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 PREFACE

Bella Elizabeth
Fonteyn, curvaceous, vivacious, insatiable black haired blue eyed
beauty, men melt in her presence. She commands attention be it one
on one or in a colossal crowd, of French parents she is born in
Westminster England. Beneath the plumage lurks a cold blooded
killer, she hunts the devil, the misguided and the evil.

Fostered from
birth by a military family she is schooled along side the ruthless
MI6 operative turned vigilante John Stanton, their families are the
closest of friends.

Tainted by the
loss of her childhood sweetheart to the schools blonde haired
beauty Jodi Simpson, Bella enters the world of counter espionage in
an effort to work along side her lost man John Stanton. She vents
her frustrations on the misguided and evil becoming the most
efficient female operative MI6 has produced. A date with Bella
Elizabeth is a date with death, nor do her sexual preferences stop
at just men.

WARNING;

Strong sexual
and violent themes, same sex relationships, pornographic sex; lots
of it, atrocious foul language, drug use.
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 CHAPTER ONE

Manhattan
skyline looked magnificent, the bright lights of the city created
and awe inspiring spectacle viewed from the glass walls surrounding
the bar. An impeccably dressed pianist tickled the keys of a white
grand piano forming a silhouette between the bright lights and dark
sky, the aroma of expensive perfume wafted through the air with a
tinge of expensive liquor and cigar smoke. The occasional
commercial jet flew past, visible but out of reach cresting the
skyline an ominous reminder of ever present danger. The soft modern
piano melted into the atmosphere of intimacy as from the high bar
stool sipping a cocktail Bella Elizabeth Fonteyn fondled the
bulging crutch of her target. She assessed any sense of romanticism
had left the man’s body as lust took hold, his eyes sparkled, his
gaze fixed on her cleavage any fear of insecurity left in a blast
of unbridled passion. Her off the shoulder black dress stopped just
short of her nipples, she had read his weakness well, although the
bar was crowded she allowed him to slide his hand discreetly into
the slit in her dress running up both sides of the silken garment
clearly displaying the fact she wore no panties. She opened her
legs wide enough to allow access, he stood next to her facing the
bar mesmerised, hiding his intrusion from the gathered, his bulging
penis pressed against her leg. His fingers caressed the lips of her
damp vagina, she swallowed and her chest heaved, her bosom rising,
overflowing the hard cups stitched into her dress. Her body heat
rose and her cologne worked overtime tantalising the nasal passages
of her target. His middle finger felt the tender sweet flesh of her
vaginal lips coated in sweet smelling secretion as he entered her
love canal, he found her clit and manipulated it dragging his
finger across backward and forward thrusting his finger as deep
into her as he could, she yelped quietly with approval. He had
suspicions but they had dissolved, his brain was connected directly
to his testicles and bypassed any parity of rationalism, she was
poised to strike, she held a southern American accent brilliantly.
“I’m ready,” she whispered.

He panted over
her face enjoying her tantalising body bouquet as the tang of her
vaginal secretions mixed with her cologne and power perfume. He
nosed her hair speaking softly into her ear in a wide American
accent. “I have a penthouse room here.”

She petted his
thighs with the look of a vixen etched in her face. “No, too many
people here know me, I’ll meet you in the lobby, follow me out. I
have a place specially made up for fucking.”

He ran his
fingers along the line of her dress cups clipping her rock hard
nipples. “You’re a hooker.”

She licked his
cheek and stuck her tongue in his ear, she removed it to whisper.
“No, worse, I’m a nymphomaniac, can you fuck all night, feels as if
you have the good’s.”

“I’ll have you
begging for mercy, we’re a perfect match, it’s what we both want.”
He discreetly unzipped his fly and guided her hand inside. She
pulled his jocks down and clenched his shaft, her fingers only just
touched. She felt down one testicle fitted into her hand, he
squirmed with anticipation. “That is fucking mind blowing, I’ll
follow you out.”

Bella gathered
her bag from the bar and the young muscle bound man watched her
slink to the elevator, the doors closed behind her and he walked
briskly to the second elevator going up one floor and hastily
retrieving a brief case from his room and changing his suit jacket
for a more casual look of black leather. He rushed to the lift and
selected lobby some forty floors below.

Bella stood at
the revolving door leading into the street, she made eye contact as
he left the elevator and whisked through the exit door, the air
became noticeably stale, the doorman opened a cab and she climbed
in leaving the door open. She spoke with the driver and then sat
back just as her target climbed in and closed the door. Bella kept
him quiet sliding her hand discreetly in his fly and slowly and
gently manipulating his pulsating shaft, up and down as she held
her leg over his crutch shielding the action from view and opening
access to her loins. He slid his hand along his leg, the rough
texture of his trousers on his fingertips changed to the silken
pink skin of her inner vagina, he plunged two fingers in the moist
lips, her nostrils flared and she stared deep into his eyes. They
kissed tongues eagerly swirling within each other mouths. She kept
an eye on progress and when within a hundred metres of her
destination she gently returned his rock hard shaft into his pants,
it wouldn’t fit so he hastily removed his jacket and held it in
front of him. “We have far to go?” he whispered.

“Two minutes
and you’ll be tearing my dress off.”

“I get the
message.” The cab pulled over outside a high rise townhouse, he
paid the driver, grabbed his case and they alighted. He followed
her, his penis slapping from side to side below his jacket up a few
steps, Bella opened the door and let him past. She closed the door
behind them, took the jacket from his hands, he dropped the case
and Bells threw the jacket on the hall floor. She led him by the
penis up the hallway into a lounge room to the right of the hall.
She stopped on top of a sheepskin rug in front of the dormant
fireplace placed neatly on the polished wooden floor in front of
the leather lounge. She kicked off her shoes and put down her
handbag nearby on the floor. She unzipped the back of her dress as
far as it would go, the hard cups of the breast line fell away
revealing her perky tanned breasts and large dark rock hard
nipples. “Holly fuck,” he muttered, he grabbed the cups with both
hands pulling as hard as he could, the dress ripped away at the
side splits and there was Bella’s black wet pussy below her
rippling perky breasts, she was perfectly naked. He threw the dress
to one side and dropped to his knees at eye line with her pubic
hair, he liked the front of her vaginal slit running his tongue up
her pubic hair and onto her belly several times until she moaned
and yelped. He drew her left leg over his right shoulder placing
her dripping pussy directly in front of his mouth; he clasped the
vaginal lips with his and drove his tongue deep into her cavity
searching for the clit. He found it and she let out a yell.

“Oh fuck, go,
come on.” She grabbed either side of his black curly hair holding
him hard into her groin as he manipulated her love canal, she
stayed with it for a few minutes and dropped her leg down stepped
back. He got up ripping his shirt and trousers off throwing them
around, he tore his jocks away ripping the sides and stood there
naked looking at her. He turned toward the lounge and balanced
herself looking back at him bent over, she smiled in anticipation
as he lined up his throbbing shaft, poised the head at her dripping
vaginal lips, grabbed her flawless tanned thighs and drove his cock
deep to the back of her vagina. “Ahhh, fuck, steady long and deep
you bastard,” she yelled.

“You insanely
beautiful bitch you deserve every inch, hold up while I give it to
you and you smell so fucking sweet.” He speed up slapping his groin
against the cheeks of her arse, he gazed at the spectacle as his
cock lunged effortlessly into the back of here vulva time and time
again. They held position for five minutes or so. “Fuck change
position or I’m gonna blow.” He pulled out the purple head of his
penis shone in the glow of the chandelier, Bella laid on the couch
her lower leg out straight on the couch the other drawn up
revealing her vagina to his as he stood over her manipulating his
cock and ogling at her perfect curvaceous form.

“Straddle my
leg, drop your balls on it and get into me, drag your balls up and
down my leg as you fuck me” She yelped as he entered her and she
watched him thrusting back and forth, she could feel his huge
testicles brushing her leg, he grabbed her breast’s awkwardly both
perkily standing firm as she lay left hand side down and used them
for leverage, he could feel the rock hard nipples in his palms the
breasts way to big to cup leaving flesh poking out everywhere he
grabbed hard, she turned toward him with her upper torso offering
her breast for his pleasure. “Yes, go fuck yes.” He pumped away for
several minutes then withdrew his penis slapping her buttocks and
lifting his right leg.

“Face down,” he
grabbed a cushion knocked to the floor in the heat of the moment
formerly decorating the lounge and as she lifted herself to lay
face down he placed it under her stomach propping her rear end up
adjusting the angle of her vagina to take the full length of his
ever hardening shaft. She lined her head up to rest on the arm of
the lounge with her chin; he parted her legs slightly and admired
the view. He poised herself over her offering the head of his penis
up to her pretty loins, it drove straight in assisted by fresh
seminal lubricant dripping from he vaginale lips to the leather
upholstery below. She squealed and yelped peering over her shoulder
as the head of his penis struck the back of her vulva the position
allowing the full length of his cock to pound the back of her love
canal with every stroke.

Her black long
black hair constantly thrown around from side to side brushing his
face and chest as she relentlessly changed the angle of her vision.
His stomach pounded with a loud slapping noise as he lunged at the
cheeks of her buttocks, he grabbed her hanging breasts for leverage
pounding ever harder. She buried her head into the soft leather
upholstery muffling her blissful cries digging in hard with her
nails either side of her head and screamed out as she orgasmed. She
went limp in places and lifted her head short breathing with a hint
of a cough, “Holy fuck come on give it to me,” she looked around at
him her eyes sparkling like fire, he buried his cock full length
leaving it there grabbing her around the head pulling lunging short
roaring like a bull as his testicles delivered a warming shot of
semen to the back of her vagina filling the cavities eventually
overflowing and dripping from his testicular sack. He lay on her
completely limp, Bella’s eyes were half open, she lay with her head
to one side his head on top of hers. She enjoyed the dose of
endorphins her body had rewarded her with flowing through her veins
void of any heart felt emotion other than lust.

He whispered
above her ear hardly able to muster the strength as he to enjoyed
the rewards. “You must be the best fuck on the planet, I’ll never
forget looking at you below me, you’re beautiful.” His cock was
still half hard and buried static in her vagina. He was so relaxed
he fell to the floor releasing his cock, he fell on his back and
with eyes half closed looked aimlessly at the ceiling. “Give me a
twenty minute nap and I’ll get back into that fucking unbelievable
canal between your legs. You’re addictive.” He began to nod off to
sleep absolutely satisfied.

Bella lay
quiet, she was surprised, she enjoyed every single inch, she really
knew shed been bonked. She smiled slightly as she could feel the
semen drain from her vagina dripping from the lips of her satisfied
love canal just in front of her clit. She lay there for several
minutes and her target lapsed into a deep sleep. She forced herself
to recover poking him in the rib but he had begun to snore and did
not respond.

She gently
climbed forwards over the lounge arm and accessed her bag. She drew
out a sheer silken dress in shining black, she released the bag it
was sealed in to reduce it’s bulkiness silently spreading it out
and slipped the garment over her head covering her naked body. It
was high cut but short stopping half way to her knees, she threw
her hair around and it settled down her back over the garment,
presto she looked like dynamite. She found a small metal case in
her bag, opened it up on the floor beside her sleeping target and
put on rubber gloves sitting on top of implements hidden inside,
she took out a syringe loaded it with a needle and plunged it into
a vial of milky fluid. A lethal mixture of heroine and cocaine
would kill her target as he slept stopping his heart looking like
an overdose. She carefully pushed the fine needle into his jugular
neck vein venerable and standing out as he slept with his head to
one side. She waited for response but experience prevailed and he
didn’t even flinch. She pushed the plunger of the syringe slowly
emptying the reservoir taking around twenty seconds. She remained
crouched watching the targets chest for a couple of minutes as it
slowed, she pushed him a few times but he did not wake. She clasped
the syringe in his hand leaving his prints on the reservoir and
pushed his thumb onto the plunger dropping the syringe beside him.
She did the same with the small glass jar.

As he lay dying
she picked up his case and laid it on a table keeping the target in
view all the time. She rummaged through the pockets of his clothes
finding his keys and ID. She opened his wallet, not sure she had
the right man lust had pushed her on regardless, she should have
checked but rarely did she find a target with credentials that
would satisfy her sexual appetite and satisfy her such as this one.
She was so good at blocking out emotional connection and one of the
ploys was to refer to sex with targets as fucking and nothing else,
some she detested but this had delivered utmost pleasure.
Identifying the target gave some clue as to why compatibility had
been similar, a private security officer trained along the same
lines as she was. He too blocked out emotion concentrating on sex
she had experienced it before, most targets fell in love with her
instantly handling her with care yielding drawn out and boring
sexual encounters. This man trained to sideline emotion gave
exactly what she was wanting, pure unadulterated sex for no other
reason than a rewarding orgasm and shot of natural satisfying
endorphins.

She casually
and coldly looked at him reassured by identification she had the
right man, he was badly misguided bordering on evil. Purchasing
British secrets from a Russian double agent he was due to sell the
intelligence to the CIA even his employer contracted to the
American government was unaware. She removed contact cards and a
note book from his wallet stowing them in her bag then returned the
wallet to his jacket.

She unlocked
the case and removed the document pouches and compact discs holding
valuable industrial and military secrets stolen by the Russians
sold by an x member of the KGB in a double act of treason, one not
forwarding them to his own country, and secondly passing them on to
the Americans via a further misguided member of her creed.

She checked the
documentation and discs were original ripping the paperwork
carefully to pieces and smashing the computer discs. She checked
her target, his pulse had gone he was dead. “Bye tiger, you’re
right you are a good, you’re also a fucking maggot, learnt that
from a man whose boots you’d have no chance of filling in many
lifetimes.” She kicked him as she got up. She accessed the bathroom
and carefully flushed the shredded paper and broken plastic down
the toilet bowl. She cleaned the semen and seminal fluid from the
surfaces of the lounge, she caught a smell of the semen and her
vagina hassled her for attention. She squeezed her legs together
gathering herself disposing of the stimulating odour in the le
trine. She found papers rolled up in her bag, rolled them out and
placed them in the folders returning them to the brief case with a
large wad of American dollars some a syringe and small narcotic
glass receptacle, she locked the case and planted it standing on
the floor next to the table after using the targets hands to put
prints back on the outer surfaces. She tidied up and put her ripped
dress screwed up in her generous size hand bag along with the metal
case used to house the narcotics.

She opened the
door leaving it just on the latch, peeled off her rubber gloves
dropping them in her bag, checked the corridor and closed the door
behind her being careful to use the outside handle. She used the
rear entrance to the townhouse, climbed in a classic Chevy Stingray
parked in the townhouse parking space, the smell of leather
upholstery made her smile, she brushed her hair, changed her
makeup, drove out into the street and vanished.


 CHAPTER TWO

Inspector
McCrae looking over the body had an obvious puzzled look, he could
smell powerful perfume, and he had memory of it but couldn’t
remember where. He called a colleague present at the crime scene
from first report, McCrae’s wide brimmed Stetson an obvious trait
he was not a local. He had been looking for the deceased for some
time arriving in Manhattan a bit too late to interview the man, his
extreme Texas accent further call he was not at home. The Texan
federal agent was not a big man, of medium athletic build his
silver plated forty five automatic obvious in a body holster under
his snakeskin waistcoat, denim shirt, heavy gold belt buckle
depicting a long horn cow, denim jeans and snakeskin boots he was
far from conformist. He crouched down over the body studying the
deceased penis stood and asked his Manhattan colleague for a
briefing. “Okay what have we got?”

Captain James
currently head of the Manhattan homicide squad was old school, neat
black suit, white shirt and tie, grey hair over sixty a lifetime
member of New York law enforcement. “We have a Hank Bronson, ex
federal agent working for Skyline security, died of an overdose of
narcotics. Possibly with a hooker before he died hence the clothes
strewn all over the floor, narcotics and a large sum of cash in his
brief case all in thousand dollar bills.” He handed McCrea a
vanilla folder. “You better have a look at this.” McCrae studied
the paperwork as Clem James continued. “He was seen entering the
building with a women by a neighbour last night, found this morning
by the owner of the unit, she’s in shock doesn’t know the man. We
checked the building surveillance, from just before they arrived to
when a vehicle left the units parking space to the rear of the
building the security system was down. Neighbours claim they heard
a vehicle leave about an hour after the couple arrived. Doctor
can’t find the spot he administered the drugs, says it’s a powerful
mixture of heroine and cocaine, his file shows no record of drug
use.”

McCrae put the
file under his arm. “Thanks,” he turned to walk away.

James stoped
him; McCrae gave him a dirty look as he took his hand off of
McCrae’s arm. “Come on McCrae, I’ve seen so many stiffs I can tell
how they were before they died, this guy has a smile a mile wide.
That file, I’ll take it please its evidence.”

“This file is
property of the FBI, you’ll have to apply for access, holds
information that could jeopardise the security of the country.”

“What the hell
is going on here McCrea, this is a professional hit, a hooker
fucked this guy and murdered him.”

“I really don’t
know what’s going on here Clem but one thing I do know is this man
was killed by a professional assassin. When I know any more than
you’ve told me I’ll be sure and let you know.”

“Central tells
me you came here to find this man, not only that you’re a special
agent in charge of the state of Texas.”

McCrae looked
down at the body then back at James. “Well, looks like I didn’t
quiet make it, about all I can tell you. You have anything else to
tell me captain.”

“No I
don’t.”

“Then I’ll be
moving on, thanks for your cooperation captain. Be ready for a
visit from the CIA; get everything you can together including DNA
from this guys dick. Whoever did this is damn good at it. The
vehicle that left, have anything on it.”

“We have one
report it was a Chevy Stingray.” A young man in a plain suit
interrupted. “Sir we have a report this guy was at the Grande on
main with a women in the piano bar with long black hair, time
frames check out. He had a room there but it’s clean, barman said
the women was hot, real hot, heavy southern accent. Shall we bring
him in to look at some mug shot’s.”

McCrea
interrupted. “Forget it, like I said whoever did this is good at
it, very good, and she has help. Check the security system, how
come it goes down while this happens.”

“Security
company handling the place say they have no idea, the system just
stoped by itself and started by itself, nothing they could do would
bring it back up, then it just started itself,” said the young
man.

Clem James
regained control looking sideways at McCrea. “Get down the Grande
and take the room apart. Send someone to the security company and
ask a few questions, run a check on who works for them, crims,
anyone connected to this dead guy.” The young man raced off.
“Listen McCrae, you’re holding out on me, southern accent, what’s
the connection.”

“The connection
is she’s damn better than I thought, coincidence I imagine.”

“I see a dead
guy no imagination, and the folder, what about the folder?”

“Yeah, what
about it, excuse me.” McCrae left the room, he could still smell
the perfume but it faded walking to the end of the corridor
watching the street outside through the window of the front
security door. He lit a cigar with his silver lighter, a striking
rattle snake embossed on the side. He flicked open his mobile phone
and rang his superior section chief, his secretary answered. “Wayne
please.”

“Who’s
calling?”

“McCrea.”

“One moment
please.”

Wayne stopped
what he was doing and took his call. “Is that you McCrea.”

“Yeah.”

“What the hell
are you doing calling, have you found Bronson.”

“Oh yeah, I
found him, rig amortise should be setting in about now.”

“What.” Wayne
stood and walked to the window. “Dead, accident.”

“He was
murdered Leonard, now can you tell me what the hell is going
on.”

“Do they know
who murdered him?”

“Probably a
women, a hot one.”

Wayne gazed
into space out the window, he hesitated. “You have a
description?”

“Super hot,
long black hair, driving a Chevy Stingray.”

“The brief
case, you have it?”

“No but I have
the file.”

“Okay.”

“Can you tell
me something Leonard, what the hell is an x agent doing with a
brief case full of CIA intelligence reports on Iran and Iraq.”

“What the hell,
no fucking British files and discs.”

“Nope.”

“You bring that
fucking file straight here McCrea and that’s and order.”

“Oh I intend to
do just that Leonard, when I get there I’d appreciate you telling
me what the fuck is going on, I have far more questions than
answers and they just keep coming.”

Wayne covered
the mouthpiece of his mobile with his thumb, he sighed heavily
looking to one side, he searched for sense and made a decision.
“You get the fuck to west 30th heliport a helicopter will be
waiting, they’ll take you direct to JFK and an exec jet, I want you
here before sunset.”

“Well howdy
dowdy a chopper and my own exec jet, now aint that fucking
interesting.”

“This will go
to the top McCrea its out of my hands now move.” He hung up.

McCrea looked
at his phone with disgust and muttered to himself. “Wayne always
looks smaller in person.” He walked into the street looking up and
down the bustling metropolis and hailed a cab, the stinking city
air sickened him. It passed a hotel in downtown Manhattan, McCrea
gathered his bags then on to the west 30th heliport and McCrea was
whisked away.

Men in black
suits and black sunglasses waited on the tarmac of Ronald Reagan
International airport, the little jet pulled up well clear of the
terminal amongst the hangers. McCrea kicked out the steps once the
door was open and stepped down onto the apron, he thought the place
smelt worse than New York. Two men in black suits standing by a
black Cadillac looked at each other, one lifted his glasses then
his eyebrows, “What the fuck.” The other shrugged his shoulders
threw his head back and smiled. The jet engines whined to a meagre
whistle and McCrea approached the men twenty metres away.

“You waiting
for me?”

“One nodded, he
opened the door and McCrea climbed in the rear seat a black suit
assisted with his light luggage, both black suits got in the front.
They drove a couple of hundred metres pulling up beside a waiting
helicopter, one black suit climbed out opening the door for McCrea.
He stepped out, the black suit motioned with his head toward the
helicopter. McCrae struggled with his Stetson and luggage in the
downdraft, climbed aboard and was again whisked away.

Pennsylvania
Avenue was gridlocked with traffic and McCrae was happy with being
dropped straight down on top of the Edgar Hoover building then
assisted to Wayne’s office by more men in black shrouded in
silence, he compared the smell of the place to new paint and
cleaning fluid. Wayne was looking out the window when McCrae walked
in, he greeted McCrae and they both stood at the window watching
the madness below. McCrae held out the file. “Keep it under your
arm, you’re going straight to the top floor, the Director wants to
talk to you.”

McCrea looked
apprehensive; he had questions only Wayne could answer. “I
anticipated dealing with you.”

“Yeah, me to.”
Wayne walked to the door opening it and waiting. “Lift, top floor,
me too.” McCrea walked past Wayne followed walking straight into
the lift, they elevated in silence, on arrival they were shuffled
into director Glen Cheviot. His outer office was bristling with
black suits and busy women conducting phone calls and operating
computers. Cheviot greeted them shacking hands firmly, rising over
many years to his current position from a lowly field agent
assigned to stakeout he knew how valuable patriotic ground agents
were. They greeted and sat down two padded chairs placed
strategically in front of Cheviot, voice needed to be projected
effectively to cross the wide table behind which Cheviot sat on a
high back black leather throne. Cheviot put his hand out beckoning
McCrea to pass the folder he carried under his arm. McCrae leaned
forwards from his chair and slid the documents to Cheviot, as he
opened it and read Wayne had a go at McCrea. “Don’t you ever take
that god damn hat off?”

“Yeah but not
here.”

“You’re in the
directors office god damn it Bret.”

Cheviot spoke
without looking up. “If agent McCrae wishes to wear his hat that’s
fine by me, it’s a free country that’s why we’re here.”

They sat in
silence for a while, Cheviot closed the file and placed it in front
of him. He took a photo on his desk just to his right and passed it
to them, McCrea studied it. “Bella Elizabeth Fonteyn, deadly MI6
operative, this photo was taken at JFK last night as she boarded a
British Airways flight to Heathrow London.”

McCrea passed
the picture to Wayne. “She is suspected of the murder,” asked
McCrea.

Cheviot leaned
back in his chair, he sighed. “We have reason to believe she
sanctioned Hank Bronson yes, are we sure no, could we bring her in,
forget it.”

“If she’s
suspected of murder, in the area, we have a description that
matches her precisely what’s the problem.”

“It’s
complicated and a long story. You heard of a man called John
Stanton.”

“I read his
books,” said McCrea. “MI6 operative.”

“Humph, if it
was that easy,” chuckled Cheviot. “Stanton was on the joint
overseas committee for western security, he had major input into
some software we use, he’s a fucking dangerous bastard.”

“Take him
out.”

Cheviot burst
out laughing. “We have a man making sure he’s safe at all times, so
does France, Russia, China, MI6 although he’s been a consultant for
years now he still works closely with Whitehall in London. He’s an
ally and a very fucking important one. Bella Elizabeth Fonteyn is
under the protection of Stanton and MI6, she has diplomatic
immunity and Stanton will drop a bucket of shit on anyone who goes
near her.”

“What the fuck,
I don’t understand teach the limey bastards a lesson take em
out.”

“Stanton is
believed to have his own security satellite system, one fucking
move and he’s know my social security number and what I had for
breakfast in less than a minute. He has people working for him all
over the globe, probably several in this building, they believe in
what he does.”

“Jesus fucking
Christ no one should have that much power.”

“That’s exactly
what he thought when MI6 tried to fuck him up the arse, he put six
major industrialists in prison for life and brought down eleven
government ministers and an American senator, he didn’t have to
leave his lounge room.”

“What the fuck
is Bronson’s murder got to do with him.”

“Bronson didn’t
have these documents you gave me, Fonteyn planted them when she
killed him. Bronson had valuable British intelligence stolen by the
Russians he was attempting to sell it to us, we did nothing we just
waited, this was expected, second sanction as they refer to it on
American soil in the last two weeks, she got the Russian as well
before he left American soil.”

McCrea still
looked puzzled. “Where the fuck do I come in.”

“You were a
pornographic film star in university, paid your way graduating and
successfully becoming a field agent.”

McCrea sniffed
hard and ran his eyes suspiciously at Wayne then back to Cheviot
several times. He shuffled around uncomfortably in his seat. “I
thought that information had been erased from my file.”

“It has, but we
have good memories and copies of your movies. God damn are you hung
man. We have an assignment, requires your credentials.”

McCrae raised
his eyebrows, he leant forwards in anticipation. “And.”

“Stanton has an
insurance policy we can’t get around, information and lots of it,
fuck with him and he releases some. We don’t want to stop him he’s
an asset, we want to control him. Kill Fonteyn and he’ll turn on
us. We just found Fonteyn spends time at an address of a French guy
in Westminster London, he’s her divorced husband, and she has a
son. We also just found her son’s DNA matches Stanton’s, probably
why he spends time there. I want her son.”

McCrea shook
his head. “A child, forget it you have the wrong man.”

“He’s a student
at Sandringham military academy.”

McCrea nodded
with a deep pout. “Mmm, go on.”

“Fonteyn is a
nymphomaniac,” Cheviot threw another picture at him. “So is this
women, Rose Fleming x pornographic movie star, recognise her.”

McCrea’s face
lit up. “Holy shit Rose, best fuck on the planet, I did several
movies with this women.”

“She’s
Fonteyn’s closest friend.”

“Son of a
bitch.”

“Rose has some
powerful friends one of theme's Stanton, as many she owes her life
to him.”

“If Rose can
get me near him I can take him out.”

“You harm
Stanton and I’ll kill you, he saved my life once. He’s become a
ruthless vigilante and you’d be dead before you hit the ground.
Don’t ever underestimate this guy. We need him as much as he needs
us, we want you to gain Fonteyn’s confidence and bring us her son,
willingly. He’s gladly like to impress his father maybe we can
offer him the chance, my guess is he’ll jump at it. A Stanton on
the payroll would reap big rewards especially when John Stanton’s
gone he wont live forever, we think you can swing it.”

“How the fuck
do you expect me to achieve that.”

“You’re turning
down fucking two mind blowing women as a job, you control their
sexual drive and you control them, only weakness they have they
love sex.”

“I’m a married
man.”

Cheviot looked
at Wayne with a smile. “Hasn’t stopped you in the past, Elle May
Wilson.”

“You’ve had me
tailed.”

“It’s our job
Bret and we’re good at it, you want it in black and white or
colour, she’s an agent. Tells us you have the biggest dick she’s
ever blown and she’d know.”

“The fucking
dirty bitch.”

“Check mate.
You’re being moved to Washington McCrea, your family as well.”
Cheviot leant forwards as far as he could until his gut touched the
edge of the table, he laughed. “Welcome to Washington Bret, I want
you in bed with Rose Fleming by next week, you’re off to
London.”

“Do I have a
choice?”

“Oh yeah,
surveillance of environmentalists in northern Canada, so dress
warm.”

McCrae tipped
back his hat as he shuffled around uncomfortably in his seat.
“You’re a son of a bitch Cheviot.”

“That’s how I
got the job.”

“Rose could
have every social disease known to science.”

“Rose Fleming
goes to her doctor once a week for a blood test, she’s clean. She
travels to Plymouth on the south coast of England to see him and
her family, we have an agent tailing her.”

“Why don’t get
him to do the job.”

“He’s a she, we
put any man on Fonteyn or Fleming and they chew them up and spit em
out. You have experience in distancing your emotions in this kind
of thing and we hope it’ll work. Every man that goes near them
comes back an emotional mess. This Fonteyn is the ultimate weapon,
she can fuck you up in ways we haven’t even dreamed of yet.”

Wayne had said
nothing; he listened and watched McCrea’s reaction. “I think you’re
the man for the job Bret,” he commented. “This sounds weird but
it’s an important move. I hate to loose you from my area and
insisted you stay, Glen included me in this brief I have no
objections now.”

“Nice to feel
wanted, I’m apprehensive and need to step carefully, I want someone
on my family all the time, I’ll contact my wife and start her
packing.”

Cheviot nodded
with a smile a mile wide. “She’s nearly here we took the
liberty.”


 CHAPTER THREE

Bella Elizabeth
silent as she often was kept herself isolated in first class. The
aircraft neared the end of its journey and Bella was suffering the
low point in her sanction. Deployment to far away places sometimes
delivered this low and managing it was an essential part of
survival, adrenalin and endorphins delivered by the hunt, stalk and
kill thinned to nothing in her bloodstream. She bottomed out and
the black dog gripped her wandering mind, rather than suffer the
consequences of the dark side of her mind she acted in defence.

A young
businessman engrossed in his work seated alongside had occasionally
looked over and smiled, he manipulated his rear end in the seat and
drew big breaths every time Bella caught his concentration. She
discreetly pictured her admirer with her phone plugged into face
recognition linked to the aircraft satellite receiver and in
seconds knew all about him. A bachelor Swedish banking executive,
hence his blonde hair and square jaw, hacking into his employers
data base his name was Sven Hinson a heterosexual fitness fanatic.
Married and divorced for infidelity one of his pastimes was listed
as women. Bella eyed his wide shoulders bulging through his casual
white shirt, she started to fell better as the adrenalin of
anticipation kicked in. Bella was seated at the rear of first class
on the right side of the compartment and he had the compartment on
the left of her isle. She could see the entire compartment and when
tucked away in the corner was out of sight, this seating position
was common for her for reasons of security and delivered advantages
in privacy. The toilet cubicles were directly behind convenient for
far more things than freshening up, Bella knew exactly what was
achievable whilst standing in one.

Still wearing
the sheer black silken dress beneath her casual light knee length
jacket she stood, smiled at him turned and removed her jacket
stowing it in the upper locker. She purposely stretched up far
enough to lift the dress above her lower buttocks, Sven stopped
what he was doing and ogled the perfect legs and taught tanned
buttocks, his genitals reacted shutting his brain down pumping
masses of blood to his penis. She closed the locker regained her
footing from her toes turned around and smiled at him, the dress
was high fronted but sheer and her nipples hardened sticking out
mapping her perfect perky breast below. His English was good but
his accent obviously Scandinavian, he talked in a low tone, lifting
his laptop slightly to accommodate his bulging shaft his face
glowed. “Pardon me but you are incredibly attractive.”

Bella squatted
down beside him and the vixen struck. “Thank you,” she whispered.
“I showed you my arse for a reason.” She slipped her hand under his
laptop. “I’m bored and you look like you could so with some stress
relief, have you done this before in first class.” She gently
manipulated his bulging cock as she lost him deep in her blue
eyes.

“Yes, but not
with someone so beautiful.” He began to breath deeply closing his
eyes then half opening them.”

“I’m going to
the toilet cubicle, follow me in a few seconds, three soft
knocks.”

He nodded, she
stood and walked to the cubicle locking the door, he threw his head
back in the seat, drew a big breath with his eyes shut, closed his
computer and placed it on the floor between his legs. He rose to
his feet shielding the bulge in his pants from the compartment
walked to the door checking for prying eyes but all was quiet in
the dim light. He knocked gently three times and the door opened
and he stepped in standing right against her, she lifter her behind
onto the basin holding his shoulders and raised her legs until her
knees were beside her cheeks exposing her naked neat black pussy.
She smiled at him, he was breathless. “Could you service that with
your handsome mouth, the reward will be mind blowing.”

