TEASE
Copyright © 2010 by Keith Gaston
All Rights Reserved
Names, characters and incidents depicted in this book are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, organizations, or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental and beyond the intent of the author or the publisher. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without permission in writing from the author.
To my family and to God, who has given me so much and asked for so very little.
Heaven has no rage like love to hatred turned, nor hell a fury like a woman scorned.
William Congreve
For 400 years men accepted Congreve’s words as fact. Time and time again woman showed men of every race that her hatred was blind fury. She could be a serious bitch when it came to betrayal or jilted love. But, I can tell you first hand that woman scorned crap doesn’t mean shit when it comes to a woman being paid to exact her hatred toward a man. Unfortunately, I happened to be that particular man.
With her left hand, Tease tugged on my limp dick, stretching it out to its full length. On any other occasion, in the embrace of any other beautiful woman, my manhood wouldn’t be lifeless for very long. But gripped in Tease’s other hand was a knife with a four inch blade, which, for the record, was a real mood killer for my libido. A short time ago she had demonstrated to me how sharp the weapon was by slicing completely through a can of Spam without slowing. At the time, I had wondered why she’d bothered. That was until she’d yanked my pants and underwear down to my ankles.
The straps secured to the leather reclining chair I was bound in prevented me from struggling. All I could move freely were my eyes, fingers and toes--a whole lot of good that was doing me. I don’t know what was worse, the sense of helplessness or the fact that despite the danger I was in, I still wanted to get into Tease’s pants.
As if sensing my predicament, Tease put on a schoolgirl grin that told me she might want a little more from me than just information--well, that and the fact her left hand eased its grip and began gently stroking the length of my dick.
“You’re kidding me, right?” I asked, thinking of baseball, Ernest Borgnine in a Speedo, and anything else that would keep me from getting aroused.
She said nothing. Instead, Tease used the knife to cut open my tee-shirt. She nicked me slightly in several spots. Her idea of foreplay, I supposed. When she was done, Tease sunk the blade deep into the leather chair, showing only the black hilt of the knife, right next to the side of my face. With her freed right hand, she unfastened one of the three buttons from her skin-tight white blouse. With the sweet release of the top button, her large, perfect breasts flowed out. Tease grinned even more seeing that her exposed breasts had the affect on me that she’d intended.
The Speedo-clad image of Borgnine faded along with any thoughts of sports. Blood drained from my brain and filled my manhood.
She stroked harder as she unfastened the second button from her blouse. “Oh, I’m serious. First, I’m going to suck you, then I’m going to fuck you, and finally I’m going to cut you,” she said with a tone filled with both lust and a threat. Tease kept her red-brown eyes on mine as her mouth hovered over my dick. Her tongue flicked out quickly like a snake’s, brushing fleetingly against the head of my dick. Her warm breath navigated across its length. Her eyes still hadn’t left mine.
She wanted me to beg, but I wouldn’t give her the satisfaction. I pulled my gaze away and looked up at the warehouse’s ceiling. Tease laughed and then I felt her take me inside her mouth. My body jerked involuntarily as my muscles tensed from the incredible pleasure. My gaze lowered from the ceiling. All I could see was the mop of curly black hair from her head, bobbing up and down. Tease’s fingers gripped both my thighs, gaining purchase as she sped up her efforts.
Damn she knew what she was doing. I moaned involuntarily. Just when I was on the edge of exploding, she stopped and looked at me.
She lifted a hand from my thigh and raised an index finger, shaking it from side to side. “Uh, um, Big Daddy, we ain’t even close to being done here.”
She straightened, kicked off her sneakers and worked on her leather jeans, wiggling out of the pants and panties at the same time. Tease’s dark skin was like rich chocolate. With every movement, her thin waist and wide hips rippled with muscles. She slipped her feet from the leg of the pants/panties and then climbed on top of the chair I was bound on. Except for the long locks on her head, there wasn’t a single hair I could see anywhere else on her body.
“Wow,” I said before I could stop myself. I needed to remind myself that Tease planned on killing me after she had her fun.
Her eyes were dark and smoldering with hunger as she said, “Wow is right, baby. I’m going to take you to heaven, before I send you to hell.” Tease lowered herself on top of me slowly. She was wet and warm and tight. When all of me was inside her, she let out a satisfying moan. Her fingernails dug deep into my chest. Tease’s hips began swaying in a small circle, slow and calculating. The nipples of her breasts were long and hard, begging for my lips. Again, I had to remind myself that she intended to cut me up into itty bitty pieces.
As the movement of her hips increased, Tease found a rhythm and stayed with it. Her eyes closed, her mouth opened and perspiration formed on her forehead. The leather chair rocked with the tempo. If I was going to die by her hands, I wasn’t going to give Tease an orgasm as an award. I was about to close my eyelids and force the image of Borgnine back into my head when movement in the corner of my eye caught my attention. The hilt of the knife had shifted nearly a half inch down the chair.
There was hope after all, but it would be short-lived if Tease opened her eyes and noticed the knife shifting positions. I let the thought of Borgnine in a Speedo go and came up with a plan. “Tease,” I said with urgency but keeping a hint of bliss in my voice. Her eyelids opened and she briefly stared down at me with a provocative gaze. Caught up in the thralls of pleasure, that was the only acknowledgement she would give to me. I shot her a knowing wink. “Baby, can you turn your back to me?”
She didn’t slow her rhythm. “Why… should I?”
“I love looking at a beautiful woman’s ass as she’s working me. Call it a last request.” It was a true enough statement. She looked at me long and hard trying to see if I spoke the truth or was trying to trick her. “What are you worried about, Tease? It’s not like I can do anything.” I wiggled my fingers for effect.
