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	Chapter One


	Simone Jones


	. Summer. My office baked like an oven while an ancient, dented fan spun on my desk. Occasional dips into a half-empty bottle of booze quenched my thirst like a cup of sand.


	I stared out from the open fourth floor window and squinted against the white washed concrete glare. It didn’t pretend to be anything else but light and heat, unlike the people I dealt with in my previous job. Most folks want simple in their professions. Not me. I created intricate fantasies for people, and I loved it. Everything was great, until I got blackballed and was forced into getting the goods on cheating spouses just to put bread on the table. The hours and the clients stank, and I wanted my old life back. But little did I know the complicated, torturously dangerous path I would take.


	She didn’t even knock on the office’s half-glass frosted door with my stenciled professional name and occupation. Just strutted right in with a body that would set any man on fire and so glacial a manner that the temp fell twenty degrees. A retro fifties style blue dress clung to her like a second skin and a wide-brimmed, dark hat with spiderweb netting covered the top half of a forbidding angelic face. Ice-blue eyes pinned me into immobility while light blonde hair about her shoulders shone like a beacon. A somewhat cruel smile quirked at extreme edges of full lips red as a sunset while poised between fingers of a black, satin gloved hand was a lit cigarette. Her voice was just as smoky.


	“Good afternoon, Mr. Hawk. If that is your real name? Garrett Hawk?”


	“A sobriquet from my previous lamented career.”


	“I’m glad you continue to use it. It’s how I found you. Or how my friends said I could find you. They said you were reliable and discreet once.”


	My lips curled, remembering the past injustice. “I still am.”


	“In spite of your current reputation, that’s what they said too.”


	“They?” I said. “And they are?”


	“People. People we both know. They highly recommend you. Said you wouldn’t disappoint.”


	“Nice to have fans. I’m sure they have names too. Like you?”


	She slid around and sat on the edge of my desk, right next to me. Smooth, graceful. She crossed a pair of shapely legs, slow and provocative, stubbed out her cigarette and removed another from a gold case. “Jones. Simone Jones.”


	Of course. How many times had I heard that last name. “All right, Jonesey. What’s on your mind?”


	“I have a job for you. You’ll be handsomely compensated. And no questions asked.”


	“A job. Well, that’s what I’m in business for. But I do have one question: What’s the job?”


	Her lips parted, just enough to accept her unlit cigarette. I grabbed my lighter and torched it. Who did she want me to follow and photograph? A wandering husband? His mistress? Or maybe it was a muscle job? Lean on someone to “quietly” leave town? Other possibilities ran through my head, all of them depressing. She took a long drag, then held her cig up to one side with her other arm folded under those generous, well-shaped breasts. Her eyes narrowed and those ice-blues stabbed me like a knife.


	“I want you to kidnap me.”


	My lighter lid closed with a snap.


	I said, “Sure.”


	
				
			*

	


	


	In my previous life I would take precautions, like check out the client, make sure they were giving me the straight scoop, then negotiate boundaries on what they wanted done versus what I was willing to enact. All nice, proper, legal and safe. But the money Ms. Simone Jones plunked down on my desk bought my total cooperation. No questions asked and so I didn’t. The wad reminded me of how I used to call the shots with the photographers, the models, and the occasional thrill seeker who wanted a bit of safe danger in her love life. But it had been two years since word got out that I couldn’t be trusted with a tied up woman. Overnight I had gone from the best rigger in the business to persona non grata. Photographers had stopped calling, models that I had never worked with spread rumors about me and private clients dropped me like a bad habit. Not that anyone ever called to get my side of the story; I was a man who tied up women for a living, so if anyone said anything bad about me it had to be true. Right?


	And now a chance to get back in the game just waltzed through my door. I wasn’t about to look a gift horse in the mouth. I wanted this. Bad. So I pocketed the money and kept my mouth shut without telling Ms. Jones I would have tied her up for free. Hey, when a beautiful woman asks you to kidnap her, who are you to say no? So after arrangements were made, or rather dictated by Ms. Jones, I dug out the ropes, choose the gag and blindfold and drove my SUV to the appropriate place, but at a time of my choosing.


