These people are bloody dangerous. The police have agreed to share intelligence but we have a duty to try to find Otto and protect the others. You remember Angie?’ How could I forget Angie? “She led to the capture of the Controller and Frances but Frances later escaped. Angie can’t be involved again. My asset wants a woman to go in with her and Jen has volunteered.’ 
 
      
 
     Oh God, I thought, no, not my Jen. 
 
      
 
     ‘Lauren is staying away. We’ve persuaded her to work from the Frankfurt office so we can apply all the effort we need to taking care of Jen.’ 
 
      
 
     It was at that moment that Jen entered the room. I turned to look up at her. 
 
      
 
     ‘I’m not letting you do it, Jen and there is no argument. We can find someone from the French office, someone who has been trained for this sort of thing. Not you, definitely not you.’ 
 
      
 
     My tone must have indicated that I’d brook no argument and Carl capitulated quicker than I had expected. Jen sat beside me and held my hand as Carl made a quick phone call. It lasted no more than three minutes. 
 
      
 
     ‘Okay, Carla, you win. Sophie from the Paris office can come over first thing in the morning to be briefed and I’ll introduce her to my asset.’ I looked at Harry who smiled an understanding smile. 
 
      
 
     They left Jen and me alone.  
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