“So true,” she said.
Without warning, she raised her left hand and slapped me hard across the cheek. It startled me and burned like hell too. I almost lost my erection then and there and had to concentrate to stay stiff. Smiling, though my teeth were gritted with anger as much as pain, I gave her another wink. “See, baby, I can’t do a damn thing.”
Her face scrunched as she considered my demand. “Okay, Big Daddy, I’ll give you this last request.” She slid off my manhood and spun around. Gazing playfully over a shoulder, she said, “You better enjoy this while you can. I’m on a tight schedule, so I’m going to have to cut this off short, baby.” She giggled, guiltily placing a hand over her mouth. “Oops, sorry, no pun intended.”
“Yeah, that’s funny.” I tried to hold back my anger. I needed to stay nice and hard to keep her happy. “Show me what you can do, baby.”
She obliged. Once she had me back inside her, Tease started grinding like her life depended on it and not mine. Her flesh slapped against mine. Her cries of pleasure reverberated inside the large warehouse.
“Work it, baby,” I said, as my gaze went from the knife to Tease’s back.
My fingers gripped at empty air wanting to take hold of her sweaty flesh. I heard my moans echoing with hers. I worked my pelvis as best I could to match her rhythm. I needed as much motion as possible to occur on the chair. It was a strain on my body, but worth the effort. Once we were in synch, a bomb could have exploded next to us and she wouldn’t have noticed.
Shifting my gaze, I realized the knife was gone from the side of my face. Seconds later, the hilt had glided against my arm just above the elbow. It was working. I didn’t know how much time I had left before Tease decided she was done playing. I needed her to fuck me harder. So I asked, “Is that all you got, Tease? You promised me heaven, but I feel like you’re keeping me in Purgatory.”
She said nothing. Her fingernails bit deep into my thighs. Tease hammered me. If she kept that up too much longer, she wouldn’t have to stab me, she would have crushed my kidneys. On top of that, I was reaching my endurance. It was only a matter of time before I shot my load. I concentrated on the knife, trying not to think at all about the woman sitting on top of me. I felt the hilt slide down the contour of my arm, passing my elbow.
I bumped the knife as hard as I could and knocked the weapon off its axis. The hilt dropped away from me and the blade came up through the leather as easily as cutting through butter. It nicked me, tearing a small slash in my skin. I grunted in pain, hoping Tease took my cry for pleasure. I worked the knife around with my arm. The hilt was pointed toward my toes. Forcing as much space as I could between my arm and my body, I let the knife slide freely down the rest of the chair.
Tease yelled, “That’s it, Big Daddy! That’s my spot, Big Daddy! Yes! Yes!” She was reaching her orgasm.
I was almost out of time. Extending my fingers toward my leg, I used them as a net to capture the knife. The bottom of Tease’s buttocks kept slapping against my thumb and index finger. I nearly lost the knife. I worked the hilt up my digits, one finger at a time and then I gripped it for dear life.
“Yes! Yes!” Tease’s body shuttered as a powerful orgasm rocked through her.
“Hold on, baby, I’m almost there too,” I yelled, hoping she would want me to bust my nut inside her. “I’m almost in heaven!”
I sawed at the strap around my wrist.
“Shit, shit, shit, that was good,” Tease said. She sat motionless with my manhood still inserted deep inside her.
I was out of time.
She panted heavily and sweat ran from her muscled back all the way down to the crack of her ass. “I guess its back to business.” There was a note of disappointment in her voice. She glanced over her shoulder. “Was it good for you, Big Da—?” I punched her hard in the kidney, leaving her breathless and confused. She crumbled toward my chest, which was where I had hoped she would fall. I punched her in the temple. If we were in a movie, that would have been enough to knock her out cold, but in real life, it took a hell of a lot more. I grabbed a handful of her hair, and pulled with all my might. I yanked Tease off the top of me, off the chair and face first into the concrete floor. There was a whimper, subtle movements and then nothing.
I cut the straps that held my upper torso in place, my other hand, head, and neck and then finally my feet. I was free. Jumping off the leather chair, I pulled up my underwear and pants, keeping my eyes on Tease’s body the entire time. She lay on her stomach with her long hair hiding her beautiful face. I checked her discarded clothing and found her pistol, a Sig Sauer.
Standing over Tease, I debated whether or not to kill her. I eventually decided not to end her life because for a brief moment, I’d heard disappointment in her voice. With my foot, I rolled her over to her back.
Her eyes fluttered opened. She coughed several times and then asked weakly, “Who… are you?”
It had been her only question for me for the past several hours since I was captured. A question I hadn’t been obliged to answer. But since she had rocked my world, the least I could do was be generous.
“The name’s Shaw.”
Shirtless and barefooted, I ran out of the bright warehouse and into the night. Shutting the door behind me, I waited for my sight to adjust to the darkness. I was still unclear on how exactly Tease had found me and what I had done to get her attention in the first place. I thought about going back inside for answers, inflicting her with the same punishment she’d imposed on me before she’d decided to fuck me. But that would be stupid. Tease said she had another engagement. I didn’t know whether that meant others were coming to the warehouse or she had planned on leaving to meet them somewhere else. In either case the best course of action would be for me to get the hell out of Dodge.
There were several problems I had to overcome, though. In my possession was the Sig Sauer I’d found in Tease’s clothes and I didn’t exactly have a shirt to hide it under. Secondly, I didn’t have a clue where I was. She’d brought me to the warehouse while I was sedated. My mind was in such a fog, she could have loaded me inside a jet, flown me to Japan rolled up in a Persian rug, and I wouldn’t have been the wiser. Tease had done such a serious number on me that I replayed the entire sequence in my head just to figure out where things had went wrong.