“It’s usually
the hostess but this is exceptional,” He muttered as he made his
way down between her legs holding her lower legs like scaling down
a ladder, he poised himself inches from her moist vaginal lips
hesitating to admire the neat black trimmed pubic hair in the shape
of a heart holding up her dress revealing the spectacle. She
propped herself up pushing with her palms on either side of the
cubicle, she drew one hand away holding the dress up and he grabbed
her leg to steady her, his tongue entered her vagina and she threw
her head back gasping for breath as he found her clit and went to
work. Her dress draped around his head as he let go and steadied
herself gasping and squealing, endorphins feed her habit and her
face began to glow. Five minutes, then minutes more of sweet music
from Bella as he tried every trick he could to bring her off, he
listened for reaction and finally found her erogenous zone, just
below her vagina between her legs. He worked between deep in her
vagina and running his tongue down to her arse and back, she
grabbed his head lunging at his mouth and buried his face in her
pussy as she orgasmed coughing through her nose and becoming
limp.

He pulled his
head from the shroud of her dress and stood up. He gently lifted
her to the floor in front of him. “You fucking clever bastard that
was wonderful, it’s yours how do you want it.”

He undid his
trousers dropping them to the floor around his ankles and pulled
his jocks down to his knees, his rock hard shaft flicked out
lifting her dress and contacting her pubic hair. “Turn round and
bend over as far as you can.” She obliged, he lifted her dress
resting it on the top of her buttocks and held his cock just short
of his lips, his face lit up as he admired the view. He poised the
head of his penis at the vaginal lips, he dropped her dress over
her shoulders pulling it down exposing her ample bosom, he grabbed
each one firmly toying the nipples as they swung loose for a while
then without warning grabbed her breasts hard and buried his shaft
deep inside her, he moaned and she squealed. Thirty seconds of hard
pounding and he pushed his face in her back to muffle the roar, he
slowed his lunges as semen warmed the cavities of her love canal,
her hair hung down in the basin, she looked in the mirror her eyes
sparkling like the brightest star on a clear night. He held her
handling her breasts his head buried in her back his half hard
penis still throbbing inside her warm cavity, they stood enjoying
their endorphin reward for a couple of minutes. His cock hardened
again and he began thrusting, she looked around at him smiling.
“Please, nice and slow, take off your dress so I can see you I
won’t last long.”

She
straightened up the different position inspired them, she lifted
her dress off over her head and stood their naked, and he watched
her breasts swaying around in the mirror holding his hands on her
ribs directly below. “You have been a good boy, do your worst.”

He speed up
slapping hard into her buttocks as they stood, “Sorry but you are
too much,” he whispered and he delivered another flush of seminal
fluid to her reproductive network. He pulled his cock out and Bella
could feel the fluid exchange running down her legs, he slumped
back on the wall looking at the ceiling. Bella drew some paper
towels and fumbled around cleaning up the inside of her legs. It
was hopeless she stopped and waited for the blast to level out and
give her focus.

“Could you
leave me so I can freshen up?” He pulled up his jocks and pants
fastening his belt and adjusting his attire to look presentable, he
bent and licked the crack in her arse, she responded leaning over
and his tongue cleaned the area from between her legs to the top of
the crack in her buttocks. He stood licking his lips. “Thank you
that’s relieved my stress nicely.” He kissed her in the middle of
her back, opened the door slightly, checked outside and quickly
stepped out closing the door behind him. Bella locked it and began
to clean up totally satisfied. “Fuck that was good,” she muttered
to her smiling face in the mirror. She began to freshen up in a
sudden hurry as the seat belt light came on with an announcement
from the pilot of decent into Heathrow.

In the US the
dust had not settled, from his Chicago base Nino Ferraro accepted
audience from his right hand man, the head of the US mafia Ferraro
communicated by mouth only and was completely unaware the blow
dealt to the organisation. Although news was slow the organisation
maintained stealth leaving high risk operations to associate
mobsters willing to take risk for high gain in the modern age of
information transfer.

Ferraro
surrounded himself with pictures of his family, furniture and
antiques handed down by his father life mafia member and
industrialist. Balding and overweight the devout mobster carried on
a tradition that was used to confronting and heartbreaking history.
His shiny leather shoes and spats, double breasted suit and
waistcoat in chequered tweed gave the impression of a movie set to
the uneducated, as in reality it was a statement of continued
existence. Walking into his office was like stepping into a time
warp right down to the wood panelling along the walls and crystal
chandelier. The room hidden away at the top of a high rise was in
complete contention with layout and design of modern architecture
reflected in the building that supported it. He felt safer high
above the bustling mayhem that was Chicago as it raced along
falling over itself to endure. Buying members of the authorities
was becoming difficult but with the right people a healthy
relationship remained assisted by radical elements from the Middle
East. Supplying underworld information to assist keeping the system
one step ahead of terror something Ferraro despised created
equilibrium, and if one appeased the powers to be without going to
far business was possible.

He sucked on a
mega cigar sitting sideways in his high back chair bearing a crest
of the family above his head, his right hand man knocked. "Avanti."
"Come in." The Italian language was used with official affairs to
further bolster a secure transfer of information.

He aid greeted
him removing his trilby holding his full length raincoat over his
arm surrendering his firearm prior to accessing the Ferraro's den.
He bowed and Ferraro allowed him to kiss his solid gold right hand
finger bearing the crest of the family. "Il mio don ho notizie."
"My don I have news."

Nino gestured
with his hand. "Sedere." "Sit."

"I stand mio
don." "I will stand my don."

Ferraro put
down his cigar in a gold ash tray on his right, he sat up forwards
looking squint eyed and fearsome. "La notizia è male" "The news is
bad." His man looked at the floor in silence and Ferraro drew anger
raising his voice. "Tell mio che guardo come un cazzo di muto, che
cosa è così male che è evitare i miei occhi come un vigliacco."
"Tell my do I look like a dumb fuck, what is so bad you avoid my
eyes like a coward."

His man looked
up, his face held regret. "Abbiamo perso tre." "We have lost
three."

"Associare?"
"Associates?"

His man shook
his head. "No."

Ferraro slowly
stood pushing himself up, his knuckles on the desk, he wore a look
of stone fear. "Famiglia?" "Family?" His man nodded, Ferraro
shouted beginning a fit of rage. "Chi, vieni sul cazzo mi dica!"
"Who, come on fucking tell me!"

His man drew a
big breath sighing with his hand over his chin. "Ricardo, Enzo
and." He hesitated, Ferraro's eyes turned to fire his man swallowed
his adam's apple rising and falling. "Tuo fratello Lino." "Your
brother Lino."

Ferraro slowly
sat down his palms on the table, he gazed into space for a while.
"Aveva diciannove anni, Santa Madre di Dio. Chi ha fatto questo lo
sappiamo." "He was nineteen, holy mother of god. Who did this do we
know."

"Informazioni
di Bronson non erano dal Medio Oriente, è venuto attraverso il
Medio Oriente dalla Russia. Era infatti dal MI6 britannico
dell'intelligence militare. Qualcuno fottuto passaparola giù la
linea." "Bronson's information was not from the Middle East, it
came through the Middle East from Russia. It was in fact military
intelligence from British MI6. Somebody fucked up word of mouth
down the line."

Ferraro sat
with his elbow on the table, the palm of his hand on his forehead
as he looked down at his desk. "Cazzo John Stanton." "Fucking John
Stanton."

His man shock
his head. "No, il FBI ha Bisca; mi lasciarono vivo per portare
questo messaggio. Prendi il tuo cazzo diritto di fatti." "No, the
FBI hit the gambling den; they left me alive to bring this message.
Get your fucking facts right."

Ferraro rubbed
the centre of his forehead with his finger tips eyes closed. He
gestured with his hand. "Devo dire Mama perso il nostro ragazzo,
questo è colpa mia. Andare, annullare la spedizione e tirare
indietro la famiglia. Organizzare un incontro con i nostri
collaboratori. Andare, andare in congedo me a piangere." "I have to
tell Mama I lost our boy, this is my fault. Go, cancel the
shipment, and pull the family back. Arrange a meeting with our
associates. Go, go on leave me to cry."

His man bowed
his head, turned and left.

In London Bella
Elizabeth met with Bruce Hurst at Vauxhall Cross SIS headquarters,
locked away in an interview room a tired Bella gathered a picture
of progress. “We were right Bella, far as we can asses the FBI got
the message, as you arrived they raided a mafia gambling den
belonging to Nino Ferraro. Someone supplied the information from an
anonymous source regarding the location of the den, no prizes for
guessing who. Initial reports read they got Ferraro’s young brother
and two other indirect members of the family. A bit heavy I feel
after what Ferraro has assisted in at times.”

“John
intervened you think.”

“Come on Bella
he knows where you are twenty four seven.”

“I haven’t seen
him for years, he’s forgotten I exist.”

Hurst chuckled
shaking his head with a hint of a smile. “Loyal to the last you
pair, seen him or not Bella you two are joined at the hip. It’ll
never be over until one of you is dead; even then the survivor will
hold both of your souls. He jumped in when you were leaving on the
plane, our channels were blocked. Wherever he is Bella he watches
over you like a hawk.”

Bella looked
away, she pulled her long coat around her holding it together at
the lapels under her chin staring into space. “He’s on my shoulder
all the time, I hope he can only see the facts, god Bruce I miss
him.”

“I miss seeing
him but he’s still here.”

“Can I go
now?”

Hurst threw a
folder down on the table. “You’ll need Rose in on this one. This
man deserves to go to jail and live in hell but unfortunately it’s
been handed to us for action. See what you think when you read all
about it, take your time and make sure you get it right he’s about
to sell some of our military hardware to Libya.”

Bella picked up
the folder sliding it in the side pocket of her bag and zipping it
up. “I’m beat Bruce not as young as I used to be.”

“You look like
you’re a teen Bell, the place hallows in silence when you walk
through.”

“One day I’m
going to be old Bruce.”

“Not today
Bell, not today.”

Bella smiled
touching Hurst on the hand across the table. “God I miss him, but
not today.”

They laughed
together and Bella left for home.


 CHAPTER FOUR

Pimlico in the
jurisdiction of Westminster City council, by the nineteenth
century, and as a result of an increase in demand for property in
the previously unfashionable West End of London following the Great
Plague of London and the Great Fire of London, Pimlico had become
ripe for development. In 1825, Thomas Cubit a master builder the
first to employ many trades to complete construction by dealing
with one company was contracted by Lord Grosvenor to develop
Pimlico. The land up to this time had been marshy but was reclaimed
using soil excavated during the construction of St Katherine's
Dock.

Cubitt
developed Pimlico as a grid of handsome white stucco terraces. The
largest and most opulent houses were built along St George's Drive
and Belgrave Road, the two principal streets, and Eccleston,
Warwick and St George's Square. Lupus Street contained similarly
grand houses, as well as shops and, until the early twentieth
century, a hospital for women and children. Smaller-scale
properties, typically of three storey line the side streets. An
1877 newspaper article described Pimlico as 'genteel, sacred to
professional men… not rich enough to luxuriate in Belgravia proper,
but rich enough to live in private houses.' Its inhabitants were
'more lively than in Kensington… and yet a cut above Chelsea, which
is only commercial.'

Through the
late nineteenth century, Pimlico saw the construction of several
Peabody Estates, charitable housing projects designed to provide
affordable, quality homes. Proximity to the Houses of Parliament
made Pimlico a centre of political activity. Prior to 1928, the
Labour Party and Trade Union Congress shared offices on Eccleston
Square, and it was here in 1926 that the great general strike was
organised.

In the mid
1930s Pimlico saw a second wave of development with the
construction of Dolphin Square, a self-contained "city" of 1,250 up
market flats built on the site formerly occupied by Cubitt's
building works. Completed in 1937, it quickly became popular with
MPs and public servants. It was home to fascist Oswald Mosley until
his arrest in 1940, and the headquarters of the Free French for
much of the Second World War.

Pimlico
survived the war with its essential character intact, although
parts sustained significant bomb damage. Through the 1950s these
areas were the focus of large-scale redevelopment as the Churchill
Gardens and Lillington Gardens estates, and many of the larger
Victorian houses were converted to hotels and other uses. Pimlico
was connected to the underground in 1972 as a late addition to the
Victoria line. Following the designation of a conservation area in
1968 extended in 1973 and again in 1990, the area has seen
extensive regeneration. Successive waves of development have given
Pimlico an interesting social mix, combining exclusive restaurants
and residences with Westminster City Council run facilities. Being
close to Vauxhall Cross some Victorian terraced homes hold secrets
below and adjacent to them, some in rows of up to four are quiet,
one may enter through the front door of one but live four doors
down following a maze of hidden panels and tunnels. The unit used
for entry laden with misleading information strewn within its lived
in look, sophisticated alarm and surveillance systems monitor
coming and going. One may enter and never be seen to leave, but be
sipping coffee at a nearby restaurant reasonably assured of secure
presence, it is no place for the misguided or evil should they
stalk the elite.

It took Bella
only minutes to access her dwelling, taken by black cab she entered
a fashionable terraced home and vanished. As she activated the
security and surveillance systems feeding her living area the
silence and solitude bit at her resolve. Her house companion Rose
Fleming was out busy assisting the elite, it would be some hours
before Rose returned. Bella tired and lonely lay in bed reading a
romance novel, her eyelids became heavy just as passages in the
book took her back to her childhood, and she faded into a deep
sleep recalling the past in her dreams;

It was her
first recollection of life, walking through an open gate in a
hedgerow towering above her head, she dragged her well worn dolly
with her she was just short of primary school age wearing a fresh
flowery dress bubbling out held up by a multi layer petticoat her
jet black hair down to her buttocks. She found her playmate among
the blooming roses of the neighbours garden the Stanton’s. She also
found her arch enemy and nemesis Jodi Simpson, with equally long
blonde hair, Andy Pandy outfit and Paddington bear teddy in tow,
Jodi fought tooth and nail for the attention of her playmate
neighbour hailing from the dwelling to the opposite side of Bella.
“John you said you would play with me today,” said Bella.

John looked up
at her, sitting on the lawn hidden from their parents view having a
mock picnic with Jodi he defended his ploy. His short back and
sides haircut, white shirt and braces holding up grey shorts, with
black socks and mirror polished shoes John Stanton nearly five was
hardly a fashion statement but street competition for his affection
was intense. “We can play together can’t we Jodi,” he replied. Jodi
turned her head looking away from the black haired blue eyed beauty
from the evil lair beyond the ghostly hedge, to acknowledge her
would release the monster she kept in the hedge to scare Jodi away,
Jodi refused to yield.

Bella sat down
next to Jodi with her head to one side and a puzzled look. Jodi
looked around saw the demanding monster from next door but one,
although she had never been in Bella’s garden she believed her
house looked to be the same as the Munster’s from the TV show. She
sometimes spoke in a foreign language, she was sure it was the same
as the green men from the moon. Jodi got up, looked daggers at John
and stormed off dragging her teddy behind her. “Can I have some
tea,” asked Bella.

John smiled at
her. “Okay,” he replied in a depressed tone. Bella had triumphed.
Jodi occasionally came to the picket fence dividing the Stanton and
Simpson property and peered at the pair playing on the lawn. Bella
pulled faces at her and Jodi became agitated.

“John,” she
shouted. “Can I play with you later?”

John turned
around, he stood and looked at her his hand over his eyes to shade
the sun. “Yes,” he shouted back. Bella gathered her dolly, she
dragged it in a huff to the gate under the hedge, she turned around
and stared at Jodi peering at her over the picket fence making
faces and performing strange dances. John sat down and talked to
his teddy the only one left to finish the picnic. Jodi threw her
teddy to the ground disgusted with Bella’s taunts from the
outskirts of the monster house. She picked it up and stood with her
hands on her hips staring at Bella, Bella returned the look her
eyes sparkling with triumph. She felt a strange tingling in her
loins, she had no idea why but she felt good. Jodi’s heart was low,
she gazed at Bella planning her next move on John Stanton. The
stage had been set for a lifelong battle that would at times plunge
both their lives into kayos.

The three were
sent to the same primary school, a public institution not far from
their homes, Jodi’s parents were newspaper reporters and Bella and
Johns fathers worked together putting Jodi at a disadvantage as the
Stanton’s and Fonteyn’s often dined together and Bella could
monopolise John’s attention. This only bolstered Jodi’s resolve and
she in the later years of primary school attended the same class as
John, he sat behind her pulling her long pony tails, she complained
getting John into trouble, this attracted Johns attention and Jodi
pounced monopolising John’s affection.

The first year
of high school and the three again ended up in the same playground
only this time a third girl threw her hat in the ring working for
John’s attention, Pauline Hail a brunette. Developed beyond her
years John found cleavages and shapely behinds eye-catching, sick
of the ridiculous and difficult circumstances displayed by Bella
and Jodi he turned to Pauline. She was most accommodating in
allowing John access to her body to explore the different
expenditures adorning the female physic. Bella and Jodi united
becoming the best of friends, they turned on John by mid high
school began dating John’s friends in an effort to regain his
attention. John caught Pauline half naked with two senior boys
behind a hedgerow after school, he became angry beating both the
senior boys to submission, John’s father had already made his arms
and legs deadly weapons.

John was hurt,
his feelings had began to run deep for Pauline but things would pan
out that destiny had prevailed as Pauline became the school bike
and Bella and Jodi the school beauties, just to be seen talking to
the pair was hip. Jodi was on every committee the school had and
the head editor of the school newspaper advised and driven by her
parents. John admired Jodi’s stance as he became the most feared
boy in school, the cross the line of acceptable social behaviour
may induce the corrective stance of John Stanton as he watched over
the pair of beauties like a lion protecting his harem. Two senior
boys attacked Jodi after school whilst she walked home with Bella,
they arrived on their bikes coaxing Jodi into a park with
cigarettes. They pinned her down removing her blouse and playing
with her breast, they fondled her private parts under her dress and
as about to remove her knickers saw the ominous shadow of John
Stanton standing in the low afternoon sun. For the first time John
realised he loved Jodi, he decimated the attackers injuring them
badly, the police arrived and the attackers were taken away and so
was John. Bella consoled Jodi and they attended the police station,
John’s father arrived and amid yelling a screaming John was
released without charge. His father made him promise he would never
allow condoning such behaviour no matter what the police could do.
John noticed his father had some kind of overpowering presence with
the police, this puzzled him, he knew his father worked for the
government but pinpointing his activity was difficult, his father
said nothing even when asked, he just smiled.

John from that
time on never left Jodi and Bella’s side, John made sure Jodi’s
attackers lived in hell and they moved away. With one year of high
school to go John told Jodi he loved her and wanted to marry her,
Jodi was overjoyed and Bella hid her desolation well discussing
wedding plans and Bella agreed to be bridesmaid. As the sixth year
of high school approached Jodi suffered a heartbreaking blow, Bella
and John would be sent to a military boarding school to the north
of London. Bella was overjoyed and began stalking her prey, John
had a certain atmosphere about him and she learnt to accommodate
it. John promised Jodi on return after graduation he would
immediately marry his childhood sweetheart.

Whilst away
Bella went to work on John, she was the first girl he saw naked, he
just looked at her in awe, he thought she was the most beautiful
form he had ever seen just turning into a women. She was the first
to summon an orgasm other than himself by playing with and
manipulating John’s genitals, she found she was good at it, so good
John became addicted. They did everything pulling up short of full
intercourse; John became hooked on his daily bought of intense
sexual pleasure supplied by Bella and was respective of her
determination to remain a virgin. Bella showed him how to return an
orgasm without having intercourse with Bella, he spent hours with
his tongue buried in Bella’s vagina and loved having her sit on his
face watching her ample bosom sway around above him.

They were
suddenly separated toward graduation for a few months arriving home
on the same day, John embraced Jodi, she had turned into a vision,
he was speechless. His childhood sweetheart had turned into the
most beautiful woman he had seen, she was also a reporter for the
local newspaper and committee chair for a young political group. A
wedding was hastily arranged and the strain could be seen in
Bella’s face as she backed up the promise to be Jodi’s
bridesmaid.

Bella found
herself different in many ways to Jodi, Jodi wanted family,
children, Bella wanted John no strings attached, she grappled with
who she and wondered what to do. The night before the wedding Bella
attended Jodi’s hens night and amazed the gathered by inducing
absolute mayhem in the male stripper by just standing over him with
no knickers on, he masturbated himself as she wore the look of a
vixen seducing him with her eyes. She lifted her dress to just
short of her pubic hair and dropped the front of her dress her
breasts heaving up and down as she looked down at his naked body,
he went wild wanking himself, he beckoned her onto his cock but she
refused stepping away. For a more experienced member of the party
it was a bit to much, she dropped her knickers in front of him as
he slid his hand up and down his massive dick, removed her top
hastily so her breasts hang out of her clothing and lowered herself
down over the wide eyed young man, he let out a moan of
gratification as she lowered herself slowly down on his shaft
swallowing up his rock hard shaft. He grabbed her bouncing breasts
as she lunged up and down on him yelping and squealing, Bella found
herself tingling all over, the action was hidden by the healthy
young women’s dress, she crouched down behind her and lifted it up
revealing the action. Her reproductive organs hassled her as she
watched mesmerised by the spectacle, she played with his balls and
he screamed in appreciation as the group looked on in silence never
seeing such behaviour before. The young women screamed out fuck me
you bastard fuck me, this excited Bella even more and without
warning she sat limp on the floor after a resounding orgasm.

The young man
blew roaring like a bull at the top of his voice, his partner
climbed off unsatisfied she sat on the lounge with her legs apart
masturbating with a face of contentment. Two more moved in on the
young man begging to strip off manipulating his cock reinstituting
an erection hoping to continue the action.

Jodi found she
was prudish watching from the back of the crowd, she noticed
Bella’s behaviour and coaxed her to the corner of the room watching
the action. “Did you orgasm Bella?”

“Yes,” she said
still revelling in the endorphin rush her eyes sparkling like fire
leaning against the wall supporting her half limp body. “God you
look like it, what’s it like?”

“What do you
think it looks like?”

“I’m going
home, the girls are having a ball with this guy, how’s the size of
his dick. I’ll know what it feels like when I look like you by this
time tomorrow.”

“Mmm, I’m going
home to, I don’t want to be sucked into this we have a big day
tomorrow.”

They left
bidding everyone farewell with limited response as another of the
girls mounted the smiling young man, it was over his time limit but
he said he could stay a bit longer and assured them this time he
would stay hard for as many of them as wanted it, Bella noted the
hold the women possessed over the stripper.

Bella decided
to walk the short distance home and Jodi whom had absconded from
drinking for the night drove straight home. Bella drunk but not so
merry contemplated the future as she walked slowly home, a taxi
pulled up beside her, it was John on his way home from a get
together with friends. He refused a prostitute offered by the party
leaving her to the party attendees, he became board as they lined
up to gang bang the smiling tart. He left to rest for tomorrow’s
ceremony. “Bella, what on earth are you doing, get in here, walking
around in the middle of the night good god women.”

She climbed in
closed the door and the cab moved off. She embraced John and
started crying on his shoulder whispering in his ear. “Please take
me somewhere so we can talk, tomorrow I loose you for ever, don’t
you know I love you.”

John held her
out in front of him. “Bella, I love you in a different way, I lust
after you, this can be confusing.”

“Please John,
you’d do it for Jodi if the roles were reversed.”

“I’ll walk with
you. Driver pull up please.” John paid the driver and they walked
down the dimly lit streets, with only a couple of hundred metres to
go Bella had little time to discuss things. She convinced John to
enter her parent's house and talk for a while longer, her parents
were away due back from France in the morning for the weeding.
Bella took John into the lounge room, they sat next to each other
on the couch, John had been drinking something he knew he didn’t do
well thus he avoided it but a few drinks were expected on the cusp
of his wedding and the bourbon had eroded his responsibility. Bella
knew John’s weakness, her training for a place in military
intelligence kicked in. She got John another drink left him a few
minutes to freshen up as she put it. She returned wearing just a
silky white t shirt, sheer see through and stopping at her lower
buttocks, her pure black pussy flashed now and then and her nipples
stuck out hardened by stalking her prey. She began to find more
things out about whom she was, she had kept herself a virgin for
John and she intended to fulfil the goal. The anticipation of sex
excited her, her face held the look of an alluring vixen and she
lost control.

John watched as
she walked around the room bending over at the entertainment system
revealing her vagina and stroking her hands down the front of her
garment tightening around her full hard breasts her hard nipples
protruding. John lost control, the area of responsibility turned
off by the flow of alcohol was bypassed by the power of lust and
passion. He put his drink down on the coffee table by the couch a
six seater leather model heavily padded and comfortable and stood
up. “Bella, god you’re beautiful.”

She rushed to
him kneeling levelling her face at his fly, she unzipped his
trousers, undid his belt and gently dropped his pants and jocks to
the ground, he kicked them away. He was fully primed, his erection
stuck straight out, she forced the weapon into her mouth to taking
the head down her throat, she manipulated her tonsils and he
groaned. She wasted no time in pulling up her t shirt as she stood
dropping it to the floor beside her, she dropped his jacket from
his shoulders, and it feel to the floor. She unbuttoned his shirt,
he hastily disconnected his cuff links, she rolled it off her
shoulders rubbing nipples on his chest as the shirt floated to the
floor. He sat down and ripped off his shoes and socks, she lay on
the couch and opened her legs wide. “You going to bonk me
Bella?”

She beckoned
with her finger. “No, you’re going to bonk me.” He gently knelt
between her legs, rationality took a poor second as the alcohol
continued to dull his senses and he looked upon the body of a
goddess. As he lowered himself on top of her she grabbed his penis
guiding it to the lips of her vagina, the head of his shaft sat
poised at the entrance to her love canal just sitting between the
lips. He picked the back of her head up so she could see their
genitalia and slowly pushed his penis home straight to the back of
her cavity, she squealed in pain as her virginity fell, she looked
in his eyes and he buried his tongue into her mouth and began
thrusting. She grabbed him around the arms and chest squeezing as
hard as she could, trying to drain every sperm cell she could from
his body. “Oh John, how I’ve wanted you, oh my god I’m ah ah ah
ahhhh.” She burst into short breaths as after only a few minutes
she orgasmed like never before, it sent her around the room, into
orbit and back again. John lunged on propping himself up clear of
her admiring her sweating torso, he speed up faster and faster his
eyes opened as big as dinner plates and for the first time he
orgasmed inside a woman. He feel on top of her gasping for breath
leaving his penis in her love canal, they both fell complexly limp
check to check. He caressed her supple young skin up and down the
side of her torso, she purred like a kitten. She felt a burning
sensation in to the back of her vagina, she felt dominated,
womanised, satisfied. They lay there for ten minutes rewarded
beyond there wildest dreams, John climbed off her and looked upon
her form, he glowing eyes ogling his hardening penis. She stood up,
lent over leaning with her hands on one of the couch arms. “Try
this tiger, I’ve seen it on movies, just push on my pussy with your
cock.” John lined up behind her, he stood back admiring the perfect
lines and milky skin, her hair flowing down over her arms onto the
couch. She threw her hair over one side and looked back at him.
“Come on give it to me I fucking love it beyond your imagination.”
He fronted her buttocks, fumbled the head of his cock around
finding her slit and pushed burying his cock deep into her. “Oh, I
can feel it right up inside me, go John.” He thrust away trying to
find a pace that gave maximum satisfaction but inexperience and
anticipation he went berserk, Bella squealed and yelped, semen
production in his testicles skyrocketed and he delivered a pounding
blow to the here vulva, breathless he bent over laying on her back
still buried in her now sopping wet pussy. They feel sideways onto
the couch, John refused to allow his manhood to leave her pussy and
he held her perky thirty eight inch breasts for leverage. She
arranged herself sitting on his lap without loosing his cock. “Fuck
John we’re good, this is fucking mind blowing what the fuck have I
been doing wanking myself.” She manipulated her buttocks up and
down on his lap without lifting her arse and found a new sensation.
“Oh god John.” She threw her hair around all over the place, it
excited him and he again hardened.

“God Bella,
what a fucking habit you are. I’ve dreamed about how this would
feel, I was a long way short of expectation.”

“When you’re
fucking Jodi tomorrow night you’ll think of me.” She smiled under
her hair, her eyes lit up and the vixen rose to the surface. How
long can you stay?”

“Until I can’t
fuck you any more.”

Her face lit up
hidden from his gaze and she began to lift her arse from his lap.
“My turn.”

He moaned with
delight. “You fucking insanely horny bitch.”

She reacted,
her nostrils flared, she speed up. “Say something nasty again, I
liked it.”

“I said you
fucking insanely horny bitch,” he slapped her right buttock. She
discovered new things by the second, she yelped and threw her head
around.

“John, please
more.”

“What cock or
abuse.”

“Both, I’m
going to come.”

“Fuck, you
aught see your arse going up and down on my cock its fucking
unreal, we’ve waited so long. You insatiable bitch, you love being
fucked don’t you.”

“Yes, yes yess
yessss I do. Ah ah ah ahh ahhhh.” Bella orgasmed delivering a mass
of seminal fluid running down his shaft and gathering in the sealed
crevice between his legs, her vagina pulsated. The fluid exchange
gathered between his legs just below his testicles and he dipped
his fingers in it and spread it over her breasts, she purred with
contentment as he rubbed it into her breasts and round her nipples.
She lay back on his chest and he lay back limp on the backrest of
the couch. “Lay down, I have an idea.” They lay down on the
generous couch beside each other John on the outside tinkering on
the edge. She put her top leg over his buttocks opening her vagina
to his loins. “Your hard again,” She grabbed his penis poising it
for entry. “Push.” She yelped as it made contact and drove into her
pussy. She fiddled with his balls as he pumped, only half his cock
per thrust entered and the angle pulled it across the top of her
clit. “Oh my fucking god result.” He pumped away for ten minutes
moving his arse from one side to the other at times again having
Bella play another tune. She pulled her buttock’s back and dropped
his penis out, she carefully turned over and stuck her buttocks
out. “Go on, you won’t last long like this men love it in the
movies I’ve watched.” He carefully identified the centre of what he
thought was her vaginal lips with the head of his penis and thrust
it straight in, “Oh, that’s my arse.”

“Oh shit.”

“Exactly, down
a bit.” He fumbled around lubricant causing a lack of feel. “Oh,
that’s it.” He thrust and in he dived her buttocks buried deep in
his stomach, he left her buttocks contacting his torso and pumped
away feeling the beautiful texture of both cheeks of her arse on
his lower stomach six pack. She was right he let go another blast
of sperm cells, she put both her hand over her face screaming with
ecstasy, he ran his fingers over her rock hard nipples and whilst
delivering his fresh load she orgasmed. They lay perfectly still,
his penis half hard still inside her, enjoying the reward of
adrenalin and endorphin in complete satisfaction they fell into a
deep sleep still connected.

John Stanton
woke, it was just getting light, he noticed his faculties had not
yet pulled up to full speed. He looked for Bella, her clothes were
lying around but she was gone. He dressed then walked the house
looking for her, he heard her throwing up in the bathroom, he
knocked on the door. “Bella, are you okay. Can I come in?”

There was an
immediate response from Bella. “No, I had too much to drink and I’m
sick.”

“Can I get you
anything?”

“No, you better
get going, I’ll see you at the church.”

“Okay,” he
hesitated his hands on the door. “Bella I’m sorry.”

“I’m not, nor
should you be.” She heaved again.

“Bell come on
love you okay.”

“I have to stop
drinking I don’t know when to stop, I’ll be okay.”

“I love you
Bella.”

“I love you
John.” Stanton left walking to his parent house next door and
prepared for the wedding.

The wedding
went off without a hitch, Bella kept vacating to the bathroom still
dry reaching and Jodi exited the church Mrs Jodi Stanton. The
newlyweds left to a secret location not far away for their wedding
night, so much in love John thought of Bella briefly while making
love to his wife. The experience was completely different, Jodi was
serene and gentle, loving and emotional, they handled each other
with reserve consummating their vows then sleeping in tight
embrace. They walked along a local beach the next morning, attended
a shopping centre discussing nursery design and layout, then
returned to further consummate festivities before heading back
home.

Jodi settled
straight into married life establishing themselves in a flat
adjoining the Simpsons property and owned by the media workers
assisting early financial burdens. John and Jodi were to move to
London to accommodate Johns work commitments and before John left
he knocked on Bella’s parent’s door still believing Bella lived
there. Her mother invited him in but he refused not wanting to
spend much time from his wife or alert her to his visit. He was
surprised to hear the reply, John speaking fluent French listened
to her.