	I dimmed the headlights, swung left across the narrow, twisting blacktop, cut the engine and coasted to a stop on a downward slope of a dirt road. To the right and below, about fifty yards away, was the cabin.


	I say “cabin” but it was large enough for a regular house, although to someone of Simone Jones’s means it would be considered just “a little place” in the mountains. It was two stories, lower part made of stone, upper of logs, with a wide deck above the patio just off the master bedroom at one end. Tall pine trees that surrounded it insured privacy from the prying eyes of the curious. Or a kidnap stalker, like me. I grabbed my “kit” and jumped down from the cab, using the cabin’s lights as a beacon to navigate through the dark growth.


	A wealth of stars twinkled overhead, no longer competing with the city lights and foul smog. Fallen pine needles underfoot with their resin scent filled the night air and I took care to make as little noise as possible. There wasn’t any real need for sneakiness on my part, Simone knew I was coming, but if the client spots the “kidnapper” too soon the fantasy is ruined. Simone said she would be on the watch and if she saw me before the kidnap then she would demand a refund. So I dressed all in black, including my ski mask and satchel tool kit that held the ropes, gags and other things. She wanted a real kidnap and, with the money she threw around, she would get it.


	I crouched behind a tree about fifty feet from the back of the cabin and pulled out my binoculars. A distinctly feminine shape moved behind almost sheer curtains from what appeared to be the couch to the kitchen, then back to the couch that faced the loud TV set. Yep, it was her all right. I bided my time and soon enough the television was turned off and the lights downstairs went out one by one. But instead of going up to bed, she stepped through the sliding glass doors onto the covered patio.


	My old army ranger training took over and I flattened behind the tree. There she was, sipping what looked like a glass of milk, most likely warm to help her get past any jitters and let her sleep, while her eyes swept first away, then toward me. I held my breath, sure that despite the night and my dark clothes she saw me. But her head turned past me as she sauntered around, barefoot, in a short, loose pink silk bathrobe, her long hair all about her shoulders. She seemed softer now than at my office, less removed and cold while she stood there in the night, ready to take a leap that maybe she wasn’t too sure about anymore. Vulnerable and fragile.


	I could have rushed her then, snuck up behind and grabbed her, but that wasn’t my plan. Through roundabout questioning that day in my office I determined she usually read in bed before lights out. Also, I implied that once she was upstairs each night I wouldn’t be coming and she would have to wait until at least another night, but of course, that was a lie. Taking her in the bedroom after she was asleep was the best time. After a few minutes of her strolling about, I think I caught something of a sigh from Simone; she drained the last of her drink then went back inside. The sliding door scraped shut with a definite click. Nope, she probably thought, not tonight. This was her third night up here and her insides were most likely twisted in nervous knots. Moments later a dim light snapped on upstairs, but that also went out soon enough. I waited another hour, long enough for her to fall asleep and checked my kit one last time. Then I froze. Maybe it was nerves and the fact I hadn’t done this in such a long time that I was afraid I had lost my edge. But then an owl hooted, right above me, and its night call spurred me into action.


	The bottom of the upper deck was ten feet high and, from a crouch, I managed to jump up and grab the lower part of the guardrail that ran across the edge. I thanked myself again for staying in shape as I swung my legs like a pendulum and landed my sneakers on the ledge. Stretched out, hanging by my finger and toenails, I managed to grip the balusters and pull myself up and over the handrail. Down in a crouch, I scurried to the deck door. Picking the lock was simple.


	A tiny night light in an adjoining bathroom cast a pale glow across the foot of the bed and faded to black just below her shoulders. She lay on her side, facing away from the light, one arm crooked on top of a white coverlet that rose and fell in time with her even breaths. From what little I could see, her face was warm and serene, a definite change from the cold, almost angry attitude at my office. If I hadn’t known better, I’d say she had undergone a major change. I had seen such changes before; in slaves who flew in subspace, that sweet spot of heightened consciousness, and in some unjaded models who didn’t understand what was happening to them, but never before on a woman without a rope on her, much less asleep.


	I shook my head and got back to work. I reached inside my satchel and found the wadding for her mouth. I stepped forward on the wooden floor…and the board creaked. Loudly.


	She stirred, rolled onto her back. Her eyes opened to slits, then on seeing me flew wide. The mouth opened too, ready to scream.