Twenty-four hours earlier
The dance music was so loud inside Club Blitz that my glass kept tempo with the beat as it pulsated on top of the bar table. I had been nursing my drink for nearly half an hour trying my best to appear as if I were in the club looking for a good time rather than following Shunte’ Whitmore, current lady-friend to one criminal mastermind, D-Shroud. D-Shroud was into drug trafficking, prostitution, slavery, gambling and what attracted my attention, the selling of weapons of mass destruction.
D-Shroud had gotten hold of three brief-case nukes and was looking for buyers, and he wasn’t particular who he sold them to. Some of those potential buyers were members of Al-Aqsa Martyrs’ Brigades, an exile president of a small country, and a radical Michigan militias group with grand plans of threatening a major city in the US to evoke far-reaching changes in American policies. For months several big initials, DEA, ATF, FBI, CIA and NSA had been trying to track D-Shroud’s whereabouts without success.
That’s when I was hired. When something or someone needed finding, I’m the go-to guy. I have a one-hundred percent success rate and because of that fact, I come highly recommended, and I don’t come cheap. Where all those initials made their mistake was that they were heavy handedly trying to force D-Shroud out by suspending those bank accounts of his the government knew about, or by attacking his legitimate businesses and employees. Using vinegar has its advantages sometimes, but not on a man like D-Shroud. To get at him, you have to find his one soft spot, and I was looking at her, beautiful Shunte’ Whitmore.
I’d kept my eyes on her from a discreet distance for the past couple of days trying to work up a pattern of her likes and dislikes. Whitmore worked out two hours each day between 4 and 6 in the morning. Her breakfast consisted of Steel-cut oatmeal with ground flaxseed, sliced almonds and blueberries; scrambled tofu instead of eggs, a grapefruit with whole wheat toast and freshly squeezed OJ.
She was a healthy eater who definitely liked to take care of her temple inside and out. Her efforts damn sure paid off. Whitmore’s physique was much like Serena Williams’, muscled, curvy, had ample breasts and a big ass. Her smooth dark caramel skin didn’t have a single scar, tattoo or birthmark. If she had any, they were hidden underneath the charcoal colored, tightly fitted sleeveless tank-top shirt that ended just above her belly-button. She was an outie. And her red mini-skirt wasn’t long enough to hide her ass cheeks. Every time she bent over I wondered why she even bothered with a G-string because it was almost as if it wasn’t there at all. Whitmore’s generous ass seemed to draw the thin material in.
That was about the sum of her personality, hard body, shitty meals and wearing attention grabbing clothing. She didn’t seem to have any real substance; she didn’t read anything but glamour and exercise magazines; she was rude, obnoxious and a flirt. She was like water to a man dying of thirst, except that she was bitter and poisoned, completely undrinkable. Obviously D-Shroud wasn’t interested in her brains. All Whitmore meant to him was a good fuck. While, for the time being, she could live the carefree lifestyle as long as she could maintain her looks.
Though half the men in the club had asked Whitmore to dance, which she’d happily obliged, rewarding her suitors with butt grinds, none of them attempted to take things to the next level with her. It was as if they knew that dancing with her was okay but going beyond that was a definite no-no. That meant everyone knew who she belonged to. If that was true, it meant D-Shroud either frequented Club Blitz or more than likely owned the place.
The bartender filled the glass of the customer who sat next to me. I decided to do a little digging. “Hey, who’s that woman over there?” I pointed to Whitmore; her ass was grinding hard against the man she was dancing with.
The bartender didn’t even bother to look her way. “She’s bad news, that’s who she is. You’re new here, man. So I’m going to tell you now. Don’t take it any further than it is right now.”
“How bad could it be?” I countered. “She’s practically been dry fucking every guy in the place.”
That got his full attention. He leaned in close. “You ain’t listening, man. She’s off limits to you and anyone else except the owner of this here establishment.”
Damn I was good. “And who’s that?” I asked casually. “Cuz he must have a lot of clout to have every man in the place frightened from getting a piece of that nice ass.”
The bartender smiled with mirth. “If you want to know that, man, just go up to the lady and ask her out.” He pulled away, finished with our conversation.
“I think I will,” I said under the sound of the loud music. If asking her out was a way to draw D-Shroud out then that was exactly what I was going to do.
Finishing my drink, I jumped off my stool and headed for the dance floor. Whitmore hadn’t been off her feet more than five minutes since entering the club and not a single drop of perspiration showed any place on her fine body. The man she was grinding against looked to be having an orgasm. His head pointed toward the ceiling, mouth agape, eyes closed and his sweaty hands griped her waist not wanting to ever let go.
Whitmore wore a deliberate smile, knowing the affect she had on him. She glanced my way, spotting me and grinned even more. Her tongue came out to lick her bottom lip. When she realized I was headed for her, she straightened and pushed her dance partner like he didn’t matter anymore. The interruption upset the man, but he wasn’t stupid enough to take out his anger toward her. He noticed her attention on me and found his outlet to direct his fury--too bad for him.
The angry brother was dark as midnight and built like a moose. He pushed several patrons out of the way as he made a beeline toward me. Pools of sweat rained heavily down his face. Large wet pockets under his armpits seemed to be expanding en route for his chest and down his sides. His perspiration had his shirt clinging to his skin, showing the definition of his muscled body underneath. As big as he was, a couple of his even bigger friends trailed close behind him. Hadn’t thought moose traveled in packs, but I’d guessed wrong.
The big guy and his two friends circled me. I stood six feet tall, and the smallest of them, which was Moose, had at least four inches on me. “Where do ya think you’re goin’, little man?” Moose asked.