"Bella quitte
le lendemain de vous marier, vous m'avez cassé son cœur mais il ne
peut pas être aidé. Elle vient nous voir une fois par semaine de
Londres. Aucun doute vous rencontrerez son John là et puis nous
verrons ce qui se passe." "Bella left the day after you married,
you have broken her heart but it cannot be helped. She comes to see
us once a week from London. No doubt you will run into her there
John and then we will see what happens."

"Où vit-elle?"
"Where does she live?"

"Vous verrez
elle au travail" "You will see her at work."

Stanton's face
turned to stone. "Non, ça ne peut pas être" "No, that can't
be."

"Ne jamais
sous-estimer Bella, si elle ne peut pas obtenir ce qu'elle veut,
qu'elle va le prendre. Elle a rejoint les rangs du MI6, son père
lui a dit ce que vous faites." "Never underestimate Bella, if she
can't get what she wants she will take it. She has joined the ranks
of MI6, her father told her what you do."

"Oh mon Dieu
pas" "Oh my god no."

"Elle n'est pas
bien et va passer du temps travaillant en France avant de regagner
Londres, vos pères sont des hommes puissants. Vous ne pouvez pas
voir son pendant un certain temps, mais elle sera de retour, va
vous occuper d'elle pour moi elle est tout ce que nous avons de
John." "She is not well and will spend some time working in France
before returning to London, your fathers are powerful men. You may
not see her for some time but she will return, will you look after
her for me John she is all we have."

Stanton gazed
into space as if defeated, an emotion he had never had to deal
with. He nodded solemnly. "Oui, je vous promets Mme Fonteyn, ta
fille viendra jamais nuire à." "Yes, I promise Mrs Fonteyn, your
daughter will never come to harm."

"Votre présence
a bouleversé moi, je dois y aller pleurer, s'il vous plaît
excusez-moi John Stanton et que Dieu soit avec vous que nous ne
pouvons pas." "Your presence has upset me, I must go cry, please
excuse me John Stanton and may god be with you as we cannot." She
gently closed the door.

Stanton stood
there for a few seconds his stare fixed on the closed door, a
crushing defeat and no way to fix it. Two feelings he had never
experienced fear and defeat, he now knew both and didn't like it.
He walked down the steps. Bella's mother watched walk away in tears
from the cover of the lace curtains, she knew what he would become;
John Stanton young and ambitious had no idea what he would develop
into.


 CHAPTER FIVE

Bella locked in
the solace of a deep sleep flew just above the water of the English
channel, no plane, no wings just the warm wind on her face and the
sun in her eyes, she wore a voluntary smile as she fell deeper into
reminiscence;

Just off the
coast in the South of France, a hospital in the Port of St Peters
on the Isle of Guernsey Bella gave birth to a bouncing baby boy,
she named him John Winston. Her father Jacques arranged for a
female member of the, on the island French Secret Service to watch
over her during the pregnancy and birth, her father made sure she
was clear to withdraw by air or sea, close enough to French
authorities for assistance and on British soil as Guernsey battled
for independence. French operative Louise LeGrande, a deadly
assassin not much older than his daughter became a close friend of
Bella’s as she watched over her, and Bella learnt much from their
lazy days talking on the beachfront. Bella found the experience of
birth to be a rewarding one and not an ordeal as she expected. She
befriended Louise’s brother Gerard, he assisted in the child’s
welfare and fell madly in love with Bella, they married and Bella
returned to London with Gerard. Her boy safe with his step father
Bella entered the corridors of Westminster enlisted with MI6 and
began to hunt down her man. She initially worked around the Foreign
office tracking down the misguided and extracting information for
action by MI central, she became very good at it and well connected
in the process. Bella was afforded privileges no other operative
could access in the corridors of power, men melted in her presence
and she found the extraction of male seminal fluid loosened the
tongue. Her services became invaluable, she began to deal direct to
a man called Albert Hollis chairman of the security committee.

John Stanton
proved to be a hard man to find, nothing was written of him, no one
spoke of him, she never saw him but she knew he was there. Time
passed and Bella was transferred to counter espionage along side
Bruce Hurst, she knew Bruce from military school and she chipped
away at him for news of John. His answer was he was always away
somewhere and we do not speak of him.

Bella assigned
to a Russian diplomat attending talks in London discovered top
level secret documents about to leave the country. She seduced him
and while he rested searched his cases discovering the paperwork,
she read through it and became concerned, not only for it leaving
British soil but the grave content displaying disregard for the
wealth of the British public. Enraged by both sides, the Russians
for spying, the treason on someone’s behalf in Westminster and the
blatant grab for masses of public revenue for no other reason than
greed, she disabled the sleeping Russian diplomat with chloroform
and drowned him in the bath while unconscious. She emptied a vodka
bottle down the toilet in of the Hotel state room, cleaned it and
placed his palms and fingers all over it, leaving the bottle lying
on the floor beside the bath. She left other partially filled
liquor bottles strew about the apartment remembering from her
target brief sheet the man was a heavy drinker. She poured some of
the liquor down the mans throat, she wasn’t really sure what she
was doing but mustered every conceivable method she had been taught
during training. She cleaned the room up and left the phone book
open at pages relating to escort agencies and prostitution, she
dusted prints from anywhere she thought she had put her hands. She
took possession of the brief case containing the stolen
intelligence, for some reason she entered the bathroom and looked
at the man with distain and comfort before leaving the hotel making
sure she handled the door knobs carefully with gloves remembering
she had not touched them.

Taking a taxi
from clear of hotel leaving from a back entrance she held the case
beside her and wondered what to do, she wondered whom to trust,
only two names came to mind, Bruce Hurst and Albert Hollis. She
called Bruce away from the foreign office meeting him in St James
Park adjacent to the foreign office on a bench under oak trees. He
was keen to see why Bella had been so short on the phone using no
greeting nor saying goodbye. Bruce found the beauty clutching a
brief case on her lap and sat beside her. “Bell, what’s so
important you suddenly loose your manners, weren’t you on some
Russian guy supposed to cheer him up sending him home with glowing
reports on our diplomatic approach.”

“Yes.”

“Well how was
it?”

“He’s dead, I
murdered him.”

Bruce didn’t
think he heard right so he lent toward her offering one ear. “What
was that?”

“I said I
fucking murdered him.”

“That’s what I
thought you said, I know you well Bell you must have a reason.”

She opened the
case, looked around to see if the area was clear and handed some
papers to Bruce, he spent a minute or so going through them. “Holy
fucking shit he had these.”

“Yes.”

He looked at
her, covered from head to toe in a full length black woollen coat
to keep out the cold her face gave the influence of pure innocence
and beauty her hair flowing over her shoulders. “How messy was
it.”

“I carry
chloroform in a small bottle, knocked him out with it then drowned
him in the bath, he’s a heavy drinker so I made it look like an
accident.”

“Brilliant.”
She looked depressed and forlorn. “What’s wrong Bell.”

“I’m a fucking
pincushion.”

Bruce took the
case and put the paper’s back closing it up. He looked at the
ground. “Your all we have Bell, you’re the ultimate weapon. If it
gets to much you must let us know.”

“Do you know
how many so called gentlemen I fucked this year, I actually enjoyed
killing that prick. I sat on him, two fucking strokes and he blew
everywhere, don’t they fuck in Russia.” Bruce allowed her to let
off steam. “God Bruce I want John.”

“He’s away
Bell.”

“He’s always
away, what the fuck.”

Hurst drew a
big breath and sighed still looking at the ground. “He’s becoming a
dangerous man Bell, even the department are fearful of him. We need
to go see Albert with this, someone will cop it big time.”

“Haven’t they
got enough money, is this stuff true, public money.”

“Provably,
you’re starting to sound like John.”

“So you have
seen him.”

Bruce looked at
her with a huffy smile. “Come on Bell walk to West Palace with me,
Albert has been given an office there, I think he wanted to move.”
Bella hadn’t heard him, he touched her shoulder. “Bell.”

She looked
round. “Sorry.”

“Why don’t you
do something for yourself in all this, make yourself happy.”

“What do you
mean,” she looked puzzled and Bruce didn’t quite know how to put
it.

“Have a think
about it Bell, if you see something nice have it.” She smiled and
looked away, a smile you would expect from a stalking vixen. “Come
on lets go I wont tell anyone well knock on Albert’s door see
what’s going on.”

On the walk to
Westminster Parliamentary Palace Bruce managed to cheer Bella up,
he diverted her attention to facts at hand and unannounced entered
Alberts outer office greeting his secretary, she informed them he
was alone and not to be disturbed but they knocked anyway as she
expected them to.

Albert Hollis
held his phone call holding the mouthpiece to his shoulder. He
thought it would be his secretary. “Come in.” Bella and Hurst
walked in, closed the door and stood in front of him. “God lord,”
he returned to the phone. “I’ll call you back,” he put the receiver
down. He lent back in his chair locking his fingers together in
front of him. “This must be important.”

Hurst pulled
papers from the case and handed them to him. “It is.”

They waited in
silence as Albert read and flicked through the pages, he looked up
at them occasionally. “Where did you get this?”

“Bella got it
sir, the Russian diplomat Kinevac in town for top level talks
with…”

“Ah, so it was
you. Pretty clean the police are saying he drowned in the bath
drunk. Did you do that?”

“Yes I did
sir,” replied Bella.


“Congratulations Bella, he was due to die in a plane crash on the
way home, what you’ve done is far more palatable.” He threw the
paperwork on the table. “How are you feeling Bella, killing a
person can be quite a burden.”

She pouted and
shook her head. “Fine, what a bastard, where did he get that
stuff.”

“Ah, now we
come to your next job Bella, have you shown this to anyone
else.”

“No just Bruce
and you.”

“Then we have
the element of surprise for only the three of us known. This is the
last cherry as John Stanton would say, oh, I’m sorry Bella.” Bella
strained a smile and a short nod. “We’ve been watching the man who
we believe passed this on for some time, now there can be no doubt,
this intelligence is planted and false.”

“Thank god for
that,” said Bella.

“Mmm, what the
Russian’s would like to think was going on. It’s sad, he’s a rich
man, family, I have no answers. He must be sanctioned, this is not
the first time and he’s been warned. He’s off to France, a
conference in Paris, I was going to give this to John but you’re
available and obviously effective. What do you think Bella?”

Bella nodded,
Hollis opened a top draw of his desk and pulled out a file, he slid
it across to Bella and she picked it up and opened it, she studied
the photo. “Oh, this is goi…”

Hollis
interrupted. “Bella, absolute silence, as an assassin you are now
officially without identity. You will plan and do the job alone
then return to me when finished.”

“Yes sir.”

“Do a good job
for us Bella and you may end up with John.”

She looked up
from the folder, her face lit up. ”Really.”

“Really, you
pair could become the most effective assassins we have.”

Bruce looked
concerned. “Is that wise sir.”

“Wise, I am
becoming deeply concerned about the separation of powers and feel
the need to move on this important issue forthwith. It’s the young
whom have the ability and intelligence, the older are wise.
Operatives are desk bound or dead by the time they are thirty five.
We can only use the best knowledge and results available to us. You
have a better idea Bruce.”

Hurst thought
for a few seconds. “No sir.”

“Good Luck
Bella,” said Hollis.


 CHAPTER SIX

Bella studied
the file of her target nestled in the safety of her Pimlico
retreat, her flat mate Rose was absent seldom home. She was due to
visit her husband and son to the north of London but postponed it,
an ever increasing trend, she took measures to assure their
safety.

Her target was
Hunter Peacock, a middle aged industrialist holding office in
Westminster council, ridiculously rich and beginning to influence
parliamentary members he had been warned not long ago for selling
word of mouth industrial secrets to those whom would benefit. He
had quickly advanced to buying British weapons supply intelligence
from mid management public servants offering more money than they
expected to see in a lifetime. He passed the files on to Russian
diplomat Kinevac at an exclusive dinner put on for him by the
British government in trade for access to Russian importing rights
for Peacock’s companies. About to trade in small arms supplied from
contacts in South America and sell to the Middle East through
Russia friends had failed to convince Peacock he had gone too far,
they stepped away knowing what would happen.

Bella studied
his weakness’s listed in order of preference, money, women, men as
he was known to be bisexual, sightseeing was also up there. She
studied his destination, a conference in Paris for a chosen few
industrialists, she read about the stonemasons as he was listed as
being a suspected member. The conference was at the Paris Hilton on
Rue Jean Rey just down from the Eiffel Tower. She was in first
class British air leaving in only three hours, she studied the
notes of interest attached to the file and made a link in her mind
to his weakness. She looked up from study to contemplate the
foresight of Albert Hollis but then again the information supplied
would be of use to anyone assigned to the target. Notes had been
made on maintenance work being done on the top viewing level of the
Eiffel Tower, one corner of the tower was off limits for scheduled
reconstruction. The area was secured by barriers and a security
guard was on duty, work was not carried out in the hours of
darkness. She studied the plan supplied detailing the work area and
twigged his weakness for sightseeing, lured to the tower Peacock
could fall to his death. Peacock used escorts and one was booked to
his room along with complimentary tickets to view the tower,
thing’s began to fall into place in Bella’s mind. She had a room
booked next to Peacock on the top floor, a state suit with
commanding views of the river Seine, a romantic and commanding
setting for Bella to operate within. She showered, preparing her
body for admiration removing all traces of hair and sorted suitable
attire. White stiletto shoes, his favourite colour was White, a
sheer low line dress. She slipped it on over her naked body, the
garment had the deadly side slits all the way to her hips making
use of the obvious fact she wore no knickers. She found that in her
case this was alluring, no mention was made of any affliction
toward suspenders and stockings by the target so she currently
stuck with what she found to strike instantly. She wore a full
length woollen light blue coat, her hair shone in the weakest of
light as she brushed the last of the damp areas away. She ran short
of time and meet a cab in the street to the rear of her dwelling as
if she appeared from nowhere carrying only the minimum of hand
luggage in the form of a half suitcase looking innocent enough, she
placed it in the luggage compartment of the black cab and the
vehicle headed for Heathrow.

The short
flight allowed her to focus but a distraction in the form of a
young well built dark haired man sitting in the first class seat on
the opposite side of the isle, he smiled and her vagina reacted
demanding attention. She thought about what Hurst had said, do
something for yourself. Not overly familiar with the jumbo aircraft
she looked around finding the bathroom cubicle directly to the back
of her window seat, she could see the entire row and no one could
see her, the choice of seat for her ticket was obvious she could
monitor and maintain control. The insignia on his white shirt was
of the Welsh rugby team, as if without control as the plane’s seat
belt light went out she stood and took of her coat stowing it in
the locker above. As she sat back down she smiled at him and he
purposely adjusted his crutch, she looked at the area, it bulged
with excitement. She tried to stay seated but something drove her
on, she stood and spoke to him on her way to the rest room. “Excuse
me, I think were a mile high and if you’re interested you may want
to give me a hand in the rest room.”

The young man
spoke softly with a firm Welsh accent. “What did you want me to
help with?”

“I wondered if
you wanted to screw me.”

The young mans
face beamed, he checked up the isle all was clear. He swayed his
head toward the rest room got up and followed her. They discreetly
steeped into the rest room together closing the door behind them,
he looked apprehensive as if not well versed in casual encounters.
“We have only a few minutes before descending into Paris,” he
commented.

“We better be
quick then, first time in a plane for me I’m all wet.” She unzipped
his fly and rummaged inside his jocks, her eyes bulged with a smile
as she felt the massive hard shaft. “Oh my goodness,” she
whispered. “That’s a big one.” She tried to pull it out but it was
too big, she undid his belt and opened his pants pulling his jocks
down and it fell out. She manipulated it up and down with both
hands, it was rock hard. “Could you do something please, when I
turn round, pick up my dress and ram the living shit out of me as
hard as you can, call me a horny bitch or whatever you like.” She
turned around, she drew her dress up past her buttocks and bent
over as far as she could.”

He looked at
the spectacle. “My friends will never fucking believe this.”
Without hesitation he put his left arm around her grabbing one of
her breasts and guided his throbbing shaft to her vagina lips
bulging with blood and excitement. It was wet and he drove his cock
to the back of her vulva with his first stroke grabbed her breast
with both hands and began driving his testicles hard up against her
buttocks pounding away as hard as he could. “Is this what you meant
you fucking horny bitch.”

“Yes.” She
began to yelp and squeal loudly so he covered her mouth with one of
his huge hands, he stood her up holding his head on her shoulder
amongst her hair. His huge cock, the pounding and firm grip spurred
adrenaline and endorphins in satisfying quantities into Bella’s
bloodstream, her chest heaved, he could hear her muffled screams of
pleasure. It excited him and after three minutes he delivered a hot
seminal flush to Bella’s vagina, she screamed with pure delight as
the seminal fluid warmed her canal, her breath’s drew short and she
coughed with each breath and went limp in his arms. He pulled his
weapon out and it hung there half erect, he was hopeless, he lay
back on the wall with his eyes shut enjoying the moment. She
propped herself up against the wall her head hanging limp her hair
flowing down past her buttocks as her dress dropped back into
place. He fumbled around eventually fastening his trousers and
doing up his belt. The seat belt light came on as the aircraft
began it’s decent. He opened the door and staggered out closing it
behind him. Bella freshened up returning to her seat the natural
drugs flowing through her veins supporting her smile of contentment
and satisfaction.

The plane
landed and taxied to the terminal at Charles De Gaulle airport.
Bella played no mind to the man she had just had sex with, he was
of no further interest, she revelled in her domination of his
manhood as he tried to catch her attention. She lusted to seduce
her target renowned as a ladies man she thought she may learn
something from this experience and found the start rewarding.

A taxi supplied
access to the Paris Hilton, she refused escort to her room although
he was cute to focus on the task at hand, Peacock was an absolute
bastard of a man and she built excitement stalking for the kill.
She showered the remnants of her sexual encounter away, dressed
changing her dress her original in the plan soiled and again
studied the Eiffel tower plan, she heard her target ushered into
his room, she allowed fifteen minutes for him to freshen up. The
dress she choose was that revealing she really not need wear it,
low front showing the top of her dark nipples and short length just
below her buttocks sheer silk in pure white if looks could kill
Peacock was a dead man.

She held her
door card key making noise at his door, talking loudly as she
fumbled around the door suddenly opened. Peacock was a handsome
man, middle aged athletic build he worked out every day, wide
bottom jaw and dark hair and green eyes fresh from the shower he
wore a dressing gown. Bella jumped back. “Oh goodness sorry, oh
look I have the wrong room I’m next door.” The sting of Bella’s
perfume caught Peacocks nose as he ogled her vision. He tried to
speak but it didn’t work. Bella began to walk away, “Please forgive
me wont happen again know where my room is now.”

Peacock stepped
into the corridor after her. “No. No no please, no problem. I’m
alone and bored, seeing you has really cheered me up.”

Bella turned
around to him. “Really oh thanks, just here sightseeing hope to see
the tower at night.”

Peacock dug.
“Here with your husband?”

Bella struck.
“No, he’s always away, just here passing time going back home
tomorrow.”

“Really, look
em, would you like to have a drink.”

“Oh I shouldn’t
really my husband wouldn’t like it.”

Peacock looked
around. “I don’t see him, he should be here looking after such a
beautiful creature such as yourself. I find his ways disappointing
as should you, my names Hunter,” he kissed her hand gently, Bella
felt the experienced in his finger tips. “And yours.”

“Venus, well we
have been distant lately, perhaps one drink will be okay.”

“Venus, I could
understand that, please come in.” Bella walked in, Peacock closed
the door standing up against it as he watched Bella serenely march
to the couch and sit down crossing her legs and smiling at him.
Peacock walked to the bar to the right of the access hall and the
couch in the centre of the room, Bella’s adrenalin and endorphin
level had dropped away but anticipation moistened her love valley.
The room had full window’s right along one wall with romantically
inspiring views, “Drink.”

“Bourbon and
coke please.”

He poured
drinks, he fought to lower his erection hidden by the bar as he was
on full view should he walk to her across the cream shag pile
woollen carpet. He avoided studying her form and he managed to
reduce it to a half erection. He walked briskly and sat beside her,
he then eyed her legs and cleavage while handing her the bourbon,
she sipped at it. “What do you do for work?”

“I sell things,
just business, manufacturing marketing pretty boring stuff,
financially rewarding. You?”

“I don’t work,
I just stay home waiting for my husband, he is a business man as
well, boring, that’s why I’m getting out a bit and have a look
round.”

“You live in
France?”

“No
California.”

“Oh, I have a
place there. I can’t believe he lets you out.”

She looked
despondingly at her drink. “Actually I think he’s seeing another
women.”

“Good god he’s
insane, do you know how beautiful you are, I’ve seen a lot of
women, but you really take the cake.”

Bella looked to
blush. “Thank you Hunter, you’re so kind.”

He fixed eye
contact and moved close to her face, his pleasant features were
appealing and Bella’s vagina reacted pumping blood to her vulva and
vaginal lips, her nose flared. Hunter sensed reaction, “Do you mind
if I touch you.”

Bella acted
prudish fiddling with her drink. “I haven’t done this before,
really I suppose.”

“Relax,”
Peacock skulled his drink, put the glass down and gently rubbed his
palm across her leg running up inside her thigh just stopping short
of her vagina. “May I.” Bella put her glass down fidgeting
nervously.

“Would you like
me to open my legs a little, I’m quite excited.”

“You’re quite
excited, have a look at this my darling,” he spoke in a low and
intoxicating whisper. He drew back his dressing gown, his penis
shot straight up, she looked down at his groin, she opened her legs
slightly and with sheer finesse he caressed her vaginal lips
without taking his eyes from hers. She gulped a few times and
swallowed. “I like that Hunter, may I play with your penis.”

“I’m going to
be heartbroken if you don’t, I don’t know what I did to deserve
this,”

She gently took
his cock with one of her hands and began manipulating it. “I think
I know why, is this right,” he moaned with appreciation.

“Phew, I’m
going to change tact with you, I wouldn’t last two minutes between
your legs Venus, I’d like to get rid of this burning load and then
concentrate on some real passion.”

“I don’t
understand.” He took her gently by the neck and pulled her mouth to
his, driving his tongue down her throat and kissing her
passionately. He withdrew running his tongue round her face and
into her ear. Bella fought the urge to leap onto his hot shaft as
she gently wanked him. He dropped her dress from her shoulders and
caressed her breast so gently and perfectly Bella yelped and
groaned. “Ah, success.” He sucked her nipples and Bella began to
whimper, he changed breast caressing the outer edges of her
curvaceous generous boobs. He worked on them for a while but Bella
contained herself mustering all the will power she could. He
dropped down to his knees and shuffled around between her legs,
“Open wide Venus my darling.” Bella opened her legs and Peacock
gently put one over each shoulder, he pulled her legs in until they
touched his cheeks then gently ran his face toward her weeping
vaginal entrance bringing his tongue out as he met the lips and
immediately finding her clit. She put her hands over her face
squealing with delight into them with a muffled squeak, Peacock
looked up and reassured of his progress went to work. Bella lay
back looking at the ceiling as he gave her the most incredible head
job she had ever experienced, she enjoyed it so much after several
minutes she decided to reward Peacock for his efforts. She pulled
his head away, coached him to lay on the couch, knelt beside him
her breast firmly up against his loin and whilst gazing luridly in
his face slid her mouth of his erection thrusting it down to the
back of her throat taking the entire shaft. She began to work on
the head rolling her lips around the horse’s collar red and purple
with rushing blood. He grappled at her breast as he looked down
upon the mass of hair hiding the action, she lifted herself away
slightly giving him access to her rock hard nipples without missing
a stroke. He run his fingers over her nipples, her chest heaved in
appreciation. “Venus, sit up and use your hands I’m about to blow.”
She lifted her head and continued the rhythm with both hands, her
hair brushed against his testicles, he focused his vision on her
face and let out a resounding roar as he ejaculated sending semen
high into the air coming down on Bella’s hands and arms in a warm
creamy mass. Bella revelled in her dominance but remained quiet as
he lay feasting his eyes on her upper torso, he studied the look on
her face, a vixen her eyes bright with fire. He gently held her
shoulder breathing heavily, he pulled her close and whispered “Pop
in the shower, by the time you come out I’ll be ready and it’s your
turn, you just excited me faster than any other women I’ve been
with, take your time and when you return I’ll also take my time.”
Bella stood up, she dropped her silk dress to the floor and stood
there naked. He looked upon her, “My god,” he muttered.

She walked to
the open bathroom door, she accessed the glass shower cubicle and
ran the warm water over her body, she watched the extracted semen
form globs in the water and run down the drain, the first time she
had experienced the spectacle. She bent down and poked at it with
her finger, the distinct odour, excited her, sensing the pending
rush of adrenalin and endorphins her brain taking command of her
heart pumped blood to her vaginal lips and she stood rubbing her
loins together, she let out faint squeals. She yearned for her fix
of natural narcotics, she postponed focus of sanction and
concentrated on focus for orgasm. Clean and refreshed she stepped
from the shower, drying herself with a pure white bath towel folded
neatly awaiting use beside the hand basin. She tethered it around
her breasts and trotted back into the living area, Peacock was not
there but the bedroom door was wide open, she walked inquisitively
the doorway playing with her hair, rolling it into tethered lengths
and throwing them over her back. Peacock lay on the bed, he had
also showered in the en suite, and the covers were pulled neatly
back rolling over the end of the bed and onto the floor. The white
silk sheets silhouetted Peacocks body, she fixed her gaze on his
erection watching him gently manipulate himself as she walked
serenely toward him and climbed onto the end of the king size
structure. She shuffled on her knees toward him stopping beside his
right loin as he lay on the left side of the bed. He gently undid
the towel, took it off and threw it on the floor. He pulled her
into his chest kissing her passionately, they feel to the sheet
embraced in sensual exploration of each others bodies, he dived his
tongue into her mouth, ears, slid his tongue all over finding her
points of ignition. They rolled over Peacock coming to rest on top
of her, she opened her legs to accept him, without any guidance he
poised his penis at her vaginal entrance, he flicked it up and down
brushing her pussy she began to moan, squeal, groan, she dug her
fingernails into his back then run her hands down to his buttocks
pushing with one palm on each buttock cheek. He gently inserted the
rock hard shaft to the back of her dripping love canal, she coughed
through her nose in short breaths as her brain demanded more oxygen
to infuse the adrenalin rush. She rubbed his buttocks up and down
gently with her palms feeling the electric contact of lusting
touch, nestling her head beside his rubbing up and down in sensual
pleasure both their head buried in her hair. She had long forgotten
the lack of excitement when first seeing his penis, of mediocre
size she purred in its gentle pulsation, he pumped slow and gentle,
sideways, round and round, she kept her eyes closed. He ran his
hands up and down her body brushing her nipples occasionally but
mainly maintaining full frontal body contact, after twenty minutes
endorphins rushed to Bella’s aid, she dug her nails into his back
screaming at the top of her voice, her head buried in his shoulder
muffling the vocal appreciation as she orgasmed long and sweet.
Peacock took his reward propping himself up looking down upon her
seething body and eyes of fire as he speed up and deepened his
lunges and in a few strokes rose to the occasion falling on her
roaring and screaming into the sheet.

Bella wanted
more, her vagina made clear demands her focus flickered back and
forth, looking to one side Peacock still laying on top of her after
a couple of minutes she noticed his brief case in front of the
mirror on the dressing table. She controlled her breathing and her
eyes darted around her head perfectly still. Her vagina lost it’s
swelling, satisfied by the rise in adrenalin levels and revelling
in her dose of endorphins she gently rolled Peacock of her and her
assassinate computer booted. She threw back her hair and looked
over him, “Its dark, I want more but take me to the top of the
tower and gently make love to me.”

“It’s a busy
place Venus, best you have your fill before we go.”

“I’ll bend over
watching the lights and the river, can you imagine the excitement
as you have what no other man can.”

“From
behind.”

“Yes please,
surely we can find a secluded spot, unzip your fly and lift my
dress, I’m almost there just thinking about it.”

He ran his hand
around her face then held both checks with each palm. “I’ll dress,
we only live once.”

She pulled away
trotted into the living area found her dress and slipped it on. She
noticed a card on the table next to his wallet, she read it, Amor
Escorts, and she tucked it between her breasts. “Outside the door
in five, I must freshen up and change,” She shouted.

He came to the
bedroom door holding the towel she had been wearing. “Okay, well
walk to the tower only just down the road, it’s a nice
evening.”

She skipped to
the door opened it and looked back just her head showing.
“Hurry.”

He smiled and
waved she closed the door.

She quickly
showered, doused herself in a very special perfume, put on a long
flowing lace gown plain black high top full length, she selected
black flat heelless casual low cut shoes, rather like outside
slippers. she rushed to her luggage and studied the towers viewing
deck plan along with the detailed layout of the construction area
out of bounds to the public, she closed her eyes recalled the
memory then looked back at the plan, looked spot on all whilst
brushing her hair back to life. She checked her handbag accessories
should she need them and waited at the door, she heard Peacock
close his door and opened hers greeting him with a wide smile and
arm in arm they set off to the tower.

Years of
womanising Peacock had become an expert at sexually satisfying
women, he found it was a must or they may not return. Bella
struggled to contain focus as he gently and discreetly brushed and
fondled her body all the way to the tower viewing platform.
Standing in the corner of the tower lifts Peacock held her close
holding her around the chest with his arms and pressing his obvious
erection against her buttocks, rubbing it round and round Bella
purred looking back over her shoulder into his face slipping a card
into his pocket under the guise of grabbing his erection. She
pushed her behind into his groin in appreciation, she possessed
absolutely no emotional connection with her target but appreciated
she had learnt a lot from his experience in such a short time. From
the experience of the varied lifts they reached the top viewing
platform and the view was spectacular, they walked among the crowd
taking in the view. Bella lined up the area corned off to the
eastern side facing the river, the crowd thinned toward the
barriers advising of pending danger within the working area. The
security guard on duty left the access gate latched but unlocked,
he was playing with one of the surveillance cameras, for some
reason the towers surveillance system had stopped working and they
searched for the cause. The watched the guard talking on a phone,
he approached the lifts boarding the first one available by passing
the line by privilege. With the eyes of a vixen the ultimate weapon
pounced. “Hunter look, the gates closed but not locked, the guard
has gone down in the lift he’ll be at least half an hour, if we go
right to the corner hidden behind all that red and white tape we’ll
be able to do what we like no one can see us, you could really give
it to me.” She rubbed Peacocks bulging erection pressing on her
buttocks from behind and backed it up by rubbing her rear over his
groin. He began to breath heavily in her ear, she heard him
swallow.

He unlatched
the gate and it opened he slowed to quell the squeaking hinges.
They discreetly made entrance Peacock helping her through and
closing the gate behind him, the area beyond the gate was in
darkness and the close nature of the grid mesh making up the
barrier and gate made vision difficult unless standing right on top
of it. Bella led his hand to the corner going around an area of the
platform surrounded by black and white stripped danger tape
sectioning an area along the glass viewing barrier but opening up
again in the very corner by only metres, an area left on the inner
side of the viewing platform was the only access. The floor within
the taped area looked to be tethered canvas, it flapped up and down
in the warm night breeze. Bella positioned herself in the very
corner looking east admiring the view Peacock nestled in behind
her, he opened his fly and undid his belt, he wore no undergarment
and his penis shot out. Bella placed her bag beside her on the
walkway, gathered her dress up passed her buttocks and bent over
looking around so she could see, he found her pussy and drove his
cock in, not as damp as he expected and began to slowly thrust back
and forth groaning with delight as he admired the view over Bella’s
back. She allowed him to become engrossed in his pleasure, pushed
herself away from the hand rail she was holding extending her arms
out straight. Peacock shuffled back accommodating her and revelling
in the new angle of penetration. Bella looked under her arm and
could see he was only a meter away from the tape, she pushed back
into his loins. “Harder fuck me.”

He opened his
eyes. “You want harder, cop this.”

He started
bashing his loin into her buttocks with a resounding slapping
sound, Bella’s vagina swelled with blood. “Hunter for god’s sake
fuck me harder.” She pushed on his loins forcing him back, he
closed his eyes again thrusting away, she pushed him through the
tape, he lost footing and fell back hitting the canvas ripping
straight through it, his penis left her vagina as he lost hold on
her thighs. Bella stood up her dress dropped back down over her
exposed buttocks, she turned and watched him sail through the air
and bounce of the towers outer structure, he began to spin round
head over heels striking the tower again, he vanished into the
darkness in silence.