	I jumped the remaining distance, sprawled on top of her and shoved the wadding in the mouth. Her eyes bulged and she whimpered in the back of her throat. Then, in a sudden fury she tried to push me off but I squatted on top, above her waist and used my legs to pin her arms at her sides. But she still fought.


	I grabbed her throat. “Hold still,” I rasped.


	She twisted out of my grip. Her eyes blazed. This wasn’t going well. I needed to assert control, so I grabbed a bunch of her hair and wrenched her face back to me.


	I raised my hand and bluffed that I would give her a good backhand across the chin. She got the message and went very still. I had never struck a woman like that before, but if necessary she had given me the green light back in my office.


	“Do what you need to do,” she had said. “Make it feel real.”


	“And how far is that?” I asked.


	“I won’t go quietly. Go as far as you’d like.” Her hand slid inside her skirt and back up between her legs. “Whatever feels natural.”


	Simone Jones had paid for a kidnapping and she was going to get her money’s worth and, I suddenly decided, a little bonus. Something natural.


	I worked fast. I pulled down the covers, flipped her over to her stomach and wound rope around the side by side wrists, then looped the end of it between them to cinch the whole thing down. I treated her elbows the same way until they nearly touched, then flipped her back around on her arms. Her hair fell across her face while her eyes bulged once more, a close match to her breasts that fairly strained to bust out from her nightie. One hand still in her hair I used my teeth to pull off a glove and slid my bare hand down between her legs.


	Holy shit, was she wet! A virtual river! Her silk panties were soaked. I ripped them off, waved them under her nose, then shoved them deep in her mouth under the first wadding, right on the tongue so she could taste them. They weren’t enough so I forced more wadding inside, and then more until the cheeks ballooned while I wrapped dark red gauze around her head. Then I ripped the nightie apart and those ripe, full breasts pointed right up at me. I dove down to bite, lick, and suck those delicious mounds. Her moans filled the room, one of pleasure mixed with pain and I knew I had her. I took off my other glove, unzipped my pants and my cock sprang out, full and erect, its purple head engorged. I pushed her shapely, strong legs aside and speared her.


	She was slick, and warm, and tight. My cock eased in and out, deeper with each thrust. She groaned and her hips moved against mine. An awakened beast that soon pushed back, she rammed up at me, tried to set the pace, tried to take back some kind of control. The sooner she could make me cum the sooner it would be over and she would win. I let her think that, but I hadn’t got my rep by letting my second brain do all the thinking. I got into what I thought of as my “master space”, a somewhat detached groove and just kept up a rate of hard but steady thrusts. She still flailed about underneath me, her hips an almost endless driving machine, but I didn’t allow her to con me with passion. Instead I let her do it to herself and soon she shook underneath me. A whole, racking body orgasm so intense that I held her tight against me to protect her from butting up against the headboard, and to let her know that I was still there, that she wasn’t alone and that I would gently lay her back down as the massive tremors subsided. When I did her eyes brimmed in tears. In gratitude? Perhaps not, that was my male ego talking, but I was still inside her and we both knew she wasn’t yet going anywhere.


	I started the thrusts again, but slower now, gentler. I kissed her about the neck and shoulders, took off my mask and buried my face in her luxuriant, soft hair. Deeper, deeper I went, until all I wanted was to get in all the way. Faster, faster, faster! Harder, harder! Aw, fuck! Fuck fuck fuck!


	God, I almost passed out! My cock shot hard jets of cum up her hot little box. Dimly, I heard her scream behind her gag, but there was nothing she could do but take it, and there was nothing I could do but keep giving it to her until there was nothing left to empty into that tight, little snatch. At last I went dry, gasped for air and at least had the presence of mind to pull the ski mask back over me before I sat up. Still had to keep the kidnap/home invader fantasy alive. Back in character, I paused only the barest moment as I pulled the tight, leather hood over her head, down past her wet eyes, and covered the tear tracks on her cheeks.


	
				
			*

	


	


	I rested a bit more, then gave her the finishing touch; a chastity belt complete with dildo and butt plug. The dildo went in easily enough, but the plug took some work. I took a soft approach at first on the theory that you can get more with honey than vinegar, and made nice, soft cooing sounds, but