“To ask a lady for a dance,” I said calmly, ignoring the obvious threat. Another observation I found out about Whitmore during my stakeout of her, she liked the bad boys.
He poked me in the chest with a meaty finger. It felt like he’d jabbed with the tip of a lead pipe and it took a great effort on my part not to take a step back. “Didn’t you see me with her, homie? Turn around now and we might not mess up that pretty face of yours.”
“We?” I asked as if his big friends weren’t around. “Aren’t you man enough to mess my pretty face up by yourself?”
The finger at my chest turned into a fist and it had a handful of my shirt. That was enough to be considered an attack and whatever I did at that point would be considered self-defense in the eyes of the law. Still, I was putting on a show for Whitmore, so I held back until one of the three did something more threatening than grab my expensive shirt.
“Yeah, I could do it myself, but why shouldn’t I let them have some fun too?” Moose replied before shoving me back and right into the arms of one of his friend’s.
That guy smelled of too much cologne, something from the Calvin Klein stockpile. Calvin Klein tucked his arms underneath my armpits and placed his palms across my shoulders to pin me. My feet left the ground as he lifted me into the air, bringing me eye level with Moose. From the corner of my eyes, I saw the third man who wore dark sunglasses in a dimly lit night club. He had a bottle in his hand, gripped by its neck.
Time to act.
I lifted my legs into the air and grabbed Moose around his neck. Twisting as hard as I could, I sent Moose flying into Sunglasses, sending them both crashing to the floor. At the same time, my momentum threw Calvin Klein off-balance; he pivoted sideways toward his fallen friends, but kept his hold of me. As soon as he stopped moving, I stuck my legs between his and used my feet as anchors behind his kneecaps. I thrust hard with my legs, knocking Calvin Klein off of his feet.
He landed on his back with me on his chest. He sounded like a tire deflating as all his wind was blown out of him. He let me go and I rolled off of him, getting to my feet. Sunglasses, who was on his feet as well, took a swing at me with his bottle, aiming straight for my head. I parried left, blocking his strike, extended my fingers and jabbed him hard in the throat at his very large Adam’s apple. He gasped, choked and dropped to his knees grasping his esophagus. I rammed a knee into his jaw and lay him flat, unconscious on the floor.
Moose was on his feet, but frozen like he was caught in headlights. I had taken out two of his friends in less than a minute leaving him alone to face me. From his expression that was a prospect he didn’t even want to consider. Rather than continue to fight, he wagged a finger at me. “You’re lucky we’re in a public place or your ass would be dead,” he yelled, trying to save face in front of the watchful crowd.
“We can always take this outside,” I retorted.
Moose’s shoulders deflated in defeat. He knelt at Sunglasses’ side and pretended to help him. I glanced at Calvin Klein who’d propped himself up to a sitting position. There wasn’t any fight left in him either. I might have knocked more than air out of his lungs, from the way he was holding his skull; he might have hit his head against the floor. Turning my attention back to Whitmore, I saw that my little show of force had the intended affect on her. She sauntered in my direction.
It took me twenty minutes of sweet talk to convince her to leave the club with me. That’s where I made my first big mistake. In all the time I’d watched her, I’d never caught wind of any bodyguards. I assumed D-Shroud’s reputation alone was enough to keep her protected. In my line of business, one should never assume anything.
I brought her to my motel room. I wasn’t worried that later she would reveal where I was staying because I changed motels every night. Once we were inside, Whitmore didn’t waste time with small talk; her high-heel shoes, short tank-top and mini-skirt were on the floor before I had time to put the room key down.
“Damn,” I said, “you are fine.” My plan was to loosen her lips about D-Shroud during foreplay, but she wasn’t interested in foreplay.
Dressed in only her G-string, she leapt on me, wrapping her arms around my neck and her legs coiled around my waist. Placing my hands under her large butt, I held her up for leverage as I carried her over to the queen-sized bed. My dick had already ballooned up to fullness as she swayed her hips, purposely pressing her warm pussy against my bulge. I pulled her off me and playfully tossed her onto the bed.
“The bartender told me you had a man,” I said trying to regain some control over the situation. I wasn’t being paid to fuck her, after all. “You sure you’re okay with all this?”
She wiggled the toes of one foot against my bulge. “Don’t mess things up talkin’ bout him. D-Shroud probably out fuckin’ someone his own damn self. This here, is ‘bout you and me, baby.”
That was the first time I’d gotten her to say his name that night. I crawled on the bed and pulled the G-string off. I lowered my face between her legs and teased her by licking her inner thighs, circumventing her pussy. Still, it was enough to excite her. I grabbed her legs for purchase and then I stopped teasing her. She released a loud moan just as a knock came to my door.
I pulled away and looked toward the disturbance. “Who the fuck?”
“Oh shit! Not now. Not now,” she fussed, sounding as if she had known who the knocker was.
I looked at Whitmore wondering if it was D-Shroud at my door. But it couldn’t have been. I was sure no one had followed us. “You wait here, baby. Stay wet and keep those legs open. I’ll be right back.”
I got off the bed and reached in the drawer with the Gideon bible. Next to the good book was my Glock. I’d hidden it from her view because I wasn’t sure I’d actually need it. Like I said, no one had followed us. That was my second mistake. I hadn’t checked Whitmore’s clothing for tracking devices.
Through the peephole I saw a beautiful black woman with long curly hair and red-brown eyes. “What can I do for you?” I yelled through the closed door.
“Ask Ms. Whitmore,” the woman on the other side answered.
I turned to the naked woman on my bed. “You know a curly haired woman?”
Whitmore let out an exhausted breath. “That’s Tease. You can let her in. She works for my man,” she answered.