She gathered
her bag, backtracked to the tower base, by the time she arrived
someone had just found his body lying in the adjacent gardens
bloody and disfigured raising the alarm. She made her way back to
the Hilton just as the towers surveillance system mysteriously
started as quickly as it had stopped. Gathering her thoughts
waiting at Charles De Gaulle airport Bella contemplated emotions
and new experience, she triumphed within work but emotionally she
continued to gather feelings that disturbed her. She battled in
conflict amid her own emotions, as she watched Hunter Peacock fall,
a man whom had zero sentiment for anything bar money and his own
welfare she received feelings comparable to an orgasm.

Claiming her
prize position on the aircraft for the short flight to London she
craved a shot of natural narcotics, clean and fresh beneath her
short tight black skirt and loose white blouse she brushed her hair
occasionally smiling at a senior but well presented gentleman in
first class isle seat next to her. She paraded round in front of
him accessing the locker lifting her dress revealing herself,
bending over displaying her cleavage, she sat down. The handsome
grey haired man dressed in casual dark slacks and blue shirt put
down his novel, left his seat and knelt beside her. She recognised
his alluring smile and appreciated his expensive after shave and
minted breath freshener, he spoke softly. “My names Lawrence, I’m a
doctor, were you abused as a child?”

Bella drew her
head back widening her eyes and looking totally puzzled. “No,
certainly not.”

“Have you lost
someone dear to you from your childhood. “Sort of.”

“A man?”

“Yes.”

“You yearn for
him.”

“Not
really.”

“You’re a
nymphomaniac.”

“As you’ve been
a good boy and approached me discreetly with your deductions, what
do you intend to do about it if indeed I am.”

“Do you have
sex with women as well?”

She shook her
head. “No.”

“You will.”

“I have no need
to.”

“Endorphin
levels down a bit.”

“What makes you
say that?”

“Because your
hormone levels are skyrocketing, one day there will be no man next
to you and drive will push your limitations, currently you don’t
realise you have none.”

She turned away
looking out the window momentarily, then back at him. “You’re
French?”

“I was born in
France I live in California but rarely there.” He put his hand on
her knee, Bella opened her legs slightly and he ran his hand up to
her crutch gently pawing her furry pussy. She undid anther button
on her blouse, he watched with interest. “What an incredible female
specimen you are,” he withdrew his hand disconnecting from her
completely.

“Have you come
here to fuck me, be frank?”

“Hardly.”

“Why not, I’ll
have you if I please.”

He pouted
shaking his head. “I imagine you do as you please among men, I
remember being dominated by them in medical school.”

She studied his
crutch but saw no reaction to her vision. “Men usually have an
erection when confronting me.”

“Oh no doubt
and this may be a crushing blow to you, I study relationship
behaviour, so many women have hurt me since birth including my
mother, she was a despicable tart. I devoted my life to finding out
why she was like she was and why I should be so different.”

“Different in
what way?”

“What do you do
for work?”

“I’m a
secretary.”

The man burst
out laughing. “Really, you wouldn’t last five minutes as a
secretary for more reasons than I care to mention. You have a
sinister air about you, you do as you please not as
instructed.”

Bella took in
everything she could, what was it that stopped her having control
over this man, it annoyed her. “Mmm, why won’t you screw me?”

“I’m not in the
least bit interested in you other than a case study. I’m gay, I
prefer men.”

Bella withdrew
toward the window. “Oh my god how uncouth, do you really stick your
dick up a mans rear end and allow him to penetrate your anus. I can
think of nothing more disgusting.”

“Exactly what I
expected, you live with a female do you not.”

“I live
alone.”

“My inner
emotions were cut to ribbons by women like you. Mark my words the
day will come when you live with a women because one man will never
satisfy you. That women would have to be someone men wanted so you
could steal from her and feed your habit, you will externally hate
her but deep inside admire her for you will see yourself. I don’t
know what you do but you’re no secretary, you’re an ultimate weapon
able to affect women just as you do men.” He sat back down and
picked up his novel then looked across at her. “The women you
befriend will have as bigger hold over men as you, especially if
it’s a man you can’t have yourself. It’s the first time in a long
time I considered taking a women into the rest room of a flight and
screwing her, but I’ve survived, now if you’ll excuse me I need to
make some notes. If I ever go straight again I’ll curse myself no
doubt.”

Bella was gut
struck, she held the disappointment of failing to dominate, she
turned the weakness into a strength firmly stowing the experience
in her memory banks. She could see problems operating among gay men
but this was the first one she had ever struck, others could be
different, she had read about bisexual men, but gay women may be a
different story, it began to nag at her esteem. Knocked down by a
casual encounter may have given her the urge to expand her appeal,
she liked the idea of it, not only that she had just been advised
she would be good at it by an expert.


 CHAPTER SEVEN

Bella stirred
in her slumber her face taught with anguish, she rolled over and
returned to deep rest;

Bella debriefed
with Bruce Hurst, French authorities had no idea what was going on,
Bella’s father threw that many spanners in the workings of the
civil police they came to an immediate brick wall. A budding
operative deeply involved in communication and intelligence
gathering threw in a new system he was developing just to see what
was useful, he watched over his heart broken love with ruthless
diligence.

Bruce conveyed
the appreciation of the joint committee to Bella, she was
immediately sent on two new ventures within the annals of
Westminster taking three months completely eradicating a wing of
industrial threat that had infiltrated Whitehall. Two nasty
accidents covered by the media were closely monitored by a friend
through the connections of his wife, success in raising newsprint
sales Jodi Stanton climbed the ranks to the editing department
between giving birth to several children. Reporting on goings on in
Whitehall, critical intelligence mysteriously coming into her
possession from a source oblivious to even Jodi, she often made
enquiries but came up with dead ends.

Bella Elizabeth
assigned to the welfare of an iron lady developed friends in very
high places, exposing Irish plans of assassination and years
discovering leaks in ranks at the highest level recommendations
were made to have Bella become one of the elite. Concerned for some
time about the separation of powers Albert Hollis was finally given
permission to establish a core of operatives autonomous of MI
central. Pushes to raise the profile of women in government,
military and industrial ranks from 10 Downing Street there was one
female operative capable of learning the ropes and operating in
such confronting circumstances. Bella was summoned to Albert
Hollis’s office via word of mouth namely Bruce Hurst, inquisitive
at the request she obeyed without hesitation. Bruce took Bella via
hidden doors and passageways for audience in Albert Hollis’s office
at Westminster Parliamentary Palace.

She relished at
the different smells and fingertip textures encountered on their
journey down tunnels and pipes, through ancient wooden walls and
finally the bookcase lining the wall of Hollis’s office. As far cry
from cosmetics and perfume as she ever could imagine, but an
intoxicating mixture of musty stale air, cigar smoke, red floor
polish and bees wax.

She sat before
Hollis, the room gave reminiscence of a visit to the naval flagship
‘The Victory’ in dry dock at Portsmouth during her training. Still
the flagship of the Royal Navy she remembered placing her hand on
the hull by one of the carronade cannon below deck, it made the
hair on her neck stand up. She could hear the screams and yells,
smell the powder and pitch etched into her timbers so long ago at
the battle of Trafalgar. The same awe of historical pride engulfed
her now as then, Hollis spoke and she snapped from her trance.
“Bella,” he loaded his pipe as he spoke displaying an air of
nonchalance. “I have been instructed to offer you a place in an
operative unit so elite that you will cease to exist in any records
written or spoken, I must admit in offering you this I am not a
supporter of the idea.”

“Why?”

Hollis looked
at her averting his eyes quickly influenced by her ravishing
beauty. He lit his pipe and puffed into action. “We are here to
protect our populous, I as most of the staff fear a women should be
hurt or even killed. We have opposed every mission you have been
sent on, such is the result I don’t have a leg to stand on. I have
however purveyed to those in high office that as well as getting
behind our female operatives perhaps they should stand in front of
them. My remarks have been handled with the reply of complete
silence, this kind of thing is of the utmost concern. I ask what
you say about this ridiculous offer.”

“I wish to
become involved sir, I’m not scared.”

“Indeed, I have
a further point that may be a contentious issue for more reasons
than one. The man whom shall head this elite section of our defence
is currently away on business in South Africa, his name is John
Stanton.”

Bella’s face
lit up and she shoot to her feet. “Really.” Hollis looked at Hurst
sat in a chair next to Bella, he pulled at her arm sitting her
down. “Sorry.”

Hollis
hesitated for a few seconds, sniffed and wiggled his nose. “John
Stanton is currently extremely unstable, his wife just left him
fleeing to the South of France. He doesn’t know we have found her,
we shall inform him directly he arrives on British soil, she
intends to migrate to Australia.” Hollis watched Bella’s face turn
to bliss. “The reason you are asked is out of my hands but the
control of your placement is, you will remain by John Stanton’s
side during your training most of such will be in the field.”
Hollis smoking his pipe angled to one side of his chair put down
his pipe in a tray on the desk and presented himself front on palms
on the table finally looking Bella in the face. “Whatever you can
do to stabilise John Stanton and keep him with us is of utmost
importance. John Stanton is an extremely important and dangerous
man, to have him wither away would be a travesty. Do you understand
what I’m asking Bella?”

“Yes I do sir,”
she answered with a beaming smile.

“Johns father
will come at us when he finds out and you must inform your parents
we need their support, Jacques would be one of the only people that
can barter with John’s father.”

“I’ll do that
immediately sir.”

“Hurst will
take you to your new operating location, we must never speak of
it.”

“Yes sir.”

“You are
dismissed, may god be with you for I cannot.”

“May I inform
Downing Street sir?”

“Downing Street
in fact Whitehall will be told nothing from this moment on, the
walls have ears.”

“Sir.”

Hurst stood
lifting Bella’s arm so she followed, he directed her to the
bookcase gently manipulating her arm. Bella opened the case using
the same technique she had witnessed opening it from the other
side. She walked through the open panel, Hurst spoke briefly before
leaving. “I’ll be in touch sir.” Hollis nodded, the panel closed
and they vanished.


 CHAPTER EIGHT

Bella stirred
momentarily with a feeling of sudden discomfort but it passed;

Excitement, a
helicopter ride heading east along the River Thames banking around
the Thames estuary then circling an island covered in green and
golden crops surrounded by black muddy sea flats. A long pier
stretched out from a bustling metropolis, over a mile long,
stretching to the edge of the deep estuarine channel giving access
to the English Channel and England’s capital the city of London. In
centuries past frequented by Vikings, Danes and Romans, a thousand
years plus of maritime and military history the area had for
centuries been a fortification. A state of the art guided missile
frigate of her majesties Royal Navy cut a formidable wake passing
the city of Southend-on-sea for patrol duties in the English
Channel. Bella could see the ratings going about their duties on
deck as they banked to land on a concrete apron among harvesting
farm machinery adjacent to the lapping waves of the ocean.

The chopper
touched down, Hurst struggled out assisting Bella with her pile of
luggage having been informed the move was of an unknown time span
possibly permanent. As soon as they were clear of the rotors the
Sea King lifted off and hugged the landscape to the west. They
crouched to holding their arms over their heads sitting on Bella’s
cases to protect themselves from the power of the choppers wake.
The blast subsided, Bella stood and looked around her. “Where the
hell are we Bruce?”

“Weapons
Research Establishment, Foulness Island.”

“Where are we
supposed to live, there’s nothing here, shouldn’t we be way over
there by those buildings.”

Hurst picked up
a case in each hand. “Would appear that way, follow me.” Bruce made
his way to a small concrete building stained from decades of
weathering and looking derelict. Hurst stopped in the doorway the
rusty hinges reflecting the fact it had been missing for decades,
inside the dark musty square construction of rusty steel and
decaying concrete beams of light offered a faint optic experience
of life in a Second World War gun emplacement. He opened a small
rusty door located just to the right of the doorway nestled within
the buildings outer wall, he showed Bella three ancient looking
buttons within. “The one on the right Bell, push the wrong one and
the gates of hell will open.” He pushed the right button and a
panel made of rusty steel, a section of the floor appearing to be
part of the long gone conventional cannons infrastructure slowly
slid away revealing a dark and dingy concrete stairway descending
into darkness. “I’ll take a case you hold my arm, we’ll come back
for the other cases.” Bella held on to Bruce far to focused to ask
questions. As they descended into complete darkness Bella tried to
picture her decent. “Put one hand on the wall Bell, drag your
fingers or palm behind you, the wall has characteristics, you get
familiar with them and after a while get to know exactly where you
are. Half way down there is a hump in the wall about a hand wide,
two steps beyond it is a step deeper than the rest, its half way,
get it wrong and you’ll end up arse over head.”

Bella became
disillusioned and giggled. “What the fuck Bruce, I feel like I’m in
the haunted house.”

“Things are
sometimes not as they appear, or not appear in this instance.” They
passed the big step continued down, the stairway levelled out to a
tunnel with a rounded roof, Bella could see the profile in faint
light way down the tunnel, they got there and it was a right angle
turn, the extended tunnel well lit.

“Is there
anyone down here?”

“There’s more
people been watching us since we landed than you could imagine.”
The tunnel finally opened up, the smell changed to one of fresh
paint and plastic, they passed rooms and caverns along tunnels,
people worked at computers, manned radios wearing headsets, were
seated in discussion, larger caverns housing people appearing to
build things, Bella traced them out in her mind. “How many steps
before and after the big step.”

“Twenty five.”
They finally accessed an area that could loosely be termed as
living quarters, Hurst put her bag inside a plain concrete room
with shower, toilet and bed about four metres square. Bella turned
her nose up. “What the fuck.”

Bruce lifted
one eye brow. “This is the Churchill sweet, best we have. There are
far quicker ways to access the complex with as many exits, will
take a while to get used to them, this is the one you use all the
time if you want to stay alive. The elite are the only ones
familiar with it, let’s head back and pick up your other bags.”

“Are all these
people our elite?”

“No, just a
few, you will never know who, we don’t use names here. The rest are
scientists and civil workers, they have little idea who we are they
just think we are part of security. Some of the best minds in the
world are here working on things we would expect to find in Dr
Who’s tardis.”

“Oh okay.”

“When I show
you around there’s an underground hanger housing our vehicles, in
the same area is a jet fighter, it needs no runway. Sometimes it
flies around and night, it’s computer system can target two hundred
locations a second, its typical of the kind of work being done
here. We protect them and they give us cover, seems to work fine.”
They retrieved Bella’s bags and sealed the entrance, sitting at an
ancient wooden table in the social area of their living quarters
having her first meal underground Bella looked disappointed. Bruce
assisted with more information. “You must go above ground for at
least four hours a day, there is a path round the edge of the
island, you can jog, cycle, some of the locals are on staff the
others are mostly farmers. There’s only one bridge to the west of
the island linking it to the mainland over a tidal backwater, we
occasionally venture to the local’s for a drink.”

“Where’s
John?”

“Thought that
might come up, he’s due back from overseas tomorrow morning and has
instructions to see Hollis. He will be informed you are here, hell
also be directed to take control here.”

Her face
appeared warm and vibrant. “When I was little I always dreamed of
being marooned on a desert island with John, this has shattered the
revelation.”

Bruce chuckled.
“Familiarisation in five, by the time night falls you’ll be
stuffed, more familiarisation in the morning until John arrives.”
He discreetly studied Bella’s facial reactions, he put down his
knife and fork. “I have some idea of our first mission, this is no
picnic Bella, your on the front line, there’s no one in front of us
but plenty standing behind us. John won’t like this much, with Jodi
running off you need to manage this carefully.”

“I didn’t know
about Jodi until Hollis told me.”

“Your face told
the story, John is hurting we need to keep him focused.”

“Then the best
place for him is with me, you look a bit like John Cleese shame you
don’t posses his humour.”

“I fail to see
the humour in getting shot at Bell, that’s exactly what I’m
referring to, this is no joke.”

Bella began to
raise her voice. “I’m not here because I think its funny I’m here
because I’m good at what I do and I worked bloody hard to get
beside John and nor you or anyone else will take it from me.” Bruce
wiped his mouth with a table napkin and stood to walk away, Bella
looked at him with pain in her face. “Bruce I’m sorry, you’re
right.”

Bruce sat down
again in slow motion, he looked down into his plate of unfinished
beef and vegetables avoiding Bella’s commanding gaze. “I have to
head to Westminster to brief Hollis on John’s full service record
and bring John back here with me. That’s if he survives his current
mission, lets walk before we can run, by the time I get back just
after lunch could you be familiar with the place so you can show
John.”

Bella looked
away shaking her head then back at Bruce. “God I’m a bitch, what a
start to a group of people who need to work closer together than
anyone could imagine.” They sat in silence for a few seconds Bella
looked unforgiving of her behaviour. “Lets finish up here and get
on with it, I’ve a lot to learn.”

“My family
lives above ground on the island Bell I refuse to fail, you’re
right lets get on with it.”

Bella followed
Bruce around, at times Bruce newly introduced to the complex he
sometimes struggled to remember but between them they prevailed.
They became so tired rest was imperative, Bruce rose early before
first light and was lifted away. Bella jogged the islands pathways,
walked the underground complex meeting many for the first time, she
freshened up presenting herself impeccably, had lunch below ground
and waited.

The time window
was about to expire when from the access entrance of the social
area within the living quarters from the direction of the tunnel
entrance she heard a familiar voice. “Bella.”

She looked
toward the access way, her face crept toward tears as she leapt to
her feet ran across the short distance between them locking her
arms around the figure holding him tight her chin on his right
shoulder she whispered in the mans ear. “John, thank god.”

Stanton held
her tight. “Bella, what the hell do you think you’re doing.”

Bella held him
at arms length, slightly shorter than John she looked up into his
eyes, she could smell the tinge of Westminster on his clothes.
“Please John, I worked damn hard to stand here, don’t take it away
from me. You’re my only hope, I want to live.”

He kissed her
passionately, for the first time focus on chasing his wife subsided
as he found a new task. He received a message from an operative
that had actually met his wife in the south of France only days
before, he gingerly delivered it to Stanton thinking it was that
important fear should not stop him saying she never wanted to see
him again. Stanton grappled with the statement, he had known his
wife from early infancy and it didn’t sound like her. She needed
space to work her life out and there before him was a ticket to
avoid insanity for as long as it took. He led Bella to the table
looking around at the unfamiliar surroundings and sat down, his
face was marked and bruised results of action, they sat down and he
held Bella’s hand across the table. He smiled, first time since
Jodi left him, he gazed deep into Bella’s eyes. “Nothing will ever
happen to you Bell, I promise.”

Hurst walked in
sitting down with them. “We have action first thing in the morning,
Bella will isolate the target so we can interrogate him. It’s a
rush job Hollis needs the intelligence.”

“Where?” asked
Stanton.

“Right
here.”

Stanton looked
stern. “What, he sends us to operate from the centre of
diversity.”

“He’s relying
on us John, one of the surface security staff here is a double
agent, he’s been fed false intelligence for some time, they have
reason to believe he’s been called back. With us rolling up here
it’s too risky anyway, he knows too much and must be
eliminated.”

“How do we know
all this is true?”

“Albert doesn’t
issue orders without firm facts John.”

“I just killed
fourteen people in a foreign country Bruce, I have no idea what,
why, where, how or who led to the requirement for their sanction.
As I looked at them laying strewn about the place I wondered,
hesitated, some were only young, younger than me. It was too late
to do anything but run, I’ve been doing this for ages, I wonder if
I got the right people, why me, is there a better way.”

They sat in
silence for a few seconds. “I see what you mean, by the sacrifice
of the fourteen how many were saved.”

Stanton looked
into space, his face locked in recall. “Fuck knows, I saw what they
did with my own eyes, how human beings could do the things they did
is beyond me. Women, children, and seniors within their world
nothing was sacred, a life there is worth nothing. Hollis and the
security committee were right they needed sorting out, just to
retrieve one fucking rich scumbag you wouldn’t piss on if he was on
fire. Why me, what the fuck am I Bruce, a puppet, a robot, if I
live long enough I’ll see justice done, now we have a chance, lets
get to it. The scumbag I rescued is so poor all he has is money, he
offered me a shit load of cash for saving him and I took it, a
trend you may not understand for some time. One day I want my
family back and if I fail I will watch over them to make sure
they’re okay, to deal with the misguided you need deprive them of
the very thing that drives them money, and the evil must die. Do we
know if this man is evil Bruce?”

“Before they
found him we lost six, they just disappeared. As soon as the false
information was passed on it stopped, they must have twigged
they’re recalling him. He could close this establishment, it took
the last two years to find him John.”

“Russian?”

“Yes, they
considered letting it ride and tailing him.”

“Fuck off, we
bring him in now, where is he.”

“You’ve only
been here five minutes John.”

“And.”

Hurst looked at
his watch. “Habit shows he’ll be at the George and Dragon pub
having a sandwich and pint of the only ale they serve here on the
island.”

“I jogged past
there earlier today do we have a car.”

“In the
underground hanger.”

“The
Jaguars.”

“Yes, he knows
the car.”

Stanton
chuckled. “You’ve never seen Bella before and a jag pulls up with
Bella at the wheel, where you going to focus Bruce.”

“Yeah, bring
him back to the hanger Bell, you want to go with her John.”

“No I’m hungry
and smelly, do you have any lights on stands.”

“In the paint
shop just off the side of the hanger.”

“Can you send
someone here with two while I have a bite and wash up?” Stanton
walked to the fridge looking inside. “Ham, cheese, pork pies,
salad, fruit.”

“We better go
if Bella’s going to catch him in the car park.”

Stanton
casually began preparing a meal from random ingredients, he turned
and looked at them. “Well get to it, I am in charge you know.” He
wore a cheeky smirk, Bella and Bruce left. Stanton sat down
shovelling food into his mouth glancing at a newspaper sitting on
the table, the script appeared historical, he glanced at the date,
over a year old. The crossword had been done, he tossed it to one
side ambled down the corridor finding the room Bruce had placed his
luggage in, he could smell Bella’s perfume wafting from the room
next door although the door was closed. He showered put on a set of
fresh clothes, denim jeans, blue shirt and shiny patent shoes. He
returned to the social area finding two adjustable hundred watt
halogen lights on stands sitting near the far exit tunnel. He set
them up to one end of the room directing the lights over the
scabbiest looking chair he could find placed against the concrete
wall. He turned them on and sat on the chair, he could see nothing
beyond the lights, looking into them was most uncomfortable. He
turned them off and made coffee, he gathered the paper up
previously discarded placing it in front of him on the table
selecting the pages with strip cartoons. He read Andy Capp
chuckling under his breath, he heard scuffling down the far access
tunnel toward the hanger complex, he went for his pistol, it wasn’t
there, he cursed. He scrambled to his room returning with an
automatic forty five eye levelled and cocked just in time to
welcome Hurst grappling with a heavy built thick set man on middle
age wearing a security guards uniform. His hat was missing and he
nursed a cut on his forehead, Bella followed with a look of
rage.

“He put his
hand up my skirt we nearly crashed.”

Hurst threw the
man toward Stanton whom slipped his pistol in his belt behind his
back and stood looking directly into the man’s face inches away.
“Double agents the lowest of low.”

“Who the fuck
are you, I’ll have you up on charges,” stated the man. He didn’t
see Stanton move but found himself on the ground on all fours with
pain in several places looking at Stanton’s patent shoes. Stanton
grab him by the back of the neck grasping his collar pulling him to
his feet, he guided him from behind to the chair set up in front of
the lights, he threw him down into the seat and the man fumbled
around steadying himself. Stanton threw the switch activating the
lights, the man put his hand over his eyes shielding his
constricting pupils, he could see nothing so he rose to his feet
and immediately felt a blow to the side of his head. He cursed
throwing his arms around hay making punches and instantly found
himself on the ground on all fours again looking at Stanton’s
shoes. He felt the heavy hand on his collar and was thrust down
into the seat.

“Stay there or
I’ll break something.”

“Who the fuck
are you.”

Stanton stood
between the lights, the man could see his cropped hair making his
apogee appear square in his dark silhouette. The man struggled to
see features but Stanton stood in just the right place to remain
anonymous. “KGB.”

“I don’t know
what you’re talking about.”

Hurst
interrupted. “We should hand this to interrogation.”

Stanton
withdrew from the mans sight but he could still hear them. “We do
everything ourselves now,” he turned to Bella taking care not to
use names. “You wish to ask a few questions.”

Bella walked
forwards into the lights, it was the first time she had an
opportunity to question someone with an upper hand. The man
strained watching her silhouette. “Who do you pass your information
to, a name.”

The man
recognised her voice. “This women is a dangerous bitch get her away
from me. Fucking lying slut big promises until I got in her
car.”

Stanton flew
past Bella grabbing the man by the collar and head butting his
nose, he wallowed half dazed blood trickled from his nostrils. He
whispered in anger. “You’re not in Russia, you are being
interrogated by MI operatives our instructions are to eradicate you
so fucking get real.” He threw the man against the back of the
chair.

“You’re going
to kill me?” the man wiped his nose and looked at the blood on his
hand.

“If we have
to.”

“I want
diplomatic immunity.”

Stanton
laughed. “I want a house on the moon but I’m having trouble
financing it.”

“I have
money.”

Stanton bent
down right in his face. “Money, I have more money than you could
dream of.” Hurst and Bella listened with interest. “You’re the
first unfortunate soul to experience the separation of certain
powers in the British authoritarian system as in I’m partially
separated and no one is offering you anything other than a quick
death.”

“You’re a
madman.”

“Angry, a vast
difference.”

“Two million
pounds.”

Stanton burst
out laughing and walked away from the man with his back to him. “I
earned that in the last hour without even leaving this room.” Bella
and Hurst looked at each other puzzled, the man made a lunge for
Stanton he sidestepped half dazed the man feel forwards beyond the
light and looked down the barrel of an automatic pistol a silencer
held to his nose by Bella. Stanton gently pushed the pistol away
from the horrified mans face. “Not here,” he looked at Hurst whom
had also drawn a weapon. “The pretty wooden launch at the landing
just clear of the surface entrance we can use it.”

Hurst nodded.
“Yes, V8 inboard it’s pretty quick.” Stanton grabbed the man by his
lapel and dragged him toward the tunnel. “Where are you taking
him?”

“Information is
on a need to know basis and you don’t need to know.”

“We’re breaking
every rule and code I can think of.”

Stanton turned
to Hurst. “We have none, gives us a level playing field with our
adversaries.”

“We have as
system come on.”

“We can’t use
the system they can, no rules just survival and the preservation of
our creed no matter whom they may be, this bloke is a fucking
threat to national security. I’ve been in his shoes many times, I
lost men standing right beside me, why couldn’t it be me. I refuse
to loose you people, excuse me while I finish this interrogation.”
Stanton dragged the man to the tunnel he resisted, Stanton drew a
pistol from the rear of his belt whipping the side of the man’s
head, he cried in pain pulling his hands up to protect his face, he
could be heard whimpering as they shuffled into the darkness.

Hurst holstered
his pistol and looked at Bella. “Who the hell was that?”

Bella unscrewed
the silencer from her auto. “John’s only just arrived, but he’s
really been here for years, we’re the ones who just arrived.”

Hurst sat down,
Bella reassured him placing her hand on his shoulder then walked to
the fridge, she pulled out a bottle of Jack Daniels bourbon and sat
down next to Bruce. She poured two drinks in coffee mugs and handed
one to Bruce. “I think we just hit the front line.”

Stanton
returned an hour later alone, he asked to be familiarised and spent
time in the computer complex talking to the boffins and spent time
making notes and working a keyboard. The boffins appeared
interested in Stanton and crowded around in conference with him,
Hurst was puzzled and as they walked the hanger inspecting a
vertical take off aircraft he asked a burning question. “Where’s
the guard John.”

“We had
instructions Bruce.”

“You murdered
him?”

“Sanction Bruce
we refer to it as Sanction.”

“Did he say
anything?”

Stanton stopped
looking around and stood close to Hurst so he could whisper.
“People display radically different behaviour when they are about
to die, this one would sell his mother if he thought it might get
him somewhere. Interrogation prior to sanction I wouldn’t wish on
anyone, but sometimes it yields information that makes more sense
than death. I got masses of information from that man, his name was
Khrushchev and he had been recalled. Information can be as
devastating as it can be valuable and is on an need to know basis
and one question he answered you need to know. He knew who you are
had noted your presence and a few more days it would have been you
not him.” Stanton pulled a slip of paper from his pocket and placed
it in Hurst’s palm. “I’m sorry about your elder brother Bruce, he
was fine man, I looked up to him and as you always held hope he
would come home. Khrushchev sanctioned your brother when he first
arrived here two years ago in London, he found information
regarding you on your brothers body. He would have taken the
information back to Russia and we would have been doomed. Your
brother’s body is buried in this location, you are granted leave to
retrieve him and bury him in the tradition relevant, I’m
sorry.”

Hurst looked
pale and stone faced. “He’s in prison in Russia.”

“Bruce, it
covered the arse of this maggot, I drowned him, they’ll never find
his body, I tied him to a 200 litre drum of fuel sitting on the
rear of the launch and dropped him into deep tidal water. While we
were led to believe your brother was alive in Russian no one looked
for him. The KGB will assume this maggot is still operating or gone
underground, we can use similar tactics. He was paying someone in
Westminster for intelligence, that’s what we’re up against, the
rest you need not know. Nice quiet ceremony Bruce just you and I,
if the information leaks that we found your brother could bust
things wide open the KGB know Khrushchev disposed of him, we are
nameless, welcome to the elite Bruce. We can look at things in
different ways, for you and I a devastating thing to deal with, on
the other hand we are given one of the biggest breaks we could wish
for, we can take out some of the lower supports in the deck of
cards and the rest will come tumbling down. Then we look for those
whom attempt to put it up again.” Stanton slapped Bruce on the
shoulder and forced a smile.

“Will you come
with me John?”

“I’ll never
leave your side, no one gets left behind.”

Bella was given
a mission and Bruce Hurst accompanied by John Stanton retrieved the
remains of Gavin Hurst from a shallow grave on the banks of the
Thames in London. Escorting the bones to Foulness they personally
powdered his remains and as the sun clipped the water of the
English Channel beyond the island from the rear of a launch they
scattered his remains on the water, they looked at the horizon as
the sun slowly threw its golden beams across their face. It was the
start of a lifelong tradition for the pair, Gavin Hurst and all who
had fallen in the name of freedom and democracy would never be left
behind, from that day on they could often be seen watching the sun
rise from the edge of the muddy waters Foulness Island. Bruce Hurst
refused to cry, his brother and countless thousands of other
soldiers with no name lived inside him, they drove him on giving
meaning amid the kayos.

Bella returned
and noticed a searing resolve in the atmosphere of the underground
lair, she was sent on regular missions removing cancerous growths
with ruthless contempt among the governing and rich. Benign cancers
were left to supply information at which Bella became an expert
casually disposing of them should they become aggressive. Empires
fell, the misguided suffered, the evil died and slowly the annals
of power driven by those affected in the aristocracy attempted to
turn on Hollis. From an untraceable source whoever tried became a
target of the elite’s information trail. It became apparent that
somewhere, someone possessed more power than the prime
minister.

Bella relished
in the relationship with her man and for years she worked by his
side living and dream, Stanton became so powerful she was sexually
aroused by his presence. They engaged in a torrid love affair but
behind the curtains of love stalked the blonde beauty Jodi Simpson
living in Australia under her maiden name. Stanton financed his
children’s education at the most elite facilities available in
their adopted country. He watched over them with ruthless
application saving Jodi from the jaws of disaster on many occasions
unbeknown to her, she became brazen in her reporting covering the
Australian political scene with great success. Bella had no idea,
the name Jodi was banned from their vocabulary.

Bella so happy
never aged, as the lines of experience and wisdom graced his face
it was as if Bella was caught in a time warp. Then came the Polaris
affair, plans to the joint Polaris nuclear submarine operations had
gone missing a web of intrigue threw the elite into occasional
dissolution and a trail of dead ends. Then came the Brannigan
affair, Stanton questioned the intelligence implicating the
patriotic MI6 operative suspected of selling the Polaris plan
including the nuclear warhead design to an industrialist minister
in dire financial trouble. The misguided and evil among the
aristocracy be it government or industrial began to find ways
around the elite, dead ends and false information began to surface
everywhere. Stanton decided to find Brannigan to get to the bottom
of the affair after Bella was dispatched on a suicide mission to
Moscow but saved by some brilliant undercover work by Hurst,
returning alive with a Gordon Sheldon government minister. Stanton
took a lead on Brannigan in Plymouth, whilst Bella and Stanton
successfully followed the lead bringing Brannigan back to the
island on return MI5 had raided the bunker and Sheldon was missing.
Brannigan set them straight that Polaris was in the hands of Middle
Eastern dictatorial regimes and had leads to the salesman.

Exposed Stanton
attended Westminster warning the corridors of power and leaving
Brannigan found to be an elite operative under attack from
misguided elements of the government to chase the now obvious
perpetrators. Brannigan was marched out the back of SIS
headquarters blindfolded and handcuffed in Vauxhall Cross and
executed by unknown assailants.