I frowned. Had one of D-Shroud’s men sent Tease to drive Whitmore home? It looked as if I wouldn’t be getting any answers from her, nor working off my hard-on. I hated taking cold showers. Slipping the Glock underneath my shirt, I begrudgingly opened the door. Tease sauntered inside as if she owned the place.
She eyed me up and down and then smiled. “I do love a bald man,” Tease said, before turning toward the other woman. “I see you got yourself a pretty one this time, Ms. Whitmore.”
Whitmore didn’t bother to hide her nakedness; she simply turned around on the bed so that she faced us and then rolled over onto her stomach. “He’s yummy,” she said playfully, paddling her legs in the air with the giddiness that a happy puppy wags its tail. “Would you like to share?”
That caught me by surprise.
Tease gave me the once-over again. “Mmm, he does look yummy.” With lightning speed, one hand grabbed my crotch and squeezed gently inspecting my package. “You’re a big one too. Think you can handle the both of us, Big Daddy?”
I grinned. “I think I’m up to the challenge.”
Tease’s hand slid higher, finding the Glock under my shirt. “I see you’re packing two guns tonight.”
“This is a dangerous city. A man needs protection.” It was my turn to look her over. “Speaking of which, you mine if I search you?”
“You a cop or something?” Tease asked.
“No, baby, just cautious.”
Rather than let me search her, she slowly started taking off her clothes, one piece at a time. Her white blouse fell to the carpet, revealing very large breasts. Tease’s muscles weren’t as defined as Whitmore’s. She had the physique of a swimmer, where Whitmore’s was more like someone who lifted weights.
Damn, I thought, losing myself in the beauty of the two women in my room. And that’s where I made my third and final mistake.
Tease’s leg was a blur as her foot struck me hard in the face. I staggered back several steps as my vision changed into a burst of white flashes. Reaching for my Glock, I heard Whitmore screaming something I couldn’t make out. But before I had the pistol out of my pants, I felt a small prick in my neck. Fire filled my veins and I felt myself crumbling to my knees, though crumbling might have been too strong of a word, it felt more like floating. I realized then that I had been drugged.
The white flashes disappeared long enough for me to see a fuzzy image of my attacker, before I went crashing the rest of the way to the floor. “Tease,” I said with as much venom as I had left in me, “Tease...”
I had stolen a car that, fortunately enough, had laundered shirts laid neatly in the backseat. My feet remained bare though, but beggar or better yet, car thieves couldn’t be choosy. I drove back to my motel, not intending to go inside, but to look for anyone who might be watching the building. If I was lucky, I’d be able to follow that person back to where D-Shroud was laying low. Instead I found a crowd being cordoned off by police yellow tape, squad cars and an ambulance.
A packed body-bag rested on a gurney being guided out of the motel by two EMT workers. Getting out of the stolen car, I stowed the Sag Sauer in my pants, hidden under my recently pressed shirt, smelling of fresh starch. I hoped no one noticed that I wasn’t wearing shoes, though if they did, it would probably be assumed I ran out from somewhere in a hurry, not bothering to put any on.
I avoided the news crew conducting an interview with the onlookers, but kept close enough to hear the stories being told to the interviewer. Apparently, a black woman was found shot in the head in a motel room. The man who rented the room was missing and was believed by police to be the shooter. How much do you want to bet that the dead woman was Shunte’ Whitmore? And an even bigger bet, the gun she’d been shot with was my Glock?
Obviously Whitmore became a liability to D-Shroud after going back to the room with me. I let that thought fester for a while in my head. Had her death been my fault? All she was looking for was a good time, and instead I’d brought her death. I’d left her murderer alive and unconscious at the warehouse. If I had killed Tease, that might have softened the news of Whitmore’s death. But I was left, instead, with remorse and an ache for revenge that went straight to the bone.
The only thing that gave me solace was the fact that Tease would have to report back to D-Shroud that I’d escaped. The drawback, of course, was that D-Shroud would come looking for me and so would the local cops because they believed I’d murdered a woman. I went back to the car, tossed the Sig Sauer into the passenger’s seat and drove away.
A half hour later, I was parked in front of one of three safe houses I had established in the city. This one was located smack dead in the middle of the hood. The houses on the street were old and lived-in. Some had cars parked on the lawns, while other had fences around their homes, like a state penitentiary, lacking only barbwire. The home next to my safe house was owned by a drug runner named, Deuce. I paid him to make sure he and his crew kept watch over my place as well as to be the occasional eyes and ears of the street for me.
Deuce stepped out his front door as soon as I got out of the car. He walked to the edge of his porch, holding a 40 ounce beer by its neck. “Yo, wha it be, Shaw?” he yelled.
“Ain’t nothin’ but a thang,” I answered back, visibly stuffing the pistol in my pants. I didn’t need to hide the weapon from Deuce or anyone else in this neighborhood. “You’ve been keeping the riffraff away, Deuce?”
“I got yo back, Shaw. Ain’t nobody stupid enough to come round here.” As I walked toward my porch, Deuce looked at me questioningly. “Yo, wha happen to yo shoes, brudder?”
I looked down at my bare feet and wiggled my toes. “I left them with the woman I was with. I didn’t have time to grab them.”
Deuce laughed as if understanding. “That can happen, brudder. Been there, done that.” He took a long pull of his beer, tapped his chest twice with his fist and showed his knuckles to me.
I ran up the porch to the door. Twisting the knob left three times, and twice right, released the lock. If anyone didn’t turn the knob in the right combination the handler would receive fifty-thousand volts of electricity for his trouble. If the door handled was to be forced opened, explosive charges would blow up the intruder and whoever else was with him on the porch. Every possible entryway into the home was booby trapped. I wasn’t simply paying to Deuce to guard the residence; I was saving the lives of those trying to steal from it.