Stanton was
enraged, he vacated the lair, Bella and Bruce had insight into why
Stanton spent so much time with science and mathematical boffins on
the island and by stealth attended the office of Hollis just as he
was packing to move from his beloved office in Westminster Palace
to Downing Street where later he would rise to become Chancellor of
the Exchequer. Stanton resigned and vanished to the Middle East
where he would eventually find the plans to Polaris and neutralise
them, he then moved to Australia the most feared vigilante among
his creed seeking to recover his family.

Bella was left
devastated, her dream life suddenly fell from grace. During the
course of recovering Brannigan in Plymouth the pair used the
vivacious blonde high rolling prostitute and daughter of shipping
magnet Gustav Fleming as bait finding the entire lead was far from
as informed. Rose Fleming a blonde bombshell happy go lucky with
links to the Mafia, underworld figures and members of parliament
was an innocent victim of circumstance. Bella hated her on sight
but Stanton supported the innocent party making Bella’s resolve all
the more scathing. On return to the island from Plymouth as Stanton
acted breaking up the elite and becoming a ruthless vigilante he
placed Rose in the care of Bella asking her to promise to look
after her no matter what.

Bella stuck
with Hurst and they settled in Pimlico near Westminster, Rose
became an asset stalking prey on the same grounds as Bella and Rose
was grafted into the ranks of MI6, from a scathing cat fight grew a
relationship of love and trust. The information and contacts Rose
possessed was of great assistance and Hurst was promoted to head of
SIS at Vauxhall Cross and a sitting member of the security
committee. Intelligence fell in his lap from an untraceable source
in the sky as did Bella, they felt their lives had a guardian angel
and although not sure they had their suspicions.


 CHAPTER NINE

Bella woke from
her slumber, she stretched and rubbed her eyes, she looked
inquisitive feeling like her life had flashed in front of her eyes.
In fact life had become rather boring over the last few months,
missions fizzled out to one a month if that generally boring
seniors or industrialist unable to satisfy her, and her mind had
begun to wander looking for new avenues. She walked blinking,
trying to hold her eyelids open she had slept heavily, dragging a
brush through her hair trying to frighten off the scare bear that
had besieged her during slumber. She fumbled around in the kitchen
preparing a sandwich and orange juice, her sheer see through
nightie just covered enough to make someone want to see more.

Rose staggered
from her room, dragging a brush through her hair yawning. She had
forgotten to put her dressing gown on and walked around the kitchen
naked. “How was the Oxford job,” she asked.

“Boring, an
arseholes son couldn’t fuck his way out of a wet paper bag. His dad
should be busted broke by now nice surprise for him, appeared to
think his dick was the same size as his bank balance. What have you
been up to?”

Rose sat down
next to her. “I fucked three men, hated it.”

“Was it a
job?”

“No, went to a
party and the target failed to show. You visiting little John
today.”

“It’s a school
day Rose,” she looked at Rose puzzled. “Three men and you hated it
and I’ve told you to be careful if your target doesn’t show leave
they could be operatives.”

Rose looked
bewildered. “Well I mean I didn’t really hate it I just didn’t
come.”

“Were they
young?”

“Compared to
who, us.”

Bella looked at
Roses breasts sticking straight out round and full, then down at
here own. “Do you think were getting old.”

Rose looked at
Bella. “No, or I don’t notice because I see you all the time.”

Bella got up,
turned around lifted her short nightie and showed Rose her
buttocks. “Are they getting droopy.”

Rose stopped
chewing, she flicked her blonde curls over her shoulder revealing
one of her breasts. “No, in fact it’s the first time I’ve really
looked, fuck I’m getting wet.”

Bella turned
back, she studied Roses breast excited by the fact the other was
hidden. She recalled a statement by someone a long time ago, she
even remembered his name, Lawrence the gay doctor. “Stand up Rose,”
Rose stood and paraded around in front of her, her pretty blonde
trimmed pubic hair and smooth round white curves swished through
the air, she spun round her long blonde locks flew straight out
revealing her full naked body then slumped back down hiding her
private parts. “Holy shit, we’ve never really had time to even have
a good look at each other, what the fuck is going on.”

“Fuck Bell you
have a nice arse, can you strip off.” Bella lifted her nightie over
her head and threw it on the floor, she spun around and her pure
black hair fanned out like an umbrella revealing her jet black
pussy and perky firm thirty eight breasts. The stood naked looking
at each others bodies. “Fuck I’m pumping up, what the fuck.”

“I’m absolutely
dripping, what the fuck do we do now.” Bella walked close to Rose
and petted her nipples, they were rock hard. She passed her hand
over her face down her cheek with the palm of her hand, down the
side of her body and over her pussy, Rose’s eyes lit up with fire.
“Rose what’s happening.”

“I think were
going to fuck each other.”

Bella raise her
eyebrows. “How?”

“Come into my
room I have a vibrator dildo thing I use to bring myself off when
I’m hot, will you fuck me first.”

Bella pouted
with a nod. “I don’t know what’s happening but yeah.”

She followed
Rose to her room. “Rose lift your hair round the front of you I
can’t see your arse.” Rose pulled grabbed her hair or most of it
and pulled it round her front revealing her walking buttocks. “Oh
my god I’m dripping wet, fuck that is sexy.” Bella watched Rose
rumble around in the top draw of her bedside cabinet, she pulled
out a black dildo and presented it to Bella as they stood beside
the bed. “Wow that’s a monster.”

“Fourteen
inches, I’ve had bigger real dicks but this one stays hard.” Bella
inspected the contraption; she felt the rippled surface dotted with
little raised lumps in an even pattern and the horses head adorning
its point. She flicked a switch on the base and it hummed. “Give it
here,” Rose took it and ran it round Bella’s nipples, her nose
flared and she drew deep breaths with occasional coughs. She ran it
slowly down her front across the centre of her naval and thrust it
between her legs.

“Oh shit, they
peered passionately at each other and gingerly approached each
other lips gently kissing, Bella grabbed the back of Rose’s head
and thrust her tongue inside her mouth, Rose squalled offering her
tongue to Bella and they mingled groaning and squealing. Rose let
go of the dildo to hold Bella and it dropped to the wooden floor
buzzing around. Bella pushed her back on the bed holding their kiss
and dived between her legs, they kissed and petted for a while
exploring each other’s bodies then rose thrust a finger inside
Bella’s vagina looking for her clit, she eventually found it and
Bella screamed with delight. “Fuck I’m hot Rose.”

Rose pushed her
off laying her beside her, she gathered the dildo humming around on
the floor held it up in front of Bella’s face, the vixen in Bella
flashed in her eyes. “Who said we can’t fuck each other,” Rose
gently opened Bella’s legs wide nestled the head of the dildo on
the erect lips of her vagina, Bella covered her face with her hands
muffling her screams. Rose gently pushed the machine inside Bella’s
arms shot out along the bed and she dug her nails into the silk
linen, “Oh my fucking god, go on fuck me with that thing it’s
fucking awesome.” Rose thrust it home and began pumping, Bella
screamed at the top of her voice, Rose smiled and gained solace in
the pleasure she gave to her best friend. Rose pumped away
occasionally osculating the weapon revealing in the laughter and
tunes she had Bella playing. Bella suddenly grabbed Roses upper
arms resting her elbows on her knees raised to allow Rose access,
her gaze of fire locked on Roses twinkling eyes and she orgasmed.
Rose kept pumping with her right hand and stroked Bella’s face with
her left kneeling between her legs far enough out to give Bella
full strokes of the instrument and excite her with her wallowing
breasts. Bella completely relaxed revelling in her dose of
adrenalin and endorphins, Rose took the weapon out of Bella’s love
canal and lay down beside her, she had orgasmed just watching what
happened to Bella. Bella propped herself up on one elbow, Rose
sucked her breast and Bella took the weapon from Rose and with the
powering gaze of a vixen fixed her eyes on hers as she positioned
herself between Rose’s legs. She scowled at her demanding
domination and thrust the weapon up Rose’s vagina, she presented
her breasts as she pumped away and Rose eagerly palmed the
protrusions. Rose orgasmed again in record time moaning and
groaning with ecstasy, she stopped Bella’s hand and pulled her down
on top of her leaving the humming contraption buzzing deep inside
her.

They lay on top
of each other for a couple of minutes enjoying the natural infusion
of narcotics. Bella fell to one side and they lay on their backs
looking at the ceiling, they studied the swirly plaster so
skilfully applied to the surface. Rose reached down and turned off
the dildo slowly pulling it from her vagina and leaving it on the
sheet between her legs. “Fuck what happened are we lesbians.”

Bella frowned
and scratched her head. “No I don’t think so, I think Lesbians are
really in love like I love just one man, they want to get married
but I don’t feel that I just want to fuck. I think were
nymphomaniacs.”

“Oh,” replied
Rose with an equally inquisitive frown. “That was fucking good
though Bell, just think we can do that anytime.”

Bella propped
herself up on one arm looking over at Rose. “I missed the blow, you
know when men roar and let fly forcing their dominance inside you,
fuck I love that.”

Rose propped
herself up to face Bella. “You can get dildo’s with balls that
shoot up you.”

“Really.”

“Yes I’ve seen
them in the sex shop, you can strap them around you and fuck like a
real man.”

Bella raised
her eyebrows and smiled. “Fuck I’ve got to experience that, in all
the excitement I forgot to go down on you.”

“We’ll get
better at it, what about doing this with a man, fucking each other
and a man at the same time.”


“Threesome.”

“I had three at
once last night but was a fizzer, I was fucking busting, fucking
nymphomania. I don’t know if it’s a curse or just my lucky day
sometimes. Three young men about eighteen lasted about three
strokes one blew over my legs before he got anywhere near my pussy,
this really blew my mind this morning.”

Bella looked
Rose up and down. “You are a bit of a spunk Rose, I bet the odd
hardened porno star stuffed up giving it to you.”

“They take
stuff to keep them up and stuff to hold their orgasm but some still
fuck up.”

“I had one man
once he made love to me, something I can’t do I just fuck because
I’m hooked on the aftertaste. It was when I was younger just
flourishing from innocence.”

“Did he come
back for more?”

“No, I threw
him off the top of the Eiffel tower while he was fucking me was a
buzz.”

“Oh shame.”

“Made no
difference I still hated him for other things he had been
doing.”

“I vote we
shower up, go get a strap on dildo come back and fuck each other
stupid.”

“I’m with you I
just have to see what it’s like having your tits swing over me
while you’re fucking me, sounds wonderful. How about a sixty nine
for a top up before we go.”

Rose scrambled
around getting caught on her hair grabbing Bella’s legs and running
her face up her inner thighs connecting with her vagina. Bella let
out a squeal of appreciation as Rose wrapped her legs around
Bella’s face muffling all sound and Bella wrapped her mouth around
Rose’s vaginal lips swelling with excitement, she found her clit
and Rose thrust her groin at Bella’s face. Bella rolled Rose onto
her back liking at the sticky secretions, Rose stuck her tongue
right out allowing Bella to thrust her buttocks up and down over
it. They kept squealing, moaning, screaming, it interrupted their
rhythm and they lost climax. Bella climbed off. “Let’s go get these
strap on dicks this just isn’t working.”

Rose pushed
Bella of the edge of the bed making her stand then stood next to
her with their nipples touching. “Fuck I’m getting worse we may
fuck each other to death.”

“Okay it’s a
deal,” the giggled like teenage girls. They showered together
lathering each others bodies and massaging their bodies, they
realised they’d been in the shower for half an hour and decided
they better move.

In a Pimlico
shopping precinct was an arcade with a discreet sex shop. Rose
walked boldly in followed by Bella who stood nervously behind her
at the counter. The middle aged owner slim and handsome looked the
pair up and down Rose wearing her usual open top stopping just
short of her nipples. “Can I help you?”

Rose
communicated with a wide smile. “Yes, we would like one or two of
those strap on very big dildo’s that shot come up you when you want
it.”

The attendant
put down his newspaper and stood up his eyebrows raised. “I see,
yes,” he looked straight into her cleavage. “That is a crying
shame,” he whispered.

“I beg your
pardon.”

“Er, come this
way love.” They followed the man to the back corner of the shop
hidden from the windows. He selected a monster dildo from the shelf
and presented it before them. “This is the most popular model I
have, light and very manoeuvrable, unlike other models it has a
finish on the shaft with the texture of a mans skin, the button
here held in the hand connected by this wire and when the
simulation of semen is required a simply hold the button down for
as long as you want. It delivers a warm white sticky paste similar
to a man’s seminal fluid and a similar smell. Other paste’s have a
perfumed smell several different aromas.”

Rose handled
the implement, “God it weighs nothing, nice padded leather strap,
this must be the paste reservoir in these artificial balls,
goodness me must hold a lot.”

“Enough to give
you a royal flush darling,” quipped the cockney store owner.

Bella ran her
hand up and down the shaft. “Feels just like a mans cock, unreal.”
She noticed the store owners bulging pants and decided to freak
Rose out, she pushed in front of her nosing the store owner’s face.
He ogled her black sheer dress hugging her naked body partially
visible through the front of her unbuttoned full length cream
woollen coat. “How much are they.”

“Fifty two quid
love.”

“Wonder they
don’t come with a man attached to them.”

“No just the
implement love, the paste is two quid a bottle an inert substance
completely harmless and medicated, enough for five refills, should
keep you going for a while.”

Bella pounced.
“Said who, you have an erection.”

“Anyone geezer
who stands next to you two and doesn’t have is a poofter I
reckon.”

Bella looked at
Rose the vixen surfaced. “I like him, lets fuck him.”

“Ladies
please.”

“I’ll go
first,” said Bella. “You watch the door.” Rose blocked the isle
watching the door only a few metres away with her back to them.
Bella unzipped his fly, slid her hand inside. “Oh, that’s a
whopper.” She loosened his belt enough to undo his trouser button
and make enough room to remove his penis. He looked tense and
apprehensive. “Relax, this is quire exciting.” She wanked him with
both hands, for half a minute or so. “Rose I think he’s nearly
ready.

They changed
places. “Oh, that’s a big one,” they giggled as they passed each
other passing his shaft from one set of hands to another. Rose
whispered at him. “Well suck them your dying to by the looks don’t
be shy.” He dived his hands into her dress cups pulling her bosom
out forcing the cups down and exposing them, he leant down grunting
with ecstasy and sucked her nipple cradling them in his hands, Rose
closed her eyes and stood with her mouth open. She took one of his
hands and made him hold his dick. She smiled at him, “I’m going to
bend over it’s party time.” She turned around lifted her short
dress, bent over and looked round at him. “Come on I’m hot.”

He thrust it in
to its full depth, she had nothing to stop his lustful thrusts and
she moved across the floor toward Bella, Bella turned and held her
hands and the store owner grabbed her breasts thrusting harder.
Rose looked at Bella with a lust filled face. “You pair are just to
fucking horny I’m going to let go,” he muttered.

“Bell this is
fucking awesome fun fucking in public.”

Bella watched
the mans face and pre-empted his orgasm, she smiled at rose lifting
one eyebrow, “Ready, steady, go.” The man thrust for a final time
grabbing Rose’s breasts as hard as he could and muffling the roar
of his orgasm by burying his face in her back.”

Rose squealed
with delight as his load warmed her pussy. She coughed and drew
short breaths as she come. Bella watched her face, a new
experience, she looked so serene as she accepted her vascular
reward pulsed around her body by her thumping heart. “Fuck I feel
guilty taking it from you Bell.”

The man fell
against the wall and Rose stood pulling her skirt down and
adjusting her top. Bella shook her head. “Don’t be darling was
worth it just to see your face, you loved it. This is a buzz, let’s
go home and fuck each other.”

Bella and Rose
picked up one each of the strap on dildo’s, the man leant against
the wall his half erect penis still hanging from his fly glistening
with Roses seminal fluid. “Can we have these,” Rose asked.

“With my
compliments,” muttered the man.

They put them
in their bags and shuffled toward the door, Rose turned to the
store owner as Bella walked out. “I enjoyed that, some weapon you
have, I feel great, bye.”

They raced down
the arcade giggling and laughing heading for home, they
occasionally broke into a canter but their unbridled breasts caused
problems and they laughed some more.

Rose showered
as soon as they completed the ritual of the security systems. Bella
read the instruction pamphlet supplied with the machine’s, loaded
the batteries, filled the fluid chambers. She stripped off
adjusting the belt for her shapely waist, she handled the shaft
hanging from her and felt in control. She held it with one hand as
she walked from the kitchen to Rose’s room, Rose had finished
drying herself by the bed with her back to Bella. Bella crept up
and surprised her. “Ready for action darling.”

Rose turned and
admired her naked partner, the smell of Bella’s perfume excited
her. “Oh, me first, goody.” She lay down on the bed her legs wide
apart and Bella shuffled in on her knees.

“How do you
want it?”

“I don’t really
know just bury it in me and start fucking I’ll work it out and tell
you.”

Bella nestled
the head of the shaft at Roses vaginal lips wet with anticipation.
She lent over Rose supporting herself with one arm wile guiding the
implement in with the other, he breasts swung over Roses face and
Rose handled them with gentle lust. “I’ll talk dirty, works for me.
Cop this you fucking horny bitch.” She thrust the enormous weapon
into Rose who yelped grabbed Bella around the chest and buried her
face into Bella’s cleavage. Bella was surprised with what ease the
enormous weapon sunk to the bottom of Rose’s vulva, she slowly
thrust back and forth her hair hanging around Rose’s face like a
tent. Rose took her face out of Bella’s chest to talk.

“Oh Bella you
have no fucking idea, give it to me go, talk more dirt.”

“Thought so, I
love it my pussy is busting.”

“I won’t last
long Bell go baby.” Bella went to town the implement was so big it
stopped Bella’s naval just short of slapping on Rose’s buttocks.
Bella looked down over Rose’s pulsating body in the semi darkness
created by the tent of her hair and could read the ecstasy in her
eyes of fire and look of pure tranquillity.

“Now you
fucking horny bitch see if you can stand this.” Bella went berserk
bashing the head of the implement against the back of Roses vulva,
she watched with interest as Rose let go of her chest lay back on
the sheet with her arms outstretched and with her eyes closed
screamed at the top of her voice, Bella hit the button in her hand
and filled her with warm sweet smelling paste.

Rose scavenged
for breath, Bella stopped pumping, she could see the height of
ecstasy sustained by her actions, she could feel the anticipation
weeping from her pussy down her crutch as Rose grabbed her dangling
breast and drove her nails deep into the flesh. She opened her eyes
and struggled to speak. “Congratulation’s you are officially the
best fuck I ever had.” Bella climbed off surveying her body as she
stood up and staggered toward the kitchen, Bella unstrapped the
machine from her loins, lay on the bed and watched the door
manipulating her pussy.

Rose strutted
into the room and mounted the bed, she shuffled up between Bella’s
legs, Bella lay with her legs flat on the bed. Rose tapped her
fingers underneath one of them, “Lift them up you naughty girl,
gives a better angle.” Bella raised her legs and Rose lay over her,
Bella felt the comfort of the tent as Roses hair formed a wig wam
around her face and her breasts swung above her face. She felt the
gentle pois of the implement press on her swollen loins as Rose
with a cheeky smile buried the shaft in her vagina. She began
thrusting, “Fuck this is fun,” she muttered. Rose spoke dirty with
every thrust. “Cop, this, you, fucking, delectable, bitch, I’ll,
give, you, make, me, come, so, fucking, much, I, nearly, died.”
Bella made a sudden dive into Rose’s breasts holding them against
her checks muffling the screams, Rose pressed the button and filled
her with the sweet smelling warmth of orgasmic elevation bucking so
hard she nearly threw Rose from her thighs. Rose removed the dildo
and pushed herself up on her knees, she watched Bella’s face fill
with natural narcotic, she had never seen it this way before. She
stood up and dropped the implement to the floor then lay down
beside Bella whom was breathing that slow with her eyes shut she
appeared dead from absolute ecstasy, they lay there for ten minutes
holding hands. “Are we supposed to go to work today Bell.”

Bella opened
her eyes, her body had cooled. “No, I see Bruce tomorrow at
Vauxhall Cross some touchy job have no idea.”

“Can I
come?”

Bella chuckled.
“You’re banned Rose,” she laughed out loud. “Bonking the shit out
of half the place, you cause too much of a distraction.”

Rose propped
herself up on one elbow looking at Bella tossing her hair behind
her back. She slapped the sheet between them bringing her hand down
in rage. “Fuck Bell I can’t help it, they want to fuck me and I
want them to, no fucking law against it. I don’t wish I was a prude
I like who I am. And what about today, that man in the shop was the
most fun I’ve had in ages.”

“The sex shop
owner could a social disease Rose, when we are given targets the
risk is calculated for us and we act accordingly. You can fuck
targets Rose blowing the operatives is a conflict of interest.”

“I know the man
in the sex shop, his wife looks well to me she's sometimes in there
serving. What is that, conflict, can’t say I’ve ever caused
any.”

Bella raise her
eyebrows then thought for a while her face deep in concentration.
“Mmm, John may agree with you. Conflict of interest sounds an
industrial and governistic term. They impose these things on us but
I know how they carry on, do as I say not as I do, he understood
you I'm just catching on, John’s right your just a sexy bystander,
fuck are you sexy. Did you have sex from a young age, were you
sexually abused, we’ve never spoken of this?”

Rose shrugged
here shoulders. “What’s do you mean?”

“Did anyone
touch you or have them do things to you that involved sex.”

Rose shook her
head and pouted. “No, dad sent me to all girl schools, I had some
friends with experience with boys, they used to brag about it and
show me pictures.”

“That’s similar
to me I just loved dominating the boys, I wanted what others could
have but wouldn’t let them have full sex, I felt powerful boys
would do whatever I asked them.”

“I couldn’t wag
school every move we made was watched and reported to my
parents.”

“When did you
start screwing then?”

“One of my room
mates, I think I was fourteen took me to the sex shop and showed me
dildo’s, she said they felt just like boys. I didn’t really know
what she meant. I went through her things and found it when she
wasn’t there, I messed around pushing where I had seen her use it
and suddenly it disappeared inside me. Wow I wondered what the hell
was going on, I freaked out when I saw a load of blood but I
couldn’t stop it felt fantastic.”

Bella displayed
a range of facial expressions as she listened ranging from
disbelief to humorous appreciation. “When did you have first have a
real dick.”

Rose looked at
the ceiling in deep thought. “I can’t remember exactly, towards the
end of high school. I got my own dildo after trying my friends and
couldn’t get enough and found a pair of rubber pants in the sex
shop with a big rubber dildo as part of the crutch. I put them on
with the dildo up me all day, sometimes I’d orgasm just walking
along.”

“Really, when
was your first orgasm?”

“I can’t
remember, maybe the first time I used the dildo, the more I used
them the stronger the feeling became until I used to scream at the
top of my voice.”

Bella thought
hard. “Yeah, my recollections are similar, I orgasmed ages before
John had sex with me as a virgin. I remember the first time, I’ll
never forget it was sweet.”

“One of the
only male teachers at my school was a spunk, I used to watch him
during lessons and wiggle around on my rubber pants. I orgasmed
toward the end of a lesson I think I was seventeen and he thought I
was sick, he sent me to the first aid room and came down to see if
I was okay after lesson. I was so naive I thought most girls
masturbated and orgasmed, I know some screwed they bragged about
it. I just explained I had orgasmed watching him and showed him my
rubber pants. He was so gentle, he locked the door and talked to me
for a while explaining the dangers of social disease and pregnancy,
when he asked if I had orgasms he nearly fell off his chair when I
said four or five times a day. He said I was at risk of all these
things and demonstrated the use of a condom, he had some in his
wallet showing me how they worked pulling it over his finger. I’d
never seen a man’s dick and just asked if I could see his.”

“Rose, you
could get him jailed.”

“Well I didn’t
know, fuck I was left to find things out myself, divided from my
family, they were never there when I was home, I watched porno
movies and thought everyone did it.”

Bella laughed.
“And.”

“He handled me
gently rubbing my breasts, I opened up my blouse and unclipped my
bra and had control, then he sucked my nipples holy shit I fucking
loved it, my fanny swelled right up, he slipped his hand up my
dress fingering my pussy and found my clit fuck I’ll never forget
it. It’s the first time I had a tongue kiss he really knew what to
do, I copied the movies I’d seen rubbing his cock it felt huge. He
got up and put a chair under the door knob and pulled down the
blinds even though the windows were frosted, I got a bit worried I
hadn’t done it before and wondered if I could actually do it. He
undid his trousers and dropped them to the floor right in front of
my face, he asked if I wanted I could have a look but if I had
changed my mind he would put his trousers back on. I pulled down
his underpants and out it shot, the excitement as soon as I touched
it the feel was great, I played with it copying the movies and
cupped his balls all felt great. He moaned and groaned I thought I
was hurting him but he explained he felt like I did when I
masturbated. I put it in my mouth god I was hopeless I didn’t know
what to do fumbled around with my tongue for a minute or so then he
pulled it our and stood me up guided me to the bed along one wall
behind a curtain laid me down on it and pulled the curtain. He
striped off and I sat up asking to look at him for a while he was
the first man I’d ever seen naked, his cock was hard as and
sticking straight up my pussy was giving me heaps, but I remember
thinking what the fuck. He let me look for a while sitting on the
side of the bed then pushed my legs apart lifting my dress above my
pussy, he let me watch everything as he offered his shaft up to my
pussy I giggled. He smiled looking in my face then pulled my head
down holding me by the neck so I was in full view then lunged into
me holy shit he said my face lit up like crystal palace, he just
gave it to me. He banged the living shit out of me for I don’t know
how long because I was on another planet then suddenly pulled his
cock out and blew all over my pussy and legs, as he cleaned me up
he explained it was another way of avoiding pregnancy. By the time
we were cleaned up he had another rock hard erection so I fucking
jumped it standing up, he lifted me up and thrashed me up and down
against the wall holding me by the thighs fuck I orgasmed in five
minutes drowning his loins. We ran out of time, cleaned up and left
like nothing had happened.”

“You actually
did it, screwed your spunk school teacher, I only got to dream
about it.”

“You must have
done something Bell the men would have been all over you.”

“I blew guys
finding out who had the biggest dick, then Jodi and I were nearly
raped on the way home from school and John watched over us stopped
most of the shenanigans other than the really keen in the girls
toilet of a lunch time. When do you think you became a nympho?”

“From when I
wore the rubber pants, I got hooked on what happens when you have
an orgasm, nothing else seemed to matter.”

“I studied it
in military school, adrenalin and endorphins are as addictive as
recreational drugs like cocaine. The same thing has happened to me,
handling a huge dick I used to orgasm I think as far as I can
remember and once I gave birth to little John I got stuck into sex
I couldn’t get enough. I’m just down without it, it dominates my
life. I’m so influenced by John he suggested I turn it into a
strength he was unable to do what I could do and he was right. It’s
in our genes and we’ve grown to understand each other. I hated you
when I first saw you John lusted over your body I was insanely
jealous.”

“Did he really,
if I’d know that I would have fucked him.”

Bella laughed.
“Rose now I’d let you anyway, life’s to short. Did you fuck your
teacher again?”

“Oh yeah, he
taught me heaps, we met at a hotel after school he told his wife he
was working back and how. I became so insatiable he brought friends
along up to three I loved it, when I graduated guys threw money at
me for having sex I needed a job and it just fitted my character. I
married with exceptions from my parents but it was just a waist of
time, I screwed the best man and the bridal party, was a waist of
time I never went near it again, not for me.”

Bella chuckled.
“I know what that’s like, I’m such a bitch I was determined to have
John before Jodi and did the night before the wedding.”

“Really
unreal.”

“Unfortunately
or fortunately I got pregnant even though I was a virgin.”

“Does John
know?”

“Yes.”

“I just don’t
get pregnant, maybe I’m baron or something.”

“Me neither,
something happened when I gave birth and I’m unable to bear any
more children.”

“I would have
liked just one like you.”

“We had to fuck
each other to talk to find out how alike we are, em speaking of
fucking each other can I go first again.”

Rose got up
hurrying to fulfil Bella’s suggestion and picked up the strap on
machines, she washed them up in the bathroom, trotted to the
kitchen and refilled the reservoirs. She stood by the bed eyeing
Bella’s pussy as Bella oozed the vixen from her fiery squinted
eyes. She placed Bella’s on the side bedside cabinet ready for
action and strapped hers around her thighs. “You want it from
behind bitch.”

Bella pushed
herself along on her buttocks sliding from the bed and standing
next to Rose looking in her face. “I’ll try anything once.” She
turned around, bent over and propped herself up on the bed with her
palms. She looked around watching Rose line her vaginal cavity up
holding her weapon with one hand and steadying Bella’s thighs with
the other. She rubbed the head of the shaft up and down Bella’s
slit. “Don’t bother I’m dripping.” Rose lent slightly towards her
and the rippling surface of the fake penis massaged the internal
walls of Bella’s vaginal cavity producing the result it was
designed for. “Oh Rose you have to try this,” she watched Roses
breast jiggle up and down as she commandingly bashed away at
Bella’s thighs the head of the shaft belting the back wall of
Bella’s vulva the shaft bending and pushing the walls of her cavity
out increasing satisfaction. Rose watched Bella’s buttocks admiring
the view, she thrust away for several minutes Bella playing ever
new tunes, she looked straight up at the ceiling and screamed as
she orgasmed loosing rhythm.

“Rose, you’re
supposed to be fucking me.”

“Fuck I can’s
help it I never seen such an arse before, fuck your beautiful no
wonder men like this.” She refocused and began to bang away harder
than ever. “Your turn you fucking horny bitch.”

“Again!”

“I said cop
this you fucking horny bitch are you deaf bitch.”

 

“More!”

Rose shouted
with every thrust. “You, fucking, absolute, incredible, fucking,
machine, you, deserve, six, men, in, a, fucking, row.”

“Drench me, hit
it!” Rose pushed the button filling Bella with sweet smelling
paste, it squeezed back between the shaft and her vaginal walls
running down her legs. Bella dropped her head to the sheet muffling
her screams, she lifted her face away converted in darkness by her
hair. “Rose, you’ll suffer when I get behind you bitch.”

Rose withdrew
the shaft from Bella’s throbbing pussy, she unbuckled the machine
dropping it to the floor, kicking it away from their feet. She bent
over next to cloaked in darkness by her hair she excitedly spoke.
“I know how you feel Bell but as soon as you can I am busting you
fucking lucky bitch, you sound like you’re on the moon.”

Bella gasped
for breath. “Venus, mercury somewhere but I certainly just left
here for a while.” She stood up and threw her hair over her back,
she looked at Rose’s beckoning buttocks, she knelt down behind her
lining poising her mouth at her vagina. “Fuck it I’m going down.”
She thrust her tongue inside Rose and dragged it up and down her
slit.

“Bella get the
cock and fuck me for fuck sake, I could get used to this.” Bella
stood up wiped her mouth on her arm, retrieved the dildo and
strapped it on. Rose threw back her hair and watched leaning on the
bed poised in anticipation, Bella looked vixen at Rose as she
slowly strapped the awesome shaft on.

“Fuck are you
going to cop it bitch.”

“Keep talking
and for god’s sake fuck me.”

Bella poised
the weapon at her cavity. “Who’s a naught girl fucking her teacher,
I’ll show you what punishment we have for naughty bitches with
fucking awesome arses and tits that fuck teachers.”

Rose was
seething with want, her face was etched with fire. “Bell for god
sake fuck me and keep talking.” Bella lunged the weapon at Rose’s
love canal and it sank deep inside with a resounding shriek of
appreciation. Bella placed the button on Roses back, lent round and
grabbed her breasts for leverage. “Bell you’re a fucking mind
reader.”

She thrust away
leaning over Roses back inadvertently for several minutes then
inadvertently activated the button with her naval, Bella wondered
why Rose began thrashing around and bashing the bed with both
hands, about ten seconds later Rose fell limp and dropped onto the
bed. The dildo disconnected and as Rose turned over with her legs
wide open her eyes closed face toward the ceiling her back on the
bed propping herself up with her legs on the floor. Bella showed no
mercy as she soaked up the natural narcotics seeping through her
veins blinded by ecstasy Bella stood between her legs, dominating
her with one arm either side of her breasts leaning on the bed and
lunged the shaft deep inside her black hair covering her breasts
brushing her nipples to maximum erection. “How’s this bitch, have I
discovered something.”

Rose held
Bella’s shoulders with her hands her eyes slightly open lit up with
satisfaction. “Bell, that was fucking unreal, there’s something in
that white stuff, my pussy is so sensitive,” she whispered.

“I’m stuffed
anyway, I‘m so satisfied I just want to lie next to you.”

“Okay, pull it
out this’ll last for a while.” Bella slid the shaft from Rose’s
throbbing vagina, stood up unbuckled the weapon and dropped the
belt on the floor with a clunk and kicked it out the way then fell
on the bed next to her, closed her eyes in semi slumber breathing
heavily.

They lay silent
for half an hour. “Rose I’m hungry.”

Rose pushed
herself up on her elbows. “I’m starving.” They got up and had a
quick shower lathering each others bodies standing connected
beneath the shower outlet running the suds off as soon as they
could. They dried themselves threw the towels on the floor and
rushed to the kitchen, they threw salad sandwiches together, poured
orange juice sat naked opposite each other at the kitchen table
poking the sandwiches in there mouths at an alarming rate,
swallowing the food before it was adequately chewed. “This tastes
great,” Rose took another bite and spoke between chews. “I really
enjoyed that but frankly Bell I feel a bit weird.”

Bella managed
the occasional sentence between chewing. “Mmmm, me to.”

“Isn’t one
lesbian supposed to be butch or something, you know more or less
have balls.”

Bella chocked.
“Rose bloody hell, were nymphos and I flatly refuse to dress up as
a guy.”

“Well fuck that
so do I.”

“I don’t want
to marry you Rose but I’d appreciate you fucking me occasionally
especially with that thing we bought and that’s it. Actually I’m
going to screw a man as soon as I can I feel a bit weird as
well.”

“Blimey I feel
the same, I’m going to go back and screw the sex shop owner again
he spread stuff on his dick like that paste I could smell it, that
was the best two minute fuck I’ve ever had.”

“That’s where I
smelt that stuff.”

“How’s you’re
pussy mines basking in it.”

“I was going to
fuck you to death with just the smell of it I have no idea what it
is but had my heart racing.”

“I’ll ask him
what it is.”

“Like he’ll
tell you I don’t think, no wonder men like fucking us, if they feel
like us while they screw and then orgasm no wonder they roar like a
bull.”

“Look I’m
struggling with this, I love you Bell what are we going to do. The
best fuck I ever had is a women that’s my best friend where is this
going.”

“Rose we lost
focus, things are slow, I’m blown out what do you want me to say, I
feel the same the best fuck I ever had was a blonde women I hated
at first site. Fucking lust why can’t I be struck with prudishness.
Go back in the bedroom and well be fucking in seconds, were sex
maniacs, nymphomaniacs, I wish I could talk to Lawrence if he’s
still alive, you can love it or let it destroy you what’s it going
to be.”

“I need another
sandwich then it’s my turn first and abuse me more your taunting is
to tame, I’ve had men abuse the shit out of me and slap my arse
till it stings and I love it, we have the advantage of finding out
what blows our minds for each other, we hardly need Lawrence
whoever he may be or anyone else to work that out.”

“Don’t you talk
down to me bitch you’ll change your tune and beg for mercy, you’re
a fucking hoar.” Roses stopped chewing on the last of her sandwich,
she held herself still not wanting to miss a work, her face glowed
and her nose flared, her chest heaved her nipples hardening, Bella
became moist as she gained control and launched a scathing attack.
She stood up throwing her hair behind her back looking down at
Rose. “So you want a fucking pounding, I’ll have you begging for
mercy if you’re up to it you tainted slut, what a fucking rag, all
you want to do is fuck what a deranged bitch. I think you’ve met
your match, I’m going to eat your pussy till you scream for
it.”

“Fuck the
sandwich,” they raced toward the bedroom.


 CHAPTER TEN

The alarm woke
Bella, Rose was gone asleep in her room, Bella showered and
dressed, Rose woke rushed to prepare herself for the day and joined
Bella. The kitchen was cloaked in silence, they read the latest
news on laptops sitting opposite each other, the modern kitchen was
granite tops and stainless steel and grey slate tiled floors. The
table was glass topped and rattled with the slightest contact from
cups or plates. “What time do you see Bruce?” asked Rose.

“Soon.”

“Can I
come?”

“You stay in
the cab, hey that Chinese facial cream is on special at
Harrods.”

“Where did you
see that?”

“On their web
site.”

There was
further silence. “Bell, last night, wow.” Bella just smiled. “Look
I’m getting worse as soon as the buzz wears off I’m wanting, it’s
starting to give me the shits.”

Bella looked up
tossing her hair back. “Really.”

“Yeah, maybe I
need to talk to this Lawrence doctor or someone.”

“Or the Welsh
rugby team, he he.”

Rose closed her
laptop and folded her arms. “Bella this is serious.”

“You’re freaked
out because we have heaps of sex on hand and no men. We’ll get a
job mission today and get focused.”

“Can you wear
something a bit more conservative and use underwear my pussy is
making rash demands.”

“Calling the
kettle black, I can nearly see your nipples and what you’re having
for breakfast through the glass.” Rose closed her legs.

“I’m planning
to see the sex shop guy to find out what’s in that white shit.”

Bella looked at
her watch. “Come on lets go.” Bella set the security system and in
an adjacent garden they emerged chatting into the morning bustle. A
black cab waited whisking them away for the short run to Vauxhall
Cross, Bella asked the cab driver to cruise the block leaving Rose
aboard reassured she was separated from the cab driver by metal and
glass.

Bruce took
Bella to a spot along the rivers edge quiet and watched over, they
lent on the wall using a low tone next to each others ear. “That
Bronson man in Manhattan, we have a Texan FBI agent getting around
asking questions, he’s been openly asking for you. You may have to
lay low for a while your next job will include Rose and keep you
busy, it’s local.”

“The FBI, how
did they know?”

“John must know
and he’s done nothing usually means it’s to our advantage to stick
with it.”

“I don’t like
the idea of someone looking for me.”

“Find him and
ask why.”

“Before or
after the job?”

“Send Rose
she’ll get it out of him no risk.”

“Rose, could be
a disaster.”

“It’ll work,
things are on a need to know basis if you see my point.”

Bella thought
deep but moved on. “You mentioned a two women job.”

“One of your
target’s a women.”

Bella looked at
Bruce stunned holding her head back. “Bruce are you serious, we
have gigolos that specialise.”

“She’s
gay.”

“I have no
training.”


“Improvise.”

“What’s the
angle, you mentioned both of us.”

“Its
complicated, you’ll have to read the files carefully. She’s married
to a minister at the foreign office and selling lots of bits of
paper from his homework. What we don’t know is if he’s involved,
you know him Bell he’ll be all over you like a rash. He has a
mistress what he doesn’t know is his wife uses her as well, they
sleep in different rooms, we think they stay together for financial
and contact reasons.”

“Mmmm, what
kind of paperwork for sale.”

“The kind that
attracts the attention of John Stanton.”

“I’ll look into
it straight away.”

“Thought you
might.”

“Where is
John?”

“No one knows,
some say Hawaii, some say Australia, the middle east I don’t think
anyone really knows. He finds you these days.”

“You know how
to contact him don’t you?”

Bruce looked at
her. “Bella,” he raised his eyebrows and smiled.

“Was worth a
try, where are the files.”

“Being
delivered to number four now, collect them as soon as you get
home.” They walked the short distance to the SIS main entrance and
Hurst peeled off Bella made her way under heavy surveillance to the
corner of the Albert Embankment, SIS building and Board of
examination to the north, she looked at her watch and after a few
minutes the cab pulled up to collect her, she climbed in and it
made its way north on Albert Embankment, over Lambeth Bridge, along
Horseferry Road then south toward Pimlico. They said nothing,
standard procedure although the cab driver was a young agent
learning his way round assigned to operative transport. Bella
looked daggers at Rose, her eyes were sparkling, her lipstick was
smudged and she had a smile a mile wide and looked as if she had
just received a rush of narcotics holding her fingers interlocked
fiddling around content. They were dropped a street from their
entrance, walked to number four, went in side, Bella retrieved some
mail from a steel locker sunk into the wall and the pair vanished
from site.

They entered
their kitchen and Bella threw the files on the table. “The cab
driver Rose, so what was the poor young man like pray tell?”

She shrugged
her shoulders as she sat down at the table adjusting her dress.
“Pretty hopeless was a fizzer, blew in his pants.”

“Rose for
goodness sake young men can’t keep their mouths shut.”

“He’s picking
me up later, I’ll show him a few things.”

Bella sat down
in a huff shaking her head, she opened the files and studied her
targets. Rose served herself a bowl of ice-cream and studied her
lap top in dire concentration surfing the net.

“Do you know a
man called Brice Welland,” asked Bella.

“Yes.”

Bella looked up
and waited. “And.”

“Haven’t seen
him for ages, he used to pay me, he knows my dad.”

“You serviced
him.”

“Yes his wife
went weird, cut all her hair off and dyed it black, wears suits and
ties and hangs around with women, no wonder he came to me his
wife’s yuk.”

“How much did
he pay you?”

“Two thousand
pounds, he lasted about ten minutes. He’s a lovely man but pretty
hopeless when it comes to sex, haven’t seen him in years.”

Bella wore a
hint of a smile. “Humph,” she shook her head as she looked back at
the files. “The lord works in mysterious ways, his wife is doing
some naught things.”

“Yeah I bet do
we get to…”

“She’s involved
in treason.”

“Is that a
country club?”

Bella rolled
her eyes. “A violation of allegiance her husband is a member of
government.”

“What.”

“Aiding an
enemy.”

“Please
explain.”

“Betrayal or
disloyalty.”

“She’s been
doing it for a while I know some of the women she see’s.”

Bella raised
her voice. “Flogging stolen intelligence from government and
military sources that doesn’t belong to her, knocked off from her
husband so we are led to believe.”

Rose looked
disgusted. “Oh, the bitch. That’ll get her into trouble with the
police.”

“Rose we are
the police,” Bella giggled.

“Oh yeah.”

“God I love you
Rose,” she giggled under her breath as she read on. “Do you think
you can corner Brice and innocently check on what he’s up to,
listen to phone calls, read notes and letters lying around?”

“That I’m good
at. What are you going to do?”

“Fuck his
wife.”

“Hey get
real.”

“If she’s up to
what we think I need intelligence on her leaks.”

Rose looked
super bewildered. “You need to know when she goes to the
toilet.”

“She’s leaking
information, you know selling it for gain we sometimes call it a
leak. If Brice is having women at two thousand pounds a bonk
possible his wife pays for it to keep things under wraps and that’s
some seriously expensive habits way beyond the realms of his
salary.”

“He paid cash
in hand.”

“Mmmm, do you
know a Bret McCrae?”

Rose looked
deep in thought. “That rings a bell, did he go to Blackfriars
school?”

“No he comes
from Texas in the US.”

“Oh yeah, that
Bret, I made some movies with him when I was a teen.”

Bella waited.
“Go on.”

“I just used to
lay there I had no experience, neither of us did really. Wish I
could find him he has got the biggest dick I ever saw I could
really sort him out now, I remember I could only hold one of his
balls at once.”

“Memories, so
precious Rose, What if I told you may get the chance to sort him
out.”

“I don’t want
to go to Texas I like it here, last time I went there after doing a
few movies with Bret I had sex just the one time.”

“With
whom?”

“The hot shots
football team.”

“Rose for
goodness sake I’ve seen the movie they were not football players
they were male strippers.”

“Really.”

“Yes
really.”

“I was young,
hope they strip better than they fuck.” Bella burst out
laughing.

“I want you to
wait outside chequers club, wait for Brice to appear and run into
him, or the other way around he can run into you.”

“Boring.”

“Get it right
and I’ll let you loose at Bret, I know he’s in London.”

Rose thought
for a while her finger on her chin. “What’s he doing here?”

“Looking for
me.”

“The two timing
bastard.”

“How long since
you’ve seen him.”

“Good knows,
years and years. Oh, I mean in a figure of speech he’s two timing
us.”

“Do you
remember I just came back from the US?”

“Oh yeah did
you find him there.”

“No I retrieved
some property belonging to the government.”

“Bret had
it.”

“No, you’ll
never meet the man who had it he’s dead, I killed him that’s what
we do.”

“The gun went
off accidentally.”

“You blew his
head clean off.”

“He hurt me and
pulled out a gun.”

“It’s okay Rose
you did well.”

“I don’t want
to kill anymore people Bell, I..”

“You’re at risk
you have to carry a gun and use it, not only your targets the mob
are after you, you’re a hive of information that can bury people as
we’ve just found here. Loose lips sink ships.”

“We don’t have
a boat.”

Bella raise her
eyebrows. “Can you fuck Brice, spend the night with him and bring
back what you find tomorrow.”

“Would love
to.”

“Get ready, his
wife is due at a health club in an hour I’ll see what she’s up
to.”

“If she touches
you I’ll scratch her eyes out.”

“Rose its work,
we are not lesbians or would I be asking you to go fuck some male
and you wouldn’t let him put his paws all over you and give you a
right bonking.”

“I don’t know
I’ve never been a lesbian.”

“And you never
will be you’re a sex maniac and so am I.”

“I can get in
the back of chequers club, drop me off and I’ll see you back here
in the morning.”

“MI have
trouble getting near the place and you walk in the back door,
wonderful.”


 CHAPTER ELEVEN

Bella felt a
little out of her depth, she waited for Dorothy Welland to exit the
health club she frequented and Bella finally eyed her target.
Wearing a tight leotard she had grown her hair since the
intelligence pictures were taken, for her age she was a spectacle.
Dorothy kissed a woman on the lips just outside the entrance and
they parted Dorothy heading for the riverside coffee shop in the
warm morning air she was a creature of habit, she followed the path
predicted to the inch. Bella followed her sometimes right behind or
beside her at road crossings and managed to catch her eye.
Intelligence gathered showed she liked shapely women with long hair
and was picky about her partners. Dorothy a name that hardly did
her justice had thousands of pounds worth of plastic surgery and
Bella contemplated work could become very interesting. Dorothy sat
exactly where predicted and Bella selected a table riverside facing
her only one table away, Bella dropped her coat from her shoulders
and threw her hair behind her back. The coffee shop promenade deck
was quiet, Dorothy spoke and the vixen struck. “Excuse me would you
care to join me,” asked Dorothy in a refined English accent plum in
mouth reflecting the upbringing of a silver spoon.

Bella stood and
paraded herself whilst moving her coat and bag to Dorothy’s table.
“Why not a bit of company may cheer me up.” Bella’s perfume
overpowered the aroma of coffee and Dorothy bit her bottom lip,
buxom and shapely with few wrinkles to reflect her age Dorothy’s
face was round and smooth, her nose prominent with a wide jaw she
had applied make up to appear butch but it was stifled by her
feminine lines. Her entire body was waxed and tanned. Bella pulled
up a chair and ordered a coffee as the waiter brought Dorothy’s,
she whisked away as quickly as she came attending another table nor
far away. “Do you come here often lovely place?”

“It’s a gay
gathering spot did you know that.”

“No, I’m from
out of town.”

“Does it worry
you?”

“Living out of
town.”

Dorothy
chuckled intoxicated with Bella’s presentation. “No, the point it’s
a gay spot.”

“No.”

“What do you do
for a living?”

“I’m an
escort.”

Dorothy drew a
big breath. “Oh, a very pretty one you must be busy, men.”

“Anyone with
enough to pay, sorry if I appear distasteful but I don’t like
living a lie.”

“Oh no that’s
perfectly alright, I’m not here because I’m a good girl.”

“What do you
mean,” the waitress whisked Bella’s coffee to the table and
shuffled off. Dorothy waited having a quick look behind her
adjusting her hair.

“I prefer
women, in fact I like one so much Id like to marry her, I’m a
lesbian.”

“Some of my
nicest clients and friends are gay men and women.”

“How
convenient, how long are you in London?”

“Until the
morning I have a lay day couldn’t get a flight till the
morning.”

“You worked
last night here in London.”

“I never
discuss work.”

“Do you have a
card, a book you take numbers in perhaps you could take mine?”

“Absolutely
not, all by indirect phone or mouth no one must find my clients
most of whom are targets of the press.”

Dorothy offered
her hand, “I’m Dorothy you are.”

Bella took her
hand and shook, Dorothy licked her lips. “Venus.”

“An
underestimation by anyone’s imagination, how much.”

“The
coffee.”

“No for a bed
full service, I find you most attractive.”

“Oh, time I
thought was wasted, two thousand pounds.”

“An hour.”

“In your case I
can stay all night for the fee, save me accommodation if you have a
convenient place for me to work.”

Dorothy
rummaged in her bag finding her mobile phone and made a call making
sure Bella could hear to put her at ease. “Brice.- What do you mean
you won’t be home tonight?- An old friend.- Can you go to the flat
I have a visitor.- All night.- Yes I’m sure you’ll be happy to,
another pesky little hoar dressed in school clothes.- Really Brice
you should talk to someone.- They are being picked up tonight don’t
panic the money should be in the account now.- See you lunch time
tomorrow.” Dorothy hung up. She beamed a smile at Bella. “My
husband we detest each other and have an agreement, we won’t be
disturbed he’s found some grubby little hoar that’s why I prefer
women. Two thousand pounds you wish to be paid prior to
service.”

“Please what do
you like?”

“I dress up,
gothic, I like whips.”

“No violence
sorry.”

“On me darling,
I have a strap on are you familiar with them.”

“Yes.”

“The monster
you’ve heard of it.”

“Yes, the one
with the pump, you use perfumed paste.”

“Ah an educated
bitch, I like pain, abuse and foul language.”

“What did you
say you fucking bitch, let me at your pussy I wont give it to you
until your screaming.”

Dorothy rolled
her lips in and liked them. “I’ll stop at the bank on the way home
it’s not far, walk with me.”

“Your paying,
I’m hired the service starts now.”

“Do a good job
and I’ll bring you to town once a week, by Jove I can’t wait to
caress your scrumptious looking frame, I’m here for a good time not
a long time.”

“You can say
that again, I like my job, if it’s any consolation I’m already
wet.” Dorothy insisted on holding Bella’s hand but she convinced
her to walk ten metres ahead to avoid attention. Dorothy basked in
lust immediately focused and visiting the bank stopped outside a
Thames side townhouse. She waited for Bella before keying in a code
to access the hallway, they climbed the stairs to the top floor and
into the door of a glass fronted balcony unit overlooking the
river.

“We sha’nt be
bothered here.”

Bella put down
her bag on the table and took off her full length woollen jacket.
“What a lovely place.”

“One of our
retreats, rather handy to the club and bars, equipped for the likes
of yourself to visit, and no surveillance we don’t want evidenced
or prying eyes.”

“Not very
old.”

“No purchased
new only a few months ago, a little place of my own.”

“Must have been
expensive, what do you do.”

“Oh I manage
information transfers for my husband, I have to leave around eight
to finalise a deal just down the way wont be gone for half
hour.”

“Oh okay.”
Bella sat down on the leather lounge facing the glass, a brilliant
view of the river skyline and passing water traffic. Dorothy came
and sat next to her. “The clocks ticking what would you like.”

Dorothy touched
her knee and ran her hand up to her over the top of her silk dress
resting on her crutch. “I’ll just go and change,” she took a remote
from a nearby table and pressed a button pointing it at the window,
blinds blanketed the view and lights switched on burning low. “Wait
here I won’t be a sec, take your shoes off but leave your dress on.
Do you always go naked under your dress?”

“Yes I do.”

“With breast
like yours looks so gracious.”

Bella tried to
work her out, her nipples pocked out of her leotard loaded with
lust but she displayed discipline. “I’m not without want of you,
may I?”

Dorothy stood
up stroking Bella’s hair. “Relax I know exactly what I want, I’ll
be two minutes, get yourself a drink.” Dorothy slinked to the
bedroom and Bella poured a drink at the bar to the rear corner of
the lounge, she scanned the room but could see nothing that would
suffice as hand luggage or a brief case. She quietly checked draws
behind the bar but found nothing. She returned to the lounge sat
down watching the bedroom entrance, Dorothy walked toward her whip
in one hand and strap on monster in the other, wearing topless and
bottomless lingerie that drew her waist in, supported her breasts
and revealed her vaginal slit shaved of any hair. She was tanned
all over and her legs although solid were quite shapely decorated
with black lacy stockings supported by suspenders. Bella was
shocked her vagina tingled with want. “Oh, by the look on your face
you approve.”

“You’re quite a
sight, I’m busting to have you.”

“Darling,”
Dorothy threw the whip and dildo belt on the lounge and stood Bella
up beside her, gently placing her drink on a side table. She picked
up the bottom of Bella’s dress and pulled it up over her head
tossing it to one side. “I love that bit,” she stepped back and
looked at Bella. “My we are something else aren’t we.” She picked
up the dildo knelt in front of Bella’s pussy inches from her face
and began fitting the weapon to Bella’s thighs, she occasionally
liked Bella’s furry pussy. Bella swallowed holding still. She
checked how secure it was by grabbing the shaft and pulling back
and forth with force, she stood holding the shaft. “If only all men
had a penis like this,” she popped the pump button in Bella’s left
hand. They were standing on a sheepskin rug about the size of a
double bed and long fleeced. “Kneel down Venus darling.”

Bella knelt at
the edge of the rug, Dorothy grabbed her whip put it in Bella’s
right hand. She lay down in front of Bella opening her legs wide,
her breasts full of silicone her nipples pumped full of blood she
looked at Bella lifting her head slightly the end of her black died
hair just brushing her neck. “I’ve been a very naughty girl Venus,
very naughty, abuse and beat me then I am at your will.”

Bella turned
vixen, she could smell the sweet paste inside the monster weapon
strapped to her thighs and felt in charge. “You fucking horny
bitch, you’ve been a naught girl,” she lashed at Dorothy striking
her body from her vagina to her left breast leaving a red
mark.”

“Oh god,”
Dorothy’s chest heaved pushing her forty plus bust over the
lingerie’s cups then back in again. Bella whipped her again and she
looked to one side as the whip stung her body. “Oh Venus, oh my
goodness.” Bella lashed her one more time and noticed her vagina
was leaking lubricant down the crack of her buttocks. She threw the
whip to one side, shuffled her legs between Dorothy’s and poised
the monster cock over Dorothy’s vagina, she looked up with a look
of pure give it to me.

“Uh ah, not yet
you’ve been a naught girl and will have to take a damn good
licking. Bella shuffled back a few inches, lifted Dorothy’s knees
up changing her vagina angle, she lent on her naval and pulled
Dorothy by the hair until she was looking down at her vagina.
“You’ll watch this bitch and if you’re a good girl and make enough
noise I’ll fuck you,” she shook Dorothy’s head by the hair and
raised her voice. “Do you understand me you fucking horny
bitch.”

“No no no,
please don’t.” She dived down onto Dorothy pussy and drove her
tongue deep finding her clit, she manipulated it brushing it with
her teeth as it stuck our Dorothy’s vaginal lips swollen and red
seeping with seminal fluids, she writhed around with ecstasy
moaning and groaning. Bella suddenly attacked her propping herself
up in the missionary position, pulling Dorothy’s hair and shouting
into her face.

“Now, you’ve
been a bad girl, naughty Dorothy, time for your medication,” Bella
poised herself forcing Dorothy to look and plunged the monster into
her, it slid easily up her well worn cavity.

“Oh no please
stop, no, no.” Bella lunged at her leaving her face shielded from
the light beneath her long flowing black locks. Dorothy cupped her
breasts. “Oh sweet flower of the pleasure, fuck me.”

“At last you
demand a fuck, cop this bitch.” Bella speed up, Dorothy was a
seasoned performer her face beamed as Bella pumped away, Dorothy
put her arms around Bella and held herself into Bella’s bosom
moaning and mumbling muffled by Bella’s sweet skin. Bella pumped
away for what seemed for ever with Dorothy mouthing her nipples and
tonguing her breasts, her legs and back began to ache and Bella hit
the button filling her with sweet warm fluid and suddenly Dorothy
yielded Bella eased up and Dorothy screamed at the top of her
voice, lay back on the rug revelling in her narcotic burst. Bella
slid the massive weapon from her vagina and Dorothy lay with her
eyes shut a look of pure solace on her face.

Dorothy
whispered. “Venus my darling I needed that, marry me.” Bella stood
and unstrapped the dildo, she kneeled by Dorothy and caressed her
breasts occasionally tonguing her mouth bringing her down for
several minutes. She began to manipulate herself, Dorothy noticed
and rose to her knees gently lying Bella down on the rug, Bella
revelled in the soft fibre, Dorothy watched and ran her palms all
over her body, Bella squealed and moaned. “We are a goddess are we
not Venus, now your turn.” Dorothy gathered the dildo shuffled into
the bedroom, cleaned the weapon in the bathroom and reloaded it.
She strapped it on and stood over Bella caressing her every curve
with her eyes, she knelt and shuffled her knees up to pois the
weapon at Bella’s pussy. “How would you like it princess?”

“Just fuck me
bitch.”

“Venus my
darling you’ve been such a good girl, to think I’m putting
something in that beautiful love canal that’s still warm from me I
find gratifying.”

“Cant you
fucking hear slut, fuck me.” Dorothy dominated her and lunged the
weapon deep into Bella’s pussy, she yelped and screamed thrashing
her head against Dorothy’s huge breasts. With a steady deep
thrusting Bella orgasmed in minutes bringing a scream of
appreciation from Dorothy as she fell on top of Bella.

“My god Venus,
I’ve orgasmed a second time I don’t believe it.” She fell off Bella
landing on her back, head to one side. Bella propped herself up on
one elbow and gently palm massaged Dorothy’s breasts, she sank into
a deep resting sleep after a few minutes.

Bella carefully
got up and began to search the unit as quiet as a mouse, replacing
everything just as found once she had searched finally she struck
pay dirt. The bedrooms walk in wardrobe there on the shoe rack a
government attaché case, it was unlocked. She opened it up and
there was the evidence, pages of government documents property of
military intelligence and MI5. All recent lists including the names
and address of operatives charged with policing business fraud and
money laundering.

Bella was
furious, she knew some of the names, and placed in the wrong hands
they would have had little chance of avoiding retribution or
assassination. She tip toed back to the lounge the case in hand
placing it in view, she rummaged in her bag pulling out a metal
case. Inside was a loaded syringe, she was unsure of its contents a
new drug undetectable and when injected yields instant death
simulating a heart attack, she noted the limited dose and
contemplated it’s affect, she was the first to try it. She placed a
new needle on the syringe reservoir and pushed out the air priming
the needle. She unceremoniously plunged the needle full depth into
Dorothy’s arm pit, she awoke with a start trying to sit up raising
her upper torso a few inches from the rug, Bella stood back
watching, Dorothy coughed a couple of times held her chest and fell
back to the floor dead. “Sweet dream you fucking maggot,” whispered
Bella, “I wonder how many we lost to now, die you bitch.”

Bella returned
the syringe to the metal box, stowed it in her bag, she dressed.
She put on rubber gloves from her bag, she unstrapped the monster
dildo from Dorothy’s thighs and put it in her bag wrapping it in a
hand flannel from the bathroom. She took the two thousand pounds
from Dorothy’s bag and searched her purse finding several escort
contact cards catering for women and other cards and a note book of
interest leaving credit cards and money in place. She put the
escorts cards by the phone, put on her shoes and dusted the areas
she had put her hands, and put the glass she had drank from in her
bag. She had been careful not to touch the door handle on the way
in, she made a final check of the place, gathered her bag and
retrieved brief case, opened the door and left fading from sight
along the river walk.


 CHAPTER TWELVE

Bella sat at
the kitchen table, arms folded in a huff, looking daggers at Rose
as she put her handbag down and sat opposite Bella. Rose expected
to be out till morning was home not long after Bella and Bella
couldn’t believe what she heard. “Dead, did you say Brice Welland
was dead?”

“Yes.”

“What the fuck
Rose, you were supposed to bonk him and get information.”

“Well I don’t
know, he was grinding away on top of me and suddenly fell face down
in my tits moaning and holding his chest.”

“He had a heart
attack.”

“I pushed him
off me and he fell face up on the floor we were on the couch at a
unit down by the River.”

Bella calmed.
“Did you have to go through a security door and up stairs in the
centre of the units and did he use a key card to access the
room.”

“Yes how do you
know?”

“Front side
apartment with automatic shutters on the windows and light
dimmers.”

“You’ve been
there, you been bonking him.”

“No I have
not.”

“Well how come
you know so much.”

“Because his
wife has an apartment in the same block.”

“Hey Dorothy
what happened.”

Bella turned
sideways on her chair looking despondent and angry. “I fucking
enjoyed it that’s what happened.”

“Can I go next
time?”

“No she’s
dead.”

“Oh shit.”

“Did you dust
the apartment?”

“Yes and wore
gloves on the way out.”

“Did you find
out anything about Brice?”

“Yes he’s had a
penis extension and took some stuff that made him fuck like a
rabbit.”

“He took
drugs.”

“I don’t know
what it was didn’t have time to find out, he has loads of money and
wanted to keep me in a Villa in South America looking after some
friends of his and he wanted to bonk me at least twice a week. Oh
and he died with a big smile on his face.”

“I bet he did,
if he took something it will come up in the autopsy, did you leave
cards by the phone?”

“Yes found them
in his wallet, what happened with Dorothy?”

“Looks like
they remained married just for financial gain, Dorothy was flogging
top secret intelligence, we hoped to trace the links after Dorothy
was gone by still allowing Brice to operate feeding him crap using
you as bait.”

“Oh he took
coconut I remember now.”

Bella drew up
one eyebrow turned back to face Rose and unfolded her arms.
“Cocaine Rose.”

“Yeah that
stuff I don’t like it. Oh I have a number to call one of Brice’s
friends from South America in town I’m to give him a damn good
bonking, three thousand quid.”

Bella tapped
her fingers on the table. “Er, you work for the department and are
paid well, field franchising is not permitted.”

“I don’t know
what that is I just was going to fuck him.” Bella giggled. Rose
turned sideways and looked away. “I need a fix Bell it’s this thing
between my fucking legs.”

“Sorry, I had
my fix.”

Rose turned
back with an anticipating smile. “What was it like, with a
different woman?”

“I’m not sure
if it was the fact I was super successful with the mission or
because she was good at sex but I’m purring like a kitten.”

“Did you
come?”

“Oh yeah I came
alright, I felt so domineering and in control.”

“She’s had a
lot of work done what did she look like?”

“Powerful like
a man, she’s shapely but thick set, If I closed my eyes her thrusts
felt like a man. She shaved her pussy felt like silk inside and
out.”

“I shaved my
pussy once men hated it. Fuck I’m pumping up Bell I’m busting,”
Rose threw her head to one side in disdain. “Fucking Brice I was
nearly there.”

“I have to see
Bruce in an hour at number four he’s coming to us, I have an idea
going on what you tell me.” Bella got up and walked toward the
bedroom. “Grab the table and bend over bitch.” Rose stood up and
began fingering herself, by the time Bella came back strapped and
loaded she was primed.

“I want to go
up to ground level and cop it in front of the window.”

“People walking
past will see us.”

“I’ll face the
window bent over they may see, like the sex shop, excites me.”

Bella became
aroused. “Move.” She followed Rose up the spiral staircase to the
ground level lounge fronting the street, she looked at Rose’s
shapely buttocks flitting from side to side up the stairs. Rose
grabbed the window sill bent over her breast’s only just contained
by her flimsy hard cup blouse. Bella knelt and lifted her tight
short skirt up past her thighs and dived her tongue into her pussy,
she rummaged around having Rose play all kinds of tunes then liked
her pussy from bottom to top, Rose threw her head around.

“Bell give it
to me.”

“Bella stood up
and poised the lubricated shaft at Rose’s slit. “We’re getting
worse bitch.”

Rose felling
the head of the weapon pushed herself back impaling herself on the
shaft letting out a sigh. “Ohhhh relief.” Bella began thrusting
holding Rose’s thighs in her excited and trembling hands, she
watched the monster bounce of the back of Roses vulva bending and
flexing with every stroke. The street was quite but didn’t distract
from that tinge of extra excitement induced by the expectation of
discovery. A few minutes brought Rose to her knees the moist weapon
glistening in the natural light from the window as it slid from
Rose’s vaginal canal, and pumping sweet smelling paste all over
Rose’s rear. Rose held onto the window sill her face against the
wall in the bay window relishing the narcotic influx.

Bella stood
looking down at Rose feeling dominant and aroused. “You’ve got me
going now, as soon as you get up come down and bonk me before Bruce
arrives at number four, were running out of this paste stuff enough
to fuck me and that’s it.”

Rose fell
backwards laying on the floor her head coming to rest on Bella’s
feet. “I’ll go get some while you sort things out with Bruce.”