I entered the home and immediately keyed in the code to disarm security. The original purposes of the place, once I had secured D-Shroud, were to interrogate him and then dispose of his body. Things had certainly changed. The house would have to act as my safe haven until I got the police situation straightened. Normally I wouldn’t care about the cops, but if one of them was lucky enough to arrest me, I couldn’t take the chance that some of them were under D-Shroud’s employ. Locked up in a prison cell would make me an easy target for one of his assassins.
The safe house had a fully stocked kitchen, clean clothes and a small arsenal. In the living room, I took Tease’s Sig Sauer out and carefully examined the pistol. The serial numbers had been filed off and there were no distinguishing markings that would help me to track her down. Taking out the magazine I stared at the bullets and wondered if she might have left any prints on one or more of the shell casings. Tease seriously fucked up when she’d decided to use me to satisfy her sexual appetite, but I didn’t picture her to be the type who would be dumb enough to leave her prints.
I went upstairs to take a shower to nurse my many wounds and to remove Tease’s sexual scent. As the stream of hot water surged across my naked body I touched the spots where my would-be killer had cut me. They stung like hell, and some needed stitching. What kind of game was that bitch playing? Why had she gone through the trouble of interrogating me just for my name? It would have been cleaner if she had killed me in the motel room instead of murdering her boss’s woman. Why frame me for Shunte’ Whitmore’s death at all if Tease had planned on killing me anyway?
None of it made any sense… Unless, D-Shroud had known I was coming after him. Had he been leading me into a trap using his woman as a trail of bread crumbs? He had to know if the government alphabets couldn’t get to him the legal way that a third-party entity like myself, would be used to work outside the restrictions of government agencies. What he couldn’t have known was who I was and who’d hired me. All he had to do was take Shunte’ Whitmore off her leash and wait for a dog to prowl. I’d underestimated D-Shroud. That wouldn’t happen again.
The next morning I woke refreshed and with a new strategy to find D-Shroud. I called a contact in Homeland Security and asked him to look into the police investigation of Shunte’ Whitmore’s murder. I wasn’t too worried that the police could use anything from the motel to identify me. I’d used one of my many aliases and my fingerprints weren’t in any databases. I purposely choose to stay at a motel that didn’t have security cameras or required I showed any identification or credit cards. What had me worried was that I didn’t know what Tease might have left after she’d killed Whitmore.
I drove my stolen car into a nearby neighborhood and left it so it could be stolen again by folks who would either strip it for parts or go joy riding. I wiped it clean of my prints and blood. I walked several blocks until I was in a better area and hailed a cab. I switched taxis four times, zigzagging across the city before finally reaching my true destination, a small coffee shop called, Morning Grind. Directly across the street from the shop was the six story building housing the Office of Homeland Security. Sporting a Detroit Tiger’s baseball cap worn down to my ears and dark sunglasses, I wasn’t concerned I would be recognized by cops when a police cruiser passed by my cab just as I stepped out. I actually gave them a polite nod in greeting which the driver immediately returned before continuing on down the street. Walking inside Morning Grind, I spotted my contact in his usual booth nursing his coffee and pretending to read a newspaper.
I sat down in the empty space across from him. Before I could say anything, he held up a single finger telling me to wait. He sipped his coffee with loud, annoying slurps. Once he was done, he waved for a server to refill his cup.
“How many have you had so far, Hicks?” I asked, knowing Agent Tevin Hicks had a serious addiction to all forms of caffeine. In the mornings he drank coffee. In the afternoons he drank soda. In the evening he switched between the two. It was a wonder the man was ever able to get any sleep.
His wide eyes came to mine. “I’m working on my fourth here, but I also made a pot at home after you called me this morning.” Hicks looked at my cap and then down at my two-piece blue suit. “You look like you’re on your way to a baseball game after a day of work.”
“I’m incognito,” I explained.
He grinned or maybe it was a facial tick. It was hard to tell with the Homeland Security agent. Years of too much caffeine left him with all kinds of strange twitches. “You’re a regular master of disguise.”
The server, a middle-age woman with black unkempt hair, and brown tired eyes, placed a cup in front of me and filled Hicks’ in one-single fluid move. I hadn’t given her much notice at first, but when she slapped a menu down, her glossy painted nails held my reflection, catching my attention. “When you’re ready to order, just give me a wave,” she said in a surprisingly alert and very sexy voice.
Behind my dark sunglasses I looked her up-and-down. Though she was five or more years older than me, she kept herself in good-shape. Her calf muscles were taut and well-formed. A tattoo extended beyond her right shirt sleeve. It was the bottom half of some type of cat, a panther, tiger or a lion perhaps. I examined her face again, looking past the tired eyes and seeing the true beauty beneath.
She noticed my unsubtle observation of her and smiled for the first time. Her teeth were white and straight. “My name is Summer,” she said sounding much brighter than before, “Just give me a wave when you’re ready, okay?”
“I’ll do that, Summer,” I said. I watched her walk away swaying her wide hips just a bit more than she had when she’d first came to the booth.
Hicks leaned in and spoke in a low voice, “How the hell did you do that, Shaw? I’ve been coming to this fucking dump for years, and she hadn’t once told me her name or even so much as grinned in my direction.”
“It’s called charisma. You should try it sometimes.”
We both laughed.
He placed one hand under his newspaper and then slid a folder from beneath it to my side of the booth. “Here’s what you asked for, Shaw. It wasn’t easy to get and it’s not much there.”