Bella walked
toward the spiral stairs. “Get a gallon and get down here quick as
you can.” Rose staggered down the stairs adjusted her hair as she
walked to Bella’s bedroom, Bella’s monster was loaded and ready to
go set ready to strap on next to Bella’s wide open legs lying on
the bed. “Just bonk me hard were running out of time.” Rose still
revelling in narcotic heaven steadily strapped on the menacing
looking shaft, shuffled between Bella’s silky smooth legs,
dominated her and drove the shaft of the implement home.

Bella pulled
down Rose’s hard cups revealing her breasts and partook of the
hardened nipples and rippling sweet smelling taught skin stretched
over her silicon implants. She let Rose ride for a while nestled in
the blonde curly tent then forced Rose onto her back without
loosing the monster filling her womb. Nestled on her lower legs
hooking her feet inside Rose’s lower legs she balanced herself on
Rose’s naval with her palms and lifted Rose’s skirt a little more
so she had skin contact with all of her inner legs. She pumped up
and down at her commanding will, between squeals and moans of
pleasure she just managed comprehension. “Rose, you gotta try this,
give me a shot.”

Rose released a
flushing warm cascade to Bella’s vagina and Bella fell over her
screaming in her ear as she received a massive shot of rewarding
narcotics concocted by her own metabolism just to her recipe. They
didn’t move for several minutes then Bella slowly climbed off the
shining moist monster and stood beside the bed looking at Bella
half asleep. “Next buzz we shave our pussies.”

Rose sat up.
“I’ll do it while I shower, fuck I’m hopeless that was fucking
awesome.”

“We have ten
minutes to get ready I’ll polish my pussy as well. You go fuck the
sex shop owner, I’ll plan things with Bruce, by the time you get
back we should be able to sample the silky slits.”

Rose dropped
the belt on the floor, knelt on the floor in front of Bella and
liked her pubic hair. She looked up at Bella’s smiling face. “I
just wanted to feel it one last time, I quite like it.”

“We better
hurry,” they got on with showering and in ten minutes looked like
butter wouldn’t melt in their mouths. Bella came into the kitchen
from her room lifting her short dress to show Rose her silky
crutch. Rose standing by the table did the same thing, they ran
their fingers across the silky baron slits void of hair fingering
each other. “That’s more like it, wow I’m fucking pumping up.”
Bella dropped her dress as did Rose coughing with short breaths as
Bella withdrew her finger.

“Fuck were
hooked.”

“Go fuck the
sex shop guy I want to know what if what we’re doing raises the
satisfaction of a man.”

Rose grabbed
her bag. “I think I’ll blow my top, let me out of here.” Rose left
at a healthy trot.

Things looked
perfectly normal at number four, the short underground walk from
number one Bella greeted Bruce at the door delivered by black cab
just another day for the middle and upper class residents of
Pimlico. However conversation in a clean room furnished with just a
table and chairs, no window’s and lights sunken into the ceiling a
foam layer on the walls deadened all sound and voices did not carry
beyond the bland interior. What was said carried the security of a
nation. Bruce and Bella sat close exchanging files, notes and
conversation.

“How’s your
boy.”

“He’s fine,
Gerard is a good influence, he’s studying law.”

“So are johns
boys in Australia.”

“They’re all
John’s boys.”

“Sorry.”

Bella focused.
“Rose has a target may lead to source of the Welland’s fortunes.
Thought to be from South America, how far south we don’t know.”

“What happened
with Brice, the intention was to leave him alive.”

“Rose said he
took cocaine, he was getting on a bit, twenty years older than
Dorothy.”

“How much of
this got out,” Bruce fingered through the contents of the brief
case retrieved by Bella.

“How long has
Dorothy been selling intelligence?”

Bruce shook his
head. “We discovered this only recently, their bank accounts have
deposits of considerable size for around five years, we think they
switched to siphoning military and government intelligence when
Dorothy lost her job three months ago at the department of inland
revenue. She was selling industrial info, she must’ve got used to
the extra cash as did Brice, we think the impact is
negligible.”

“I hope so
Bruce there are names in there I don’t know.”

“That’s why we
moved all of a sudden.”

“Why sacrifice
Dorothy.”

“Dorothy had a
lot more than a few bits of paper over Brice and his friends. We
planned to eradicate her freeing up Brice’s tongue she ruled the
roost, at seventy Rose must have been a bit too much. Now Bret
McCrae does Rose remember him.”

“Oh yes.”

“Let her loose
at him, we need find out all we can, I think John is short of a
lotto number in his hunt for Polaris or something just as big. Can
you make sure Rose doesn’t bonk this one to death?”

Bella picked up
the latest picture of McCrea, dressed in his wide brimmed Stetson,
denim jeans and shirt, snakeskin waistcoat and boots, trimmed with
gold rimmed ray ban sunglasses. “From what I hear Rose may meet her
match, this is dangerous this man is from her early life like John
with me. I see what John was on about when we first struck Rose.
She’s just an innocent party at a party, I love her Bruce and won’t
see anything happen to her.”

Bruce sat back.
“What do you suggest?”

Bella gazed
into space silent for a few seconds. “Just dreaming now, this is
work. I’ll find Mr McCrea and let her loose.”

“I prefer she
follows the McCrea mission, maybe you can follow the visitor from
South America. We have nothing on Brice’s channels because they
were handled by Dorothy, she was a smart cookie.”

“She was broken
and needed fixing, what we did was unnecessary.”

“Because both
of them died they left no wills and have no children, we have been
able to gather intelligence from their estate. Although only in the
early stages evidence shows her death has rattled the cage and some
monkeys may fall out. She was smart enough to know spilling the
beans if arrested would constitute a reprieve, she has the blood of
many on her hands Bell, enough said.”

Bella sighed.
“Why couldn’t we have offered them a way out?”

“You have no
idea how deep they were in, it was suggested to Brice he scoffed at
the idea, they wouldn’t have lasted a day turning evidence. The mob
would have made an example of them, they’d have died in terror for
all to see. Brice died with a smile on his face, play with fire and
you get burnt.”

“No wills,
Dorothy lived from day to day, looking for something she just
couldn’t find, that’s sad. I do the same thing.”

Bruce looked
concerned. “You’ve become emotionally involved what’s
happening.”

“What exactly
had Dorothy done that at times we do that set her apart from anyone
else? She’s dead Bruce, I don’t have enough evidence maybe I was
wrong.”

Bruce rummaged
around in his case and pulled out a file, he handed it to her. She
opened it and read for a few minutes, Bruce drifted, waiting in the
void of anticipation. Bella put it down, she hid her moist eyes.
“She went after all of us.”

“John got them
all, some of the best hired killers on the planet, the message was
graciously overturned he has them running scared. Do you remember a
silenced thud as you left the rest room at Heathrow on your way to
Manhattan, you looked back, cameras dong lie?”

Bella thought
hard. “Yes, sounded like a low velocity muzzle discharge, couldn’t
have been there was no one in there so I thought nothing of
it.”

“It was John,
he took out a woman called Marie Rositano, Sicilian Mafia, he must
have held her in the cubicle restrained at gunpoint then shot her
as you left, was close Bell, without John you Rose and I would be
dead, he waited until they were that close just to make sure they
understood he wouldn’t stand for it.”

“He was that
close to me.”

“He’s always
that close to us, he knows far more than us, that’s why everyone
protects him although he can be one of their biggest protagonists,
he can also be their most powerful ally, just to make sure he then
went direct to Sicily and shot Maries father in broad daylight in
front of mob members. Since then one has defected, direct Rositano
family there when it happened. He advised them any more problems he
would return for the rest of them. He’s stepping over the line for
a reason and he needs more information, we may just find the
smallest tit bit that tips the scale, they must be into some evil
shit, don’t break down on him Bell.”

“God all this
sex is fucking me up.”

Bruce looked
lost. “What.”

Bella shook her
head with her eyes shut. “Never mind.”

“You look
fantastic Bell, I don’t know what you’ve been doing but sort of
younger, glowing, you been working out a lot.”

“I certainly
have.”

“Keep on it,
nice to see you looking so content, you’re shining brighter than a
million watt light house.”

“I have a habit
Bruce.”

Bruce looked
gutted. “Cocaine.”

“No, adrenalin
and endorphins from working out.”

“You must be
pushing it hard.”

Bella giggled
lifting a little. “Yes you could say that.”

“Keep it up
it’s working, now I must go info from Rose and this South American
lead as soon as you can.”

“By when.”


“Yesterday.”

Bella pouted
one side of her mouth with a fixed gaze locked on Hursts smiling
face. “I’m behind and haven’t even started yet.”

“You’ll come at
it, he he.” Bella giggled. Bruce held her shoulder as he stood to
leave. “Nice to see you still have your sense of humour in tact. I
don’t care what you do to stay afloat but can see whatever it is
it’s working. Go lift some weights and run a mile or whatever, very
rewarding by the looks.” He gathered his things and left, Bella set
the security system and returned to number one.


 CHAPTER THIRTEEN

Bella studied
the character file of McCrae seated at the kitchen table preparing
a plan to protect Rose. She accessed McCrea to be a dangerous man
in more ways than one, she saw some similarity between their lives
and respected the fact he maintained a family away from work and
had done for many years. Intelligence revealed he had not entirely
given up old habits frequenting brothels and bars to feed a
habit.

Her focus was
broken by the security system resetting and Rose rushing into the
kitchen, she threw her bag laden with bottles of sweet smelling
jelly on the table and ran on the spot with excitement trying to
speak. Bella could see she’s had a mega fix and waited for her to
settle. “Oh, Oh, Bell, oh,” she sat down opposite and leaned across
her breasts not exactly stowed in a lady like fashion. “Bell,
fucking unbelievable, first time I’ve noticed a mans cock touches
every nerve ending and surface in your pussy, nothing like a
dildo,” she stretched her hand across and held her hand. “He locked
the shop and took me out the back, three fucking gut busting
orgasms in twenty minutes I’m flying. There’s additives in the
jelly stuff he’s not sure what they are and he’s given me the more
powerful one, he put lashings of it on his dick and I am fucking
flying. Says it comes from a jungle plant or something in the
Amazon rain forest, I couldn’t give a fuck where it comes from just
give it to me.”

Bella pulled a
bottle from her bag and read the label. “I’ll get this analysed at
the lab, until then I’d like to analyse it myself strip off lock
and load.” Rose run on the spot in circles, “Fuck I love my
job.”

They used
Rose’s room for a change and Bella briefed Rose on their next
mission to really rev her up. “Speaking of job’s” Rose lay waiting
naked as Bella eyed her strapping her weapon to her thighs. “Bruce
said we should keep bonking shit out of each other and you will be
humping McCrea before midnight so enjoy this because I’m assigned
to the contact you were given and won’t be back till tomorrow
either.” She pulled Rose to the edge of the bed, Rose’s bed was
round and knelt down on the floor her mouth poised at Rose’s
shinning slit. She adjusted the monster between her thighs, it
stuck up at about forty five degrees, she eyed herself and her
vagina tingled. “Shit that’s a new one turning myself on,” she
whispered.

“What, I didn’t
hear you.”

“Shut up bitch,
fucking rag, incurable slut.”

“More.”

Bella drove her
tongue into the gash exposed by Rose’s throbbing, swollen vaginal
lips, Rose squirmed. She mouthed the smooth shaven environs liking,
sucking, burying her nose in the seminal mix flowing from inside
Rose’s love canal. “Rose, this is fucking unreal, I can feel you
flow through me.”

“Shut up and
fuck me, bonk my arse off one thing a cock cant do is abuse my
fanny like that thing you’re wearing.”

Bella stood up
head to one side squinting at Rose with a vengeance. “Since when do
you think you’re running the show bitch, fucking the sex shop
proprietor, naughty naughty. Bella will have to teach you a
lesson.” Bella activated the pump pooling the jelly in her hand and
rubbing up and down the shaft, the sweet pungent aroma flared her
nostrils and hardened her nipples. “Whompha, put that in your
garage girly, a crimson jag covered in cream.” She rammed it up
Rose with acute aggression.

Rose kept her
feet on the ground her buttocks just clear of the edge of the bed
her legs wide open. “Oh shit Bell, rip it up.”

Bella raised
her shoulders standing looking over the action, she chuckled under
her breath. “Oh no you’ve been a naughty girl, I’m going to drive
you mad.” She slowly pumped leaving Rose wanting, she pumped more
jelly.

“Bell for fuck
sake.”

Bella continued
to laugh beneath her breath, hiding her eyes of fire with her hair
Bella fully swollen revelled in the domination. She slowed the
strokes right down and fingered Rose’s clit, Rose thumped her
buttocks up and down trying to bonk faster and Bella pulled it out
slapping it up and down on her naval. “Naughty your trying to come
aren’t you, fucking inconsiderate bitch cant you see I’m enjoying
this.”

Rose threw a
tantrum slapping the bed and thrashing her buttocks up and down.
Bella walked one pace back waving the weapon menacingly at Roses
slit, Rose tried not to watch but she couldn’t help it. “Bell for
fuck sake give it to me my hearts coming through my tits, you
fucking bitch give me a fix.”

Bella rammed it
home thrashing against Rose’s buttocks holding her holding her
thighs just over the edge of the bed, she kept it up for a couple
of minutes and Rose suddenly grabbed her hair pulling her down onto
her grabbed around the chest with her arms locked her legs around
her and let out a resounding scream. Rose’s vagina pulsated around
the monster discharging seminal fluid making a slapping sound as it
pulsated around the shaft, Bella hit the button filling her with
warm jelly and Rose went limp falling back on the bed then sliding
to the floor in a heap. Bella stood over her the dildo dripping
with moist fluid dripped down onto Roses legs. “You’re a naughty
girl Rose, a very naughty girl.” She watched Rose wearing a warm
smile for several minutes, Rose stirred looking up at Bella, Bella
unbuckled her harness and dropped the machine to the floor with a
cluck. Bella noticed the sound seemed to stir Rose to her feet and
she picked up her contraption and prepared to strap it on. Bella
had lost drive her vagina drained of blood something worried her.
“We’re saying fuck a lot.”

Rose looked at
her wide eyed. “What.”

Bella walked
into the kitchen sitting down at the table, Rose placed the machine
on the bed and followed her. She knelt down beside Bella, pulled
her legs out from under the table so she faced her and nestled
herself between her legs looking up at her worried face. “What’s
wrong?”

“We’re saying
fuck a lot.”

“We are.”

“Yes we are, my
mum would be disgusted, she’d be crushed if she knew what we were
doing.”

Roses face
became etched in depressive forlorn. “I was brought up the same
way, my mum when she was around chastised me all the time should I
say as much as bugger.”

“You feeling
what I’m feeling, I’m having these massive mood swings, just
dropped on me.”

“I try not to
lock it out, I lost something a long time ago when I was a
teen.”

“What”

“I don’t
know.”

“I’ve never
said fuck so much we’re turning into morons.”

“Compared to
whom?”

“In comparison
to our upbringing.”

“That’s
something I understand better than you,” Bella listened with
serious intent. “I’ve never told anyone but my first recollection
of life was peeking through my mum’s bedroom window, she used to
keep the curtains drawn but this day she left them open. Dad was
never home and after this I noticed other things. I was just tall
enough to peek over the sill, maybe five or six, there was my mum
with the grocery boy, he was laying between her legs his bare arse
going up and down. My mum could see me as she looked across his
back screaming and yelling, she did nothing to stop she just went
on until the boy no older than sixteen roared with delight then
climbed off. I remember looking at my first naked male and all I
remember was his huge penis and pale white skin. Mum left the
curtains open after that, sound a bit familiar. The baker, the
milkman remember when they delivered to home, my mum had them
wrapped around her little finger and I watched them all through the
window. When dad was home it stopped and she had him in there for
hours. The window ended up with shutters and it was always closed,
I forgot about it, when I entered puberty I couldn’t get enough sex
and my mum still had men over every day. I banished the thought of
what was going on, I wasn’t very good at first but men went mad
lusting after me courtesy of my mothers genes obviously not the
only gene she had bestowed upon me. Then I was whisked off to the
states and the first thing I thought of when I saw Bret was the
grocery boy getting off my mum, what a weapon. We made some movies
and talked between takes but after a few days I was taken away to a
party and they told me the hot shots football team wanted me. One
after another ravished me, I hated it I was raped. I didn’t know
the camera was rolling, I ran back home and got stuck into work
nothing surprises me.”

“I’ve never
thought about if my mum had sex with other men, makes sense she
has, my dad was away a lot and my mum is absolutely gorgeous and we
all have needs. I don’t want to ask and shudder to think how I’d
feel if I was to tell her what I get up to and I imagine she feels
the same.”

“We are saying
fuck a lot though I see what you mean just hope our mums don’t find
out.”

Bella giggled.
“Rose god your beautiful, that’s as far as I want to think about it
just hope I don’t start saying fuck in public without
noticing.”

“You haven’t
been unless the atmosphere is right.”

“Dorothy was an
experience I want you to go with another women.”

“I’ve got my
eye on one, the sex shop owners wife she pervs all over me when I’m
there and makes suggestive comments, about all she hasn’t said is
fuck me. I can hold them to ransom making sure it stays quiet.”

“Learning all
the time Rose, plan.”

“What happened
with Bruce?”

“Oh darling do
I have a surprise for you, I’ll follow up the lead Brice gave you
and you will be in heaven with another matter.”

“I hate
surprises.”

“You won’t mind
this one,” Bella looked at her watch the only thing she was
wearing, “Four hours to blast off and I mean blast off and I mean
blast off.”

“We’ve stopped
saying fuck a lot.”

“Yeah and it’s
boring. Next move is a big deep pile sheepskin rug on the floor
here and we fuck on that, Dorothy had one was unreal, like floating
on a cloud.”

“Four hours did
you say?”

“Yes.”

Rose moved back
a little and looked at Bella’s squeaky clean pussy. “May I?”

Bella grabbed
either side of her golden locks and gently presented her mouth to
her crutch. Rose held her either side of her naval sitting up on
her knees and thrust her tongue deep into Bella, she dragged it up
and down her slit and wiggled her clit around. Bella threw her head
around humming and moaning. She gave Bella several minutes and she
pumped up to full size then withdrew. “Fuck I can feel you flowing
through me just like you said, I have to stand up my knees are
hurting on the tiles.”

“My room”

Rose darted to
her room Bella walked slowly to hers rubbing her slit together
enjoying her erect disposition perving on Rose’s rippling buttocks.
She bent over and held her bed looking round waiting for Rose, her
silhouette filled the door and Bella wiggled her rear watching her
approach. “Just bury it bitch.”

“Fuck you, you
can fucking suffer like me.” Rose ran the loaded weapon up and down
here slit and slapped her buttocks with the head, Bella began to
whimper. “Having a bit of trouble with securing your fix you
fucking slag.”

“More,
bitch.”

“Don’t you dare
tell me when or where,” she stuck the machine in half way then
quickly withdrew it. “Oh, it’s fell out of you, I’m going to like
it and you can fucking wait.” Rose ran her finger over the head and
rubbed it on her tongue looking vixen at Bella as she threw her
hair to one side for a good look. “He he he he, my favourite
château Bella.”

Bella pleaded.
“Rose I promise not to hold off on you again now bury the fucking
thing I’m busting.”

“Oh yes look
does look ready, hang on.” Rose thrust it in and pulled it out,
then again. Bella stood up grabbed Rose by the arms and fell back
on the bed, she lined up the shaft with her hand and put one of
Roses hands on it leaving the other for Rose to steady herself Rose
dominated her, she then grabbed Roses thighs and pulled toward her.
Rose resisted. “Uh uh, naughty.”

Bella pulled
Rose nose to nose. “Rose for fuck sake,” Rose mesmerised by Bella’s
eyes of fire at point blank range watched the look of pure delight
form as she slowly inserted the giant shaft to the back of Bella’s
vagina, she felt Bella’s grip fade the further it went in finally
dropping her arms beside her allowing Rose to take control. “Thank
you,” she whispered in the darkness of Rose’s golden locks.
“Please,” Bella lifted her legs high changing the angle of her
canal. “Pound the living fuck out of me.”

Rose lashed out
slapping her naval against the edges of Bella’s upper legs. She
shouted with every pounding stroke. “You, fucking, horny,
tart.”

“More!”

“Don’t, you,
fucking, tell, me, what, to, fucking, do, with, your, sick,
mind.”

“Say fuck
more!”

“Fuck, you,
bitch, fuck, you, bitch.” Bella’s legs clamped around Rose, she
thrashed up and down holding her arms around Rose so hard Rose
struggled to draw breath.

Buried in
Rose’s breasts Bella coughed, spluttered, screamed, she dug her
nails into Rose’s back drawing blood as the pump gave her lift off
delivering hot jelly to her canal. Rose lifted her hair and buried
her tongue in one of Bella’s ears wiggling it around. “Rose, Rose,
fuck you, I’m done.” Bella fell limp and Rose lay on her weapon
inserted firmly in Bella’s vagina still pumping. The reservoir
emptied switching the whirring pump off and they lay in complete
silence stuck together by a layer of perfumed sweat. They fell
asleep.

Bella woke from
slumber, Rose was snoring in her ear, their hair was entwined. “Get
off.” Rose continued to snore. Bella moved and felt the lash of the
monster still embedded in her pussy. “Oh shit,” she slowly thrust
her buttock a little, “Ah, ohh, Rose.” Rose was out to it and Bella
began to buck, she gasped for breath. Rose woke, she felt Bella
bucking against her naval and could smell the sweet scent of
Bella’s body, she threw her hair back letting in some light. She
saw Bella’s face, it had I need bonking written all over it. Rose
began to thrust and drove her tongue into Bella’s mouth, they
exchanged tongue lashings falling short of breath Bella disengaged
her mouth and looked at her watch. “We better get ready we’ve been
asleep for an hour.”

Rose liked
Bella’s face and ran her tongue all over her breasts. “Bell I can’t
stop fucking, I’ve pumped right up I’m wet as.”

Bella pulled
her close as she thrust away bringing her ear beside her mouth.
“God what’s in this jelly stuff I’m wanting wanting.”

Rose drew
herself up on her knees their intertwined hair made an electric
sound and she pulled the monster clear of Bella’s vagina, Bella
whimpered as the weapon caused a slight vacuum. “If we don’t get up
we’ll be here all day and night.”

Bella sat up
separating the last of their tangled hair. “I feel fantastic I want
a man.” Rose backed up feeling for the floor with her toes and
stood. She unbelted the weapon and it dropped to the floor. Bella
pulled herself to the edge of the bed, putting her feet on the
floor remaining seated and pawed Rose’s naked body caressing her
breasts. “You want me to bring you off.”

“I want a man
too,” Rose sat down next to Bella. “I’m going to see a doctor this
is nice but I’m getting worse, I thought I’d slow up if I got heaps
of sex it’s not working.”

Bella put her
arm round Rose. “I was going to see a doctor as well, my mood
swings are increasing.”

“If we see
different doctors we can compare what they say.”

“We can do this
job and see about it tomorrow, focus may help, we need to bring
some food and supplies over from number four we’ll end up
starving.”

“I just go up
the tunnel and bring a bit back now and then, what’s this
mission?”

“I want you to
find out why Bret McCrae is looking for me and anything else you
can.”

Rose looked at
Bella mouth wide open. “Oh wow, you know where he is, he’s in
London.”

“We know where
he’s staying, hope to catch him while he’s having tea.”

“I’ll take him
to the safe motel, what will you be doing.”

“I’ll chase
this lead given to you by Brice, we had the number checked, it’s a
middle aged businessman from South America harmless apparently,
darts about the globe overseeing his manufacturing empire, he
probably wanted to see you recommended by Brice. I’ll tee up the
meeting for you then when I roll up tell him you’re unavailable.
Back here by ten in the morning to debrief and plan our next move.
We’ll fix up to see the doctor then.”

“Shall we
shower together?”

Bella stroked
Rose’s hair. “And end up back in here impaling each other we better
focus. Twenty minutes ready in the kitchen” Bella got up and walked
out to her room.
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“This is the
latest picture we have of Bret.” Bella passed it across the kitchen
table to Rose, she picked it up and studied it.

“His face
hasn’t changed, is this a movie shot he looks like that Australian
Crocodile Dundee, is he still doing movies.”

“He dresses
like that all the time he’s an FBI agent. He used the money he made
from bonking you to get through college.” Bella noticed Rose
wearing a full length light beige coat with epaulets on each
shoulder, she had never seen it before. “What’s with the long
coat?”

Rose stood up,
undid the buttons, opened the coat holding her hands on her hips
with the coat restrained behind, standing on one leg posing. “A
topless maid’s outfit.”

“Its similar to
what Bret saw me in last and the coat I got when I first started
working with you, thought it looked a bit James Bond.”

Bella’s silky
smooth shaved pussy squirmed demanding action. “Button it or I’ll
bonk you, Rose, that is sexy. Be wearing it when you get back.”

“Shit I’m
getting wet.”

“Room seven at
the safe motel, the one right at the top with a view over the
park.”

“Okay.”

“Ring this
gentleman and see if you can fix a time.”

Rose rang the
number scrawled on a scrap of paper worn and dog-eared, it rang
twice and a mans voice answered with a strong Mediterranean accent.
“Hello Austin speaking.”

“Hi, this is
Rose Brice gave me you number.”

“Oh, Rose, must
be you this is a special number, shame to hear about Brice.”

“Something
happened to him.”

“He was found
dead of a heart attack.”

“Oh my goodness
no wonder I haven’t heard from him.”

“Oh well, we go
on. I would appreciate your services, Brice has described you I
can’t wait.”

“I think I’m
free this evening I had a cancellation, emm let me look, yes an all
night booking cancelled unexpectedly only vacancy for over a
month.”

“All night, how
much.”

“Five
thousand.”

“I’ll take it,
cash before we start, can you be at the Wiltshire in an hour.”

Rose looked at
Bella repeating his words. “Cash before we start, the Wiltshire in
an hour yes, room number.”

“The penthouse
level room three.”

“The penthouse
level room three.” Bella scribbled on a notepad.

“I haven’t
serviced you before how do you like it.”

“I think four
or five times over the course of the evening, oral then you on top
when I’m ready to deliver. I like big tits and have been told of
yours, your voice is giving me an erection. Hurry.”

“Any more than
two full service’s will bring extra charges, one thousand per full
service, five would be eight thousand all up.”

“Eight thousand
is nothing, please me and that will be your tip.”

“I’m on my
way.”

“Knock six
times very loud.”

“Knock six
times very loud, got it.”

“I was going
out but will cancel and prepare for your arrival.”

“Brice told me
you’re a tiger, be there shortly. Bye.” Rose turned the phone off
and looked at Bella. “He sounds nice, got a sort of Italian come
French accent bit hard to work out, five for two services and
another thousand for each one after. Brice told me he’s well hung,
he did it sometimes just to get me up, works. One thing I love is a
huge cock so dig in and think of me as you come.”

Bella looked at
her watch, she received a message opening her phone and reading it.
“Bret just arrived at his digs for tea, let’s go it’s not far
away.”

The taxi pulled
up outside McCrae’s hotel, “Remember Rose every name he mentions
and every place.”

“I’ll try and
remember and I’ll check his case if I can.” Rose got out fumbling
with her handbag closed the door and the cab headed for the
Wiltshire.

Bella made her
way up to the penthouse level, staff were busy trying to work out
why the security system had failed, nothing worked, in a panic they
rushed around attempting to bring it back on line, Bella took
advantage. She undid her jacket leaving it closed and gave six
clear loud knocks. Sirenian looked through the doors peep hole, he
frowned seeing a dark haired women and opened the door against the
safety chain, he was taken by the piercing eyes of the vixen. “Can
I help you?”

“Rose couldn’t
make it, her cancelled escort suddenly surfaced and as she hadn’t
contacted him to verify the cancellation had to attend to the
regular customer.” She opened her coat putting her hands on her
hips and posing. Sirenian looked her up and down his face looked
like dinner plates. He grappled with the safety chain hastily
opening the door and Bella walked in. “Thank you.”

She walked
directly to the spacious couch, a drink was on the table in sitting
just in front of the lounge, she walked to the bedroom door,
checked the layout the returned to the couch putting down her bag
to one end, kicking off her black shoes and dropped her coat from
her shoulders laying it over the arm rest of the couch. She threw
her hair behind her revealing her naked body to Sirenian.

He bolted the
door and walked to the couch, his face round and warm as he ogled
Bella’s body. “Your name?”

“Venus.” He
lifted an envelope from the table and threw it down on her bag then
stood in front of her.

“Ten thousand
cash, another ten in the morning if I like it.” He ran his hand
across her breasts brushing her nipples. “Venus, what a body let’s
see what you can do with it.”

His
Mediterranean oily olive skin and thick black hair greying around
the edges had a lingering bouquet added with Aramis cologne it bit
at Bella’s senses her vagina tingled with anticipation. Sirenian
wore only a short blue towelling dressing gown, he was deeply
tanned of medium muscular build, Bella had done her homework and
lifted the dressing gown sticking out like a tent grasping his
penis in her hand, she bit her bottom lip. “Hello big boy, I need
three hands.” She gently undid his gown, dropped it from his
shoulders and admired his massive shaft, she sat him down on the
couch, opened his legs and gently knelt between his legs. “Austin I
think.”

“Yes.” He
grabbed the side of her head, even his touch was electric and
wearing a gentle smile he carefully lowered her open mouth onto his
giant shaft, he whimpered and groaned under his breath as Bella
grabbed one of his testicles in the palm of her hand, she could
only fit half his cock in her mouth and it’s girth stretched her
mouth out to its limits. Austin had smeared a sweet smelling oil
around his groin and cock it had a sweet pleasing taste, Bella
became fully pumped holding the base of his cock with one hand and
fondling his testicles with the other. She stuck with it for twenty
minutes then Austin gently pulled her free. “Now my Venus, tell me
what you are going to do with me.”

She stood up
her vagina level with Austin’s nose, he muzzled her pussy then
gently grabbed her thighs with his big hands pulling her over him,
she bent her knees and knelt either side of his thighs on the soft
couch. He lifted her gently above his penis poised the head at her
vaginal lips and gently let her down. As the huge shaft filled
Bella’s cavity she threw her head back looking at the ceiling and
as the monster struck the back of her vulva Austin mouthed one of
her nipples. She looked vixen into his eyes as he tongued her
nipple. “Just leave it there.” With his rock hard shaft buried she
gently twisted her torso round his cock as she slowly lifted
herself up and down, Austin assisted controlling the speed, he
dropped her perky breast from his mouth to talk.

He looked at
her face as he turned red and began hunting for breath, between the
coughs he managed to talk. “Fuck me, world record time you are
fucking unbelievable forgive me I’m coming.” he pulled her down on
his cock squeezing her hard and muffling a roaring scream as he
delivered a hot blast to the back of Bella’s vagina. He held hid
head into her breast looking over his head, as soon as the hot
fluid warmed her love canal she orgasmed. She rubbed his smooth
back, his body regularly waxed felt like oiled silk and she
revelled in her narcotic reward, she remained mounted holding his
half hard penis in her, she manipulated the walls of her vagina
caressing his shaft like a hand. “My fucking god women.” He held
her around the waist, he stood up holding his shaft fully buried in
her, he stood and walked to the bedroom, she held him around the
neck looking over his shoulder yelping with pleasure with every
step as his cock ripped deep into her. He launched them onto the
bed driving his cock right in to the hilt, she screamed and hunted
for breath as her back hit the sheets. He lifted himself above her
she palmed his chest as he dominated her and began to lunge away
with full lengths. “Now you get it bitch, at last a women that
blows my mind as well as my balls.”

“Oh Austin, I’m
fucking loving it, I feel like I’m being fucked.” His drove at her
so hard she slid up the sheet her head banging on the backboard,
Austin gently put a pillow behind her head without loosing rhythm.
He pumped away sucking and fucking for half and hour then gently
turned Bella over and entered from the rear, Bella began screaming
into the mattress. Austin couldn’t hear what she was saying so he
lifted her head clear by pulling her hair, Bella loved it. “Hurt
me, fuck me you bastard, what a fucking man, drive me come on, oh
shit I’m oh oh ohh Ohhhh fuck.” She orgasmed and fell limp, Austin
let her hair go and speed up burying Bella’s buttocks in his naval,
he looked down at her beautiful tanned cheeks brushing his naval
with every stroke, it was too much and he buried it deep and
delivered a relaxing flush to her loins falling on her limp and
helpless.

Bella at times
thought she may have met her match but after three hours of genital
numbing sex Austin fell asleep face down on the bed, she was
purring like a kitten satisfied to the hilt. She gently left his
side and began to search the bedroom finding nothing of interest
but behind the bar in the living area a hard case, it was locked.
She found his keys in the pocket of his jacket laying over an arm
rest of couch, she carefully wearing gloves from her bag opened the
leather covered steel case standard brief case dimensions. A sports
bag found adjacent to the hard case contained wads of cash in
British pounds and American dollars, lots of them.