I pulled out a manila envelop from my suit coat and casually slipped it under the newspaper. “There are bullets inside; could you check them for prints?”
Hicks sneered. “Don’t you have your own people for that?”
“I don’t have people.”
“Right. You do what you do, all by your lonesome. You’re a regular, James fucking Bond.”
“Bond didn’t work alone. He was British Intelligence and had M, Q, CIA’s Felix Leiter and all those beautiful women with names like Pussy Galore working with him. All I have is you.”
“Right.”
“You’re my Pussy Galore, Hicks.”
“Fuck that shit.”
We laughed.
Agent Hicks finished off his fourth coffee, got up and said, “You can take care of the bill.”
Summer came back to the booth once Hicks was gone. She’d fixed up her hair and had worked the fatigue from her brown eyes. There was even a subtle scent of perfume that wasn’t there before. “You’re not running off like your friend are you?” she asked.
I took off my baseball cap and glasses to let her see me. “It depends. When is your first break, Summer?”
A half hour later, we were naked and fucking in the shop’s storage room. The whole time I imagined it was Tease I was making scream with pleasure.
Tease couldn’t recall getting behind the steering wheel of her car or driving it across town to her house. The last thing she’d remembered was the man she was supposed to kill standing over her. The constant pounding in Tease’s skull made her worry that she may have a concussion. She pulled her hair aside and looked into the rearview mirror. A dark purple bruise took up a large space on her forehead. Thankfully, her long hair could cover the injury, but it couldn’t hide her humiliation.
In all her years of working for D-Shroud, she has never failed him. Thirty-nine clean kills to date. Yes, she occasionally had fun with some of her victims, if they sparked her sexual interest, but Shaw was the first to ever turn her little diversion against her. She had to give him credit though, tricking her into turning around so she wouldn’t see the knife sliding down the chair was pure genius. But as much as she admired his ingenuity, she knew that D-Shroud would not. All he cared about was results.
Tease pushed the car door opened and stepped out. Above the three granite stairs, at the edge of the porch sat two chocolate brown roses.
She visibly grimaced, “Shit,” she said inwardly. The flowers meant D-Shroud was in her home. It was his way to let her know not to come in blasting her guns at anything that moved. Tease hadn’t worked out what she was going to tell him. Her brain was still too muttered by her injury to think straight and give her boss a decent lie. Hunching her shoulders, she closed the car door and then started up the stairs. She scooped up the roses and crushed the brown petals under her fist. Thoughtlessly tossing the ruined flowers to the grass, she wondered if D-Shroud would do the same to her.
She wasn’t surprised to find the front door unlocked. Walking inside, she crossed the foyer and entered the living room, where she found D-Shroud sitting comfortably on her plush white couch, drinking tea. It’d been months since she last saw her employer. Not much about him had changed. D-Shroud was all of six-three and two hundred forty pounds of muscle. He sported a bald fade haircut, a neatly trimmed mustache and thin goatee. His ebony eyes hadn’t looked up from his cup, he appeared to be in deep thought. Clad in all white, his silk custom-made, tight fitting shirt and dress pants molded around his sculpted physique as if painted onto his body. Just the sight of him could take a woman’s breath away; even Tease was not immune to his good looks.
Tease waited for him to speak. She knew better than to interrupt his tea time. Instead, her attention went to the rest of the house, wondering if D-Shroud had come alone or brought his bodyguards, Cinnamon and Honey. He liked to surround himself with beautiful, but deadly women who could outmatch most men in combat. Tease was his best and he would find her previous night’s failure inexcusable.
He took a final sip of his tea and then sat the cup on a glass center table just in reach of the couch. “You didn’t report in last night,” D-Shroud said in a smooth voice but with an edge sharp enough to cut cleanly through steel.
“I can explain,” she started, stalling for time, trying hard to push the cobwebs from her brain to come up with an adequate lie.
“Can you now?” D-Shroud stood and faced her. His ebony eyes took her in waiting patiently for her story.
His gaze sent a chill through her body, but she didn’t dare look away. Tease was not accustomed to fear, but D-Shroud’s penetrating stare seemed to reach right into her soul. “I failed you,” she said truthfully, surprising herself. “The man you ordered me to kill escaped.”
D-Shroud folded his manicured hands behind his back. “Did he, indeed? And what about Shunte’?”
A bit of Tease’s confidence returned as she reported the news. “She’s dead. Shot in the head by the gun of her would-be lover.” At least she had done that part of the job right. She tried to gauge in his dark eyes whether that met his approval, but he showed no reaction.
“Can you at least tell me who he is?”
Tease nodded nervously. “Shaw. I tortured the name out of him.”
“Is that a fact?” There was a hint of anger in his voice.
D-Shroud brought his hands forward. He pulled open a compartment built into the arm of the couch, revealing the universal controls for the living room. He pressed a button. A wall space slid open to show a big screen plasma television. He pushed another button and a video began playing. It was her and Shaw, naked on the leather chair in the warehouse.
“Do you consider fucking the man’s brains out torture?”
She gasped. Tease had swept the warehouse for electronic surveillance devices and had found nothing. She almost asked him how he came across the footage, but decided against it, suspecting that her life was about to be cut short. Again, her gaze scanned the house. “Where are your bodyguards, D-Shroud? I doubt you want to dirty your hands yourself.”
He muted the sound on the television, and turned to look at her. “You’re of course, correct. I wouldn’t dirty my hands just to kill you.” He took two long strides closing the space between them before she could react. With one hand, his powerful fingers clasped around her throat and he pressed Tease back, hard against a wall, knocking some of the plaster to the floor. “Bitch! I have zero tolerance for folks who fuck up! And you fucked up royally last night! All you had to do was get a name from him and then have his body delivered where I ordered you to drop it off!”
She kneed him in the ribcage twice without much success, before he pulled Tease off the wall and then slammed her against it again. She couldn’t breath and her vision started to blur. Grasping desperately for anything to hold, she grabbed at his silk shirt and ripped the buttons off. He let her go and she dropped down to her knees.
D-Shroud looked at his damaged shirt and then back at her. “Bitch, this shirt cost me two grand.”
Her vision cleared slightly and she sucked in big gulps of air, while he examined the damage again. His muscled upper torso displayed a large tattoo of a ferocious two-headed panther on its hind legs, baring bloody claws and teeth. The image inspired her. If she was going to die, she would die fighting. But before she could get to her feet, D-Shroud had intentionally driven his fist squarely on the bruise Shaw had given her, sending her crumbling back down to the floor.
She lay flat on her stomach. And for the first time since she was a teenager, felt vulnerable. D-Shroud grabbed her by an arm and flipped Tease over onto her back. His ebony eyes studied her body and he licked his bottom lips.
“I got to be honest, Tease. I had every intention of killing you, after I watched your stupidity on the video.” He reached over to the arm of the couch and turned off the mute. Tease heard her own moans of pleasure fill the room. “But after I had time to reflect on the situation, I calmed down a bit. You’re too good of an asset to me to dispose of so offhandedly. You’re a good soldier, you just made a fucked up decision last night.” He reached down and ripped opened Tease’s shirt.
“What the fuck are you doing?” Tease shouted.
“You asked about Cinnamon and Honey. I sent them out on another errand so you and I could spend some quality time with each other.”
Tease’s nipples visibly hardened and it didn’t go unnoticed. D-Shroud lowered himself on top of her. He squeezed her breasts as he sucked desperately on the left nipple. Tease let out a moan of pleasure, echoing the sound of her own voice in the video. Her hand ran down the side of his body to his waist. She reached frantically for his belt and began unbuckling it. He let her nipple slip from his teeth and then he worked at taking off her pants.
It didn’t take long for them both to get undressed. Naked, she admired his body. D-Shroud manhood was as big as Shaw’s, she noted. He rolled over onto his back. “Suck me like you sucked him, Tease. Then fuck me like you fucked him.”
Wordlessly, she complied, licking every inch of his manhood. He shuttered uncontrollably for once letting someone else be in control. She liked every second of it. When her own yearning to have him between her legs grew too strong, she climbed on top of him. “I’ve wanted this for so long,” she said as she took him inside her.
“Shut the fuck up, bitch!” he shouted, as he took hold of her waist with his powerful hands. He thrust hard and deep over and over again.
It took every ounce of her concentration not to shout out Shaw’s name instead of D-Shroud’s.
I thought about leaving Summer one hell of a tip on the table before I left Morning Grind. But I had quickly brushed the intention from my mind. The gesture might have been misconstrued. I didn’t want her believing I thought she was prostituting herself. I think I’d misread Summer earlier when she brought me my coffee. It wasn’t weariness but loneliness that was in those lovely brown eyes of hers. When we were fucking, she clung to me as if we were lost lovers that hadn’t seen each other for years. A couple times, she’d even said she loved me.
I let Summer have her fantasy, and I told her what she was longing to hear from me, that I loved her too. Maybe I needed that as much as she had. I keep an emotional blanket to obscure my heart from letting love come inside, but sometimes I did allow small tears into the blanket so that my heart didn’t become ice. I gave Summer what she desired when she needed it most. No, a large tip would have tainted all of it and made our time together meaningless. She hadn’t even bothered to ask me my name. Maybe Summer sensed we wouldn’t see each other again.
Hailing down a cab, I shoved my thoughts of the beautiful server to the recesses of my mind. It was back to business for me. I told the cabbie to pick a direction of his choosing and drive. In the backseat, I opened the file Hicks had provided me. Like he’d said, it wasn’t much. The police hadn’t identified Shunte’ Whitmore’s body yet, labeling her Jane Doe. The investigating detective had scribbled notes to check with Vice to find out if she might be a hooker. A fuzzy black and white picture of Whitmore had been hurriedly run through a photocopier.
A single round had been cleanly place right between her eyes at close range. Her face, what was left of it, was nothing more than a large open cavity. I lingered on the shot longer than I truly needed to, letting my guilt cut deep, because her death was my fault. Finally, I flipped to the next page where the investigator mentioned his preliminary findings at the crime scene. A Glock .9mm Beretta was found near the body. One round had been fired from the weapon. Fingerprints had been discovered on the pistol’s grip.
I made a mental note to have those prints scrubbed from police records after I ripped the whereabouts of those suitcase nukes from D-Shroud’s throat. I should have considered a man who was capable of selling nuclear devices to the highest bidder, wouldn’t have space in his heart for a woman’s love. I had five rules that I always follow, number one being that I didn’t involve innocent people. I’d broken that cardinal rule and because of it, someone died.
Flipping to the next page, I came across the name of an eyewitness who claimed to see a man fleeing the motel room, after he heard a shot fired. That immediately sent a red flag. Three people were in my room and two of them were women. I damn sure didn’t come out under my own power. Whatever Tease injected me with made sure of that.
The case file provided the eyewitness’ name, a Chamsil Conliffe, as well as the room he was checked into. The investigator jotted down that Conliffe would be staying at the motel for another two days before catching a flight to New York. Conliffe claimed he was in town for a technology conference being held downtown. I glanced at my watch. It was nearly noon. Getting the driver’s attention, I told him to take me downtown to the conference center. I was able to pay Mr. Conliffe and unscheduled visit.
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