Bella carefully
read through folders of A4 documents disturbing Bella at times, she
became angry. She locked the case, dressed and loaded a syringe
from a metal box in her bag, loaded with a lethal dose of narcotics
she walked silently to the side of the bed and drove it mercilessly
into Austin’s back injecting its contents aggressively and
withdrawing the needle. He stirred, rolled over and tried to stand
up but fell to the floor on his knees, he looked up at Bella her
face etched with the anticipation of his death. “The documents in
your case did Brice Welland sell them to you.”

He attempted to
stand but his face glowed red and he struggled. “What the…..help me
I….Brice yes.”

“Bye bye
Austin, you have no fucking idea the impact of your actions, what a
complete arsehole.” Austin fell forwards chocking smashing his face
on the floor.”

Bella knelt
beside him and pushed his hand print onto the syringe and a small
plastic jar, she smashed the vial beside his head still tinged with
the deadly concoction delivered to his veins and left the syringe
by his hand. She walked briskly to the living area leaving the bag
of money and selected documents sighting industrial espionage on
the table in front of the couch. Leaving further narcotics
traceable to suppliers in London’s Soho and cards found in Austin’s
wallet for call girls working from the same area she silently left
the room. Security staff continued to work on the security system
that as Bella walked well clear of the building miraculously came
on line as Bella made an anonymous call to Scotland Yard leaking
Austin’s location.

Bella arrived
home in the darkness of early morning, tired and satisfied she
retired to her bedroom and slept heavily woken by Rose just before
lunch. Bella surfaced and showered and while waiting for Rose to
freshen up she read more of the recovered documents in Austin
Sirenian’s hard case, sipping coffee. Names she had never heard of,
contacts from South America, Brazil, the Middle East, and some in
Australia, she was puzzled and driven to clarify in the same
feeling. Rose glowing like a thousand suns sat down at the table
and interrupted her concentration. “Bell, fuck I’m in love.”

Bella looked
up, wearing a blue short silk dressing gown her breasts exposed and
her vagina in view thru the glass table top. She lifted her
eyebrows and squinted. “What, what are you saying, love.”

“Bret, I think
I’m in love with him and he’s in love with me.”

Bella blinked a
lot remaining silent for a few seconds drawing the attention of one
ear from Rose. “You’ll have to run that past me again.”

“Bret McCrae,
the man, oh Bell what a man, the one you sent me to see.”

“I got that
much.”

“We bonked all
night and talked about years back, how we’ve missed each other, how
we’ve looked for years for the right person and why we ended up
separated. I’m going to America, Bret’s leaving his wife.”

Bella looked
stunned. “You’re just going to up and walk out, Rose you’re an MI
operative that’s not possible.”

“I’m going to
work with Bret, with the FBI.”

“Rose, just
settle down, you went to get some information, did you get anything
other than a bonking.”

“Yes, Bret
tells me the FBI knows you were in Manhattan recently and needs
some information about a man called Hank Bronson, is that his name.
Oh, em, yeah I think so.”

“Why doesn’t
Bret ask the man himself?”

“Oh, the mans
dead and he thinks you may have some information that can assist
with his enquires.”

“I sanctioned
him Rose.”

“Oh shit, why
didn’t you tell me that before I left?”

“Because
information is on a need to know basis and now you need to
know.”

“Ah, how was if
for you last night.”

“Bingo, I got
one of the biggest bonking’s I’ve ever had and loads of tasty info,
I have to see Bruce today.”

“Bret has some
business today then I’m meeting him later this evening, I can’t
wait.”

“Really,” Bella
stood and dropped her scant gown to the kitchen floor. “I don’t
know about you but I could do with a blast.”

Rose swallowed
rolling her lips wetting them with her tongue. “Bell, shit that’s
pulled me up and made me focus.” She sat sideways on the chair
opening her legs and pulling up her mini dress revealing her pussy
and beckoned Bella to stand between her knees. She ran her hands up
and down Bella’s thigh’s and naval caressing her enlarging vaginal
entrance and looked up into Bella’s face. “This’ll be hard to
kick.” Bella weaved her magic gently pulling down Roses loose boob
tube and rubbing her pussy across Rose’s nipples, she felt them
harden and catch her slit. Rose kissed her naval. “Do we see this
doctor I’m hooked.”

“A sexual
therapist, late this afternoon after I’ve seen Bruce.”

“Do you think
she can help?”

“He.”

“Oh
really.”

“He’s supposed
to be the best around and absolutely discreet I had the department
check him out.” Bella pointed to the open plan lounge adjoining the
kitchen.

“Oh wow a
sheepskin rug, when did that come.”

“Had it
delivered to number four found it when I got home.” Rose pushed
Bella clear, stood up and trotted into the lounge her breasts
jumping up and down as she moved. She kicked off her shoes, striped
off throwing her clothes wherever and lay down on the new rug
nestling herself into the long soft fibres, she tried face and back
down the fibres gently arousing her erogenous zones. She wallowed
around with her eyes shut for a while making brief sounds of
satisfaction, she felt Bella’s lower legs shuffle between her
thighs, opened her eyes in time to watch Bella dominate her the
light stifled by Bella’s flowing hair, then she felt the lash of
the weapon strapped to Bella’s thighs as Bella drove it mercilessly
in to the hilt. The sweet smell of jelly smeared on the surface of
the machine passed her nasal senses, entered her lungs, shot into
her bloodstream and the insatiable nymphomaniac surfaced. Bella
maintained Rose’s favourite stroke pattern smiling menacingly as
she watched Rose’s face light up, she muttered in Rose’s face. “So
going to America are we, this should give you something to think
about.”

She knelt up
throwing her hair over her back withdrawing the wet weapon from
Rose’s canal and running it up and down her vaginal slit. “Bell,
please give it to me.”

“Well, this is
what it will be like, no Bella whenever you please.” She pushed the
head of the weapon just inside Rose’s vagina then out again tapping
it on her naval.

Rose’s eyes
filled with fire, her chest heaved. “Bella you fucking bitch, give
it to me or you’ll suffer ten times worse when I fuck you.”

“Uh uh, naughty
girl, wants her fix before she’s earned it,” Bella looked at her
watch then vixen faced lunged into Rose and Rose let out a scream
of compliance. “No time to punish Rose but she’ll get her’s if
she’s not a good girl.” Caressed by natural fibres one side, lifted
by sweet smelling jelly pumped into her pussy and dominated by her
perky breasted partner Rose dug her nails into Bella’s back as she
orgasmed screaming into Bella’s chest. Bella climbed off and with a
searing smile looked down at the absolute mess she had made of her
partner. A mixture of sweet smelling jelly and seminal fluids
dripped from the end of the glistening weapon, Bella unstrapped the
monster and it clunked to the floor. “Get up you horny bitch and
fuck me.”

“Bell, you’re
wonderful, more.”

“I said get up
and fuck me bitch, you deaf as well as one of the horniest sluts on
the planet.”

Rose closed her
eyes. “Fuck I love it.” She staggered to her feet and weaved her
way to find her dildo. She returned to find Bella wide legged on
the rug manipulating herself. Rose stood over Bella rubbing the
shaft pumping a little jelly onto Bella’s naval, she stroked it
over her body and liked some from the end of her finger. “You’ve
been a naught girl and I’m keeping this cock to myself.”

“Rose, you
fucking rag we’ve got half an hour.”

“Oh, nasty
nasty.” Bella’s chest heaved and Rose wore a smile of control
putting one finger on her chin as she spoke with her head to one
side, her beautiful blonde curly hair covered one breast. “Now let
me think,” she knelt between Bella’s legs and pulled her knees up
poising the monster to strike, she grasped the button holding it
down as she gently inserted the weapon deep into Bella’s body. The
warm jelly caressed the walls of Bella’s vagina and she whimpered
with delight. “Now I remember,” she lunged forwards and dominated
Bella. “You need a dam good bonking.” Rose bashed away at Bella’s
buttocks as Bella gently caressed either side of Rose’s chest, she
suddenly buried her face in Rose’s breasts gasping for breath,
hunting for air and coughing as she drew a narcotic reward from her
racing heart. “Awww, that was quick, who’s a lucky girl then.”

Rose pulled the
shaft out and knelt up. Bella looked daggers at her. “More, I want
another.”

“Fuck Bell you
insatiable bitch.” Rose again dominated her and with the pump
running lunged into Bella. Rose remained still as Bella thrust back
and forth on the weapon holding her shoulders and after only a few
minutes again orgasmed leaving her limp and satisfied on the rug.
Rose stood up looking down at Bella. “I hope this doctor knows what
he’s doing you’re out of control Bell.”

Bella spoke
slowly and with a lethargic drawl. “I’ll get ready to see Bruce and
be back as soon as I can.”

“Before I
forget, Bret wants your son little John to go to America and work
for the FBI.”

Bella struggled
but she sat up. “What.”

“He thinks
he’ll make a great agent.”

“I want to see
Bret when you meet him this evening.”
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Bella and Bruce
discussed events by the Thames below the windows of Vauxhall Cross,
Bella didn’t enter the building. Bella wore a long woollen black
coat matching the colour of her hair with low cut black flat sole
patent shoes. Bruce in his white shirt, grey tie and tweed suit
looked like many strolling and sitting nearby. “You’re glowing
Bell, still keeping up the exercise regime by the looks.”

They looked
straight ahead watching the river traffic. “Making a pig of myself
actually.”

“You look
younger every time I see you, what will I find in the folder.”

“Austin
Sirenian had quite a stash, he mentioned Brice Welland. There’s
some names I’ve never heard some in Australia, Nino Ferraro mafia
from Chicago. He had duplicated documents found on Welland wonder
how many more have them, sucked in by the money.”

“I’ll double
check but all Welland’s intelligence has been neutralised. What
about Rose.”

“I’ll see
McCrae myself later this evening, he didn’t come here to see me at
all he’s after little John.”

Bruce frowned
and shook his head. “After your boy, why?”

“If he gets my
boy he gets John’s boy.”

“Yes and so
would the FBI, where are you meeting him, I may send a message that
can be decoded.”

“I already
have.”

“There was an
FBI document buried in the stuff you lifted from Bronson, maybe
he’s after that and pulling at straws.”

“How does he
know little John is Stanton’s.”

Bruce was
silent for a few seconds. “They have a heavy presence in town
lately, there’s one watching us here today, elementary deductions.
They may like Stanton as a lot closer ally than he is at present,
he’s been doing a lot of work with them in the middle east, weapons
of mass destruction. John visits your boy often.”

Bella suddenly
looked at him. “How do you know that?”

“Our tags have
seen him there many times.”

“I didn’t know
that.”

“Things are on
a need to know basis, keep focused and stare at the river.”

“Fucking hell
Bruce, John is in town and you don’t tell me.”

“John finds
people when he wants too.”

“This is
fucking bullshit.”

“Calm down
Bell, anything else from McCrea?”

“Rose wants to
go back to America with him.”

Bruce chuckled.
“I bet it was steamy.”

“All night
apparently.”

“We have
another job for Rose.”

“And.”

“Lord Hocking,
he loves her, get her to target him openly and we’ll leak the
results to his wife, that should achieve what were planning.”

“Hocking, I
thought he was harmless.”

“What were
planning is harmless but financially devastating. We need his
assistance with something.”

“Is that all
you can give me.”

“Yes. McCrea’s
family was moved to Washington just before he came here. If Rose
goes to the US it’ll be as a mistress, could be handy. And it could
be terminal for Rose, she doesn’t have the ruthless survival skills
like you.”

“Rose is not a
silly as she leads us to believe, her naive manner is at times a
ploy.”

“Catch up with
McCrae and report back tomorrow, love ya Bell.” They walked away in
different directions.

Bella picked up
Rose and they made their way to the sex therapist, little to
nothing was ever said when in near proximity to other persons be
they members of MI or not. Once dropped off on the pavement outside
the exclusive London address Bella discussed tactics with Rose.
They stopped at the bottom of the marble steps, wearing long
woollen coats and flimsy silken dresses with no underwear. Bella
read from a memo drawn from an envelope in her bag. “I got the
analysis of the jelly back today, it’s a simple scented petroleum
lubricant laced with, get this, cocaine, hashish oil and the oil of
a gland found in a rare frog in the Amazon jungle renown for its
arousing the sexual libido. The volume of these ingredients would
render users to addiction, we’re turning into fucking junkies.”

“Do we tell the
doctor?”

“See how things
go, he could just be a quack but he’s helped some of the worst
cases in the country and overseas.”

“I don’t like
this, what if he leaks the info.”

“He checks out
water tight, now come on maybe we can get some helpful tips.” Bella
led the way, they were shuffled into the doctors office without
waiting the doctor briefed on the touchy disposition of their
needs.

British born
specialist of Pakistani background doctor Ilika Bunkup had studied
sexual disorders for over twenty years and had seen it all logging
a vast amount of experience with which to diagnose complaints and
issue medication and advice. He greeted Bella and Rose and the two
women noticed a familiar aroma in his treatment room and found the
handsome well groomed doctors cologne to be overpowering. The room
was plain with a leather couch with no arm rest along one wall and
a bed along another featuring a pull round curtain. His desk was
stainless steel with life size models of a penis and vagina that
could be broken down showing internal parts. He wore a white gown
as one would see in a hospital, no shoes. He sat in his swivel
chair his the fingers of his hands interlocked brushing his chin
with his knuckles, his voice was soft and round with a very upper
class accent, Bella and Rose were distracted finding him
attractive. “What can I do for you ladies?”

“We think we’re
nymphomaniacs,” said Bella.

He pouted with
a nod. “I see, what makes you think that.”

“We bonk all
the time and have multiple orgasms.”

“Mmmm.”

“And we say
fuck a lot while we’re bonking.”

“Rose!” shouted
Bella.

The doctor
gestured with his hand in a circular motion. “Please go on I need
the truth to form any kind of diagnosis or treatment.”

Bella
continued. “We’re not married, we have sex with men and each other,
we use strap on machines. Lately we’ve been having sex for hours
with men and women.”

“How
often?”

“Up to five six
times a day.”

“Uh huh. You
think this is odd.”

“Isn’t it?”

“What I hear is
healthy sexual appetites some that consult me would call this
luck.”

“People see you
that don’t have sex.”

“I see people
every day unable to have sex for some reason or another.”

“Good god, glad
I’m not like that.”

“Me too,” added
Rose.

“Do you have,
or have you had any sexually transmitted diseases such as
aids.”

Bella shook her
head. “I had the clap once, years ago when I was a teen, I get
checked our regular, I fuck my doctor too.” said Rose.

“Rose! We want
to know if Lesbians or nymphomaniacs and how to tone down our
behaviour.”

“Why do you
have sex?”

“To get off, I
fall into a black hole feeling depressed if I don’t get it.”

“Me too,” added
Rose.

“You have equal
sexual drive, do you have any emotional engagement with your
partners, such as each other.”

“I love Rose
but not as a partner, I love her body it really gets me going.”

“Me too, Bella
is just awesome, she gets me off.”

“How about the
men, you love them.”

“I love one man
the others I just need.”

“Me too,” added
Rose.

“So far you’re
just beautiful sexual women with veracious sexual appetites,
there’s no law against it nor is it unusual. What concerns you
regarding this behaviour, I treat people who would love to be like
you, very seldom do I have an enquiry regarding strong sexual
drive.”

“We’re getting
worse, wanting to bonk in front of people and demanding multiple
orgasms, when will it bottom out.”

“You want it to
bottom out?”

Bella looked at
Rose, they had blank faces then back at the doctor. Bella pouted
and shook her head. “No.”

“So am I to
suggest medication to curb your sexual appetite or advice on how to
experience ultimate sexual gratification.”

“Are we
nyumpho’s or leso’s?”

“No.”

“Phewww we
thought we were weirdoes.”

“Perception of
these things when it comes to individuals is wider than the ocean.
If you are happy with what you do the opinions of others or their
actions are of no consequence. If you feel better and have the time
and ability to have sex all day science can only bolster your
efforts not diminish them. Prostitutes do this for a living and a
lot because they enjoy it, some because they are broke and need
money. You both have sex because you like it, what do you do for a
living.”

“We work for a
classified area of the government.”

“Mmmm, so, I
may assist in advice on ultimate sexual pleasure, I’m sure I need
not explain the workings of the male and female organs but deeper
sexual satisfaction may extend appreciation spans before
intercourse is required to supply the natural narcotic burst you so
much enjoy.”

“That sound
like a good idea, were bonking the crap out of each other.”

“How long
before you come down.”

“Twenty
minutes.”

“Mmm, sounds
relevant. When having sex together what apparatus do you use?”

“It’s called
the monster.”

“Ah, the cobra
venom jelly, you use it.”

“That’s what
it’s called, I had it analysed it’s full of narcotics.”

“It enters your
system through the soft blood vessel walls of the vagina, quickly
bringing your senses to an unrealistic height. It is addictive but
no more addictive than your body supplies to itself via adrenalin
and endorphins, the latter is the more powerful the additional
narcotics in the jelly just enhance your experience. You end up
with a boosted habit suffering less height should the additional
narcotic be unavailable. Perfecting technique of you sexual
experience by trial and error is a more effective way of
satisfaction than the use of artificial means.”

“That sounds
great, what do you suggest.”

“Do you use
verbal stimulation whilst exchanging gratification?”

“We say fuck a
lot.”

“Rose!”

“It’s okay,
verbal stimulation promotes anger, promotes adrenalin and so on.
Can I see you naked please?”

“That’s a
strange request from a doctor diagnosing mental focus.”

The doctor
opened a draw in his desk and pulled out a monster loaded with
venom, he plonked it on the table. “If you feel more comfortable
wearing this under your dress while I issue advice by all means
remain dressed, but it makes physical tuition clumsy.”

Rose and Bella
stood up and stripped off standing naked in seconds in front of the
doctor, he looked them up and down. “Good god, never have I seen
two absolute stunners, visual stimuli in your case is of the
highest.” He stood, picked up the monster and stood beside them
showing them the machine. “You probably use the under strap as the
protagonist covering the vaginal cavity.”

“Yes, this one
doesn’t have one.”

“You merely
disconnect the under strap via these buckles,” he pointed out the
way the weapon could be modified. “When having intercourse allows
access to the vagina by a second party, whilst dominating a female
partner gives access for a male to address the dominies vagina. My
experience has shown this when applied to persons such as
yourselves is an ultimate experience.”

Bella and Rose
nodded at each other. “Mmm, wouldn’t have thought of it, so a man
can have sex with me while I’m giving sex to Rose.”

“Yes.”

“What’s the
better positions?”

“Could you
please strap the implement on,” Bella strapped the weapon to her
thighs. “Rose, could you bend over securing yourself on the bed
exposing your vagina for Bella is it.”

“Yes.” Rose
walked to the bed and Bella stood behind her.

“Now, lubricate
the shaft and insert it in Rose’s vaginal canal and establish a
comfortable thrust.”

Bella pumped
some jelly into her hand and rubbed it up and down the shaft,
poised the weapon at Rose’s slit and drove it to the back of her
vulva, she squealed and rotated here buttocks as Bella established
a steady thrust. “Oh fuck Bell that’s nice, being watched is
pumping me up.”

“Now as you
thrust in the male or female wearing a similar instrument address
your vagina and would thrust in as you withdraw, establishing a
steady stroke together you feel the power of domination and the
satisfaction of intercourse.”

“I get what you
mean,” said Bella. Rose and Bella looked back around themselves
imagining the action. “Just the thought of a man is blowing my
mind, we would never have thought of this wonder what it’s
like.”

“Allow me,” the
doctor removed his white coat dropping it on the floor, he was
naked exposing his massive erection.

“Rose, have a
look at that,” she looked in his face. “Is that natural or you had
something done with it.”

“It’s all mine,
may I.”

Bella steadily
pumped away at Rose her mouth still wide open from viewing the
doctors massive tool. “Give it to me you fucking bastard, can you
fuck.”

“Audible
stimuli, a demand for aggressive intervention to heighten
satisfaction, domination and orgasmic euphoria, nothing out of the
ordinary, now payment in full.” The doctor poised his shaft at
Bella’s pumped and dripping vaginal lips taking her thighs in his
hands, he drove the throbbing shaft to the back of Bella’s pussy in
perfect opposing thrust’s. Bella began throwing her hair around,
whimpering and squealing. “Rose, you have to sample this, holy shit
two minutes I think.”

Rose watched
them thrusting away at each other aroused to new heights by the
exotic goings on. Bella grabbed her breasts and speed up, the
doctor grabbed Bella’s breasts and kept in perfect time with Bella.
Rose squealed with passion as she orgasmed, Bella followed her and
the doctor withdrew. “Fondle each other while I attend to the
change,” instructed the doctor. He gently unstrapped the weapon
from Bella’s thighs, cleaned it under a tap, reloaded the reservoir
and strapped it to Rose as they gently passed their palms over each
other’s bodies. He bent Bella over, she grabbed the bed to steady
herself and Rose lubricated and drove the weapon into Bella’s body
thrusting away, Bella threw her hair to one side to watch. The
doctor poised at Rose’s vagina picked up the rhythm and rose yelped
with appreciation as the giant cock lanced her pussy.

“Oh my god
Bell, I’m buzzing,” she speed up and the doctor followed suit, he
put his hand around Rose’s thigh caressing her naval and locating
her clit gently manipulating the aroused glands of her outer vagina
as his huge shaft lunged in and out, Rose copied the doctors hand
technique, ten minutes of different rhythms and circular buttock
motions and Bella took her reward. Rose dumped a shot of jelly into
her cavity and Bella fell limp moaning and groaning with pleasure.
Rose turned her head and the doctor licked her neck and check,
“Give it to me,” she whispered.

“Just as you
go,” he replied speeding up this thrust as Rose had stopped pocking
it to Bella as Bella fell to her knees the monster leaving her
vagina as she fell. The doctor manipulated one nipple and Rose’s
clit as she started to scream and moan then held the bed to support
herself her body relaxing from an enormous dose of natural
narcotic’s. The doctor concentrated on just the head of his cock in
the entrance way to Rose for a few strokes then grabbed her tight
round the naval driving his shaft to the back of her canal and
delivering a hot shot as he roared with satisfaction. He remained
fully driven into her and after all his semen had drained he
withdrew, his half erect shaft bent half round still maintaining a
dominating sight, he paraded himself back to his desk. Bella and
Rose holding each other on their knees watched him indulging in
visual after taste.

“I don’t know
about you Rose but I’m stoned,” whispered Bella.

“I’m the same,
let’s see how long this lasts.” They clambered to their feet using
the bed to steady themselves, the doctor watched them dress as he
gathered his gown and put it on, he sat down in his chair. Bella
and Rose adjusted their clothing then sat in front of him.

“I see what you
mean,” said Bella still short of breath.

“You are the
most sensual and attractive women I ever had in here.”

“Thank you, so
we’re not weird or nyumpho’s.”

“Some would
profess this but not I, you are the ultimate sexual weapons. You
could gun for any randy male. Promiscuity is a term applied to
married persons with an agreement on behaviour, until you decide to
undertake such a move should not be an issue mentally. Men are on
heat all the time, now try some of the suggestions and
demonstrations we have gone though her today I hope they assist in
your enlightenment.”

“Can you show
us a few more ideas?”

“I have another
client waiting, feel free to make another appointment, I have some
grand ideas. Have you tried the double ended dildo?”

“Heard of it,”
said Rose, she looked at Bella. “We’ll look into it.”

“Absolutely,”
added Bella.

“Been an
absolute pleasure ladies, should you run out of ideas please come
again if you’ll pardon the expression.” They picked up their bags
and left.


 CHAPTER SIXTEEN

Bella and Rose
had time to pass the sex shop, relieved by their diagnosis they
celebrated with new experiences. Procuring a double ended vibrating
dildo, Rose got to sample an alternate women given a one on one
demonstration by the proprietors wife in the storeroom. Bella
distracted the storeowner turning round the closed sign on the door
as not to be disturbed, he was a fizzer lasting only a few seconds
of hand manipulation in the shops hidden corner blowing semen high
into the air before he slid down the wall and fell to the floor a
satisfied mess. Bella watched the people in the arcade though gaps
in the shelves, they walk past unbeknown to them a man was mouthing
her vagina and tonguing her clit, she exposed her breasts finding
more excitement and gratification. The storeroom door opened and
Bella curtailed her sexual antics without reward, the store owner
climbed to his feet wiping his face. Rose had a smile a mile wide.
“Give us two in case one breaks down.”

The store
owner’s wife beaming with delight put the implements in a bag and
rang the till. “Would you’re friend like a demonstration.”

“No I’ll fill
her in soon as we get home.”

They left the
store and hastily shuffled to the waiting cab, saying nothing once
home there was only time to freshen up and run to catch up with
Bret McCrea. Bella convinced Rose to allow her to see Bret before
she had dinner with him, Bella had set up the meeting at an
exclusive riverside restaurant over looking the river. They stopped
outside leaving the cab, Rose pointed Bret out from the foyer
through the crowd at a window table alongside the glass wall of the
riverside restaurant, Rose then retreated to a separate bar to
await Bella’s call.

Bella had
dressed to kill and McCrea was taken by surprise as Bella
introduced herself taking off her long shoulder drape and placing
over the back of her chair, he stood dressed in his usual waistcoat
and boots he had at least removed his Stetson as per the rules of
the exclusive house of cuisine. “Bella Elizabeth Fonteyn, well I’ll
be dammed, here’s me looking for you and you walk right on in.”
McCrea battled with sights and sounds, Bella’s alluring cleavage,
the waft of meticulously cooked game and beef, perfume that
threatened an erection at fifty metres, he’d experienced the
fragrance before. He pulled the second seat out for Bella at the
two person table and tucked it in behind her as she sat then sat
down looking out the window at the view. “London, always somethin
going on,” his southern accent obviously different in the upper lip
establishment. “What makes you suddenly walk right on in and sit
down with someone who’s investigating a murder in Manhattan linked
to your attendance?”

“I know noting
of what you’re talking about.”

Bret nodded
with an arrogant smile. “Perhaps you ought meet a friend of mine.”
A young man in a grey suit pulled up a chair from an adjacent table
apologising to the patrons, black collar length hair, clear skin,
brown eyes, gold cuff links through the wrists of his white shirt.
He sat on the chair backwards

He produced ID,
he had an upper class accent and react of the corridors of
Whitehall. “Felton, James. MI5 miss Fonteyn, a request has been
made by Mr McCrea to have you extradited to the US to face charges
of murder, would you accompany me to headquarters to finalise the
paperwork.”

Bella sat stone
faced, she rummaged in her bag, opened her purse and showed Felton
her ID. “Fonteyn, Bella. MI6 branch of counter espionage.”

Felton studied
the ID closely then turned to McCrea. “What kind of stunt are you
pulling, you told me she was a hooker from New York”

A solemn and
angry faced figure stood over the table, suddenly appearing like an
apparition, he wore a long brown leather coat, Australian RM
Williams boots, moleskin trousers, a denim shirt and a brown
herringbone cap. He had his hands in both pockets and from the
right side of his long open coat was the muzzle of what looked like
a forty five colt peacemaker. “Mr McCrea is mistaken and will be
leaving on a plane currently waiting on the tarmac at
Heathrow.”

Felton stood
reaching inside his jacket and stopped dead when he heard the
colt’s hammer click back. He looked round at his counterparts
planted in the crowd, they looked at him wide eyed shaking their
heads. He looked back at the figure. “Who the hell are you?”

“Meet John
Stanton,” said Bella with the warmest smile as she touched up her
lipstick in a hand mirror from her bag. “I knew you’d come John,
you do love me.”

Stanton growled
at Fenton and McCrea. “You so much as touch this women or her son
and I’ll blow holes in you so big it’ll let the sunshine through in
wider beams than you could see in Kakadu National Park. Now Mr
McCrea, this is a modified original colt peacemaker with a right
twist forty four barrel and chamber modified to take forty four
magnum cartridges, ask yourself a question, do I feel lucky. Well
do you punk.”

McCrea very
slowly stood up, took his hat and put it on and draped his jacket
from the back of the chair over his arm. “I get the message.”

Another suited
man came under the muzzle of Stanton’s gun, he touched Fenton on
the shoulder. “Let’s get the fuck out of her, Bruce Hurst’s in the
foyer with the blonde women.”

Fenton looked
daggers at McCrea. “What the fuck is going on here.”

“I made a
mistake that’s what’s going on. I admit it, I’ll be on my way.”

“Stay where you
are,” Stanton positioned himself against the glass, dinners rose to
their feet walking briskly from the establishment. Bruce Hurst
entered Stanton’s space leading Rose by the hand. Fenton tried to
walk away his counterpart watching Stanton’s every move stopped
him. “Hallelujah, someone who knows what he’s doing, I haven’t
trusted you pricks since you raided Foulness.”

Fenton puzzled
asked his counterpart a question. “What’s he on about.” The man
just shook his head holding his hand up in with a stopping
signal.

Stanton growled
at the signalling man. “Fuck off and take all your mates with you,
get clear or I’ll deliver you to your superiors myself, savvy.”

Felton marched
briskly away followed by his counterpart other filling along as
they exited the foyer.

“John, Bella
was right, you’re here.”

McCrea looked
dejected, he wanted to leave. “I just came to see i…..”

“I know what
you’re doing here, its not you’re fault,” interrupted Stanton.

“Why the
gun?”

Stanton
withdrew the weapon. “Wasn’t for you.”

“I got MI5
involved it’s not their fault.”

Stanton raised
his voice. “They know what’s going on and they were warned, they
crossed the line.”

“Phewww, wish I
had that much god damn pull.”

“Rose, what do
you want to do?”

“I want to go
with Bret.”

“Go and get
you’re stuff, passport, there’s a jet waiting at the airport.”

McCrea looked
flabbergasted, he dropped his jaw. “You’re giving me Rose, what the
hell, why?”

Stanton looked
at Bella. “I know someone like Rose, and I can’t do anything about
it, it’s up to you McCrea. Take her and you’ll loose your family, I
know what that’s like, you can’t have both.”

The tense
atmosphere suspended in suspense as McCrea looked at Rose
intensified by McCrea’s silence, eventually broke. “I’m sorry Rose,
guess I have to let you down a second time.”

Rose smiled,
her eyes twinkled, she whispered. “It’s okay Bret, go home.”

McCrea began to
walk toward the foyer, Stanton stopped him. “McCrea,” he turned to
listen. “You’re a good man, you work with me now, I’ll be there if
you need me.”

McCrea pouted,
nodded, then smiled, tipped his hat. “I figure the same thing on
you and I’ll take you up on that.” He left.

Rose sat down
with Bella. “Sorry Bell.”

“You’re here
for good now sugar,” giggled Bella.

“Not such a bad
thing, I like my life.”

Stanton laughed
under his breath as he watched the pair. “Bruce I had to come here
that’s not good.”

“John the place
is surrounded we would have fixed it.”

“Fair enough,
it’s not the only reason,” Stanton turned to Bella, he handed her
his weapon, a modified original colt peacemaker. “Take this
Bell.”

“I generally
don’t use a gun.”

Bella took the
handle of the fearsome weapon. “You do now, go and resign, you work
for me now, I don’t trust them with you anymore.”

Bruce
interrupted. “John we need her.”

“I said she
didn’t work for you I didn’t say she wouldn’t work with you. Rose
can stay at number four.”

“The committee
won’t like this.”

“Wont like it,
remind them of the predicament. Captain Brannigan ring a bell.
Foulness Island bring back any memories. Attempts to vindicate and
sideline Hollis, where’s the civil police while I’m here wielding a
firearm amongst the public.”

“Were holding
them back the place is crawling with elite, you must prevail
John.”

“The separation
of powers will widen no risk. Come with me Bella you’re moving
house.”

Bella stood up.
“Rose comes with me.”

Stanton looked
relived. “At last Bell, you value someone’s life, I don’t know
what’s happened but I’ll use it. She can come.”

Rose put her
hand over her mouth. “Oh god, am I an extra special agent.”

Stanton, Hurst
and Bella cracked up laughing. “I suppose if you like the idea,”
chuckled Stanton.

“I’ll need one
of these colt things.” Rose picked up and handled Bella’s gift from
Stanton dropping it on the floor. “Oh shit,” she picked it up
studying moving parts. “How does it work,” she asked.

Bella showed
concern. “John if you give Rose one of these things we’ll all be
killed.”

Stanton put one
arm around Bella and the other around Rose. “That’s always a risk,
but not today girls, not today. Now I’ve got this tricky job for
you.”

Hurst returned
to Vauxhall Cross, Stanton, Bella and Rose vanished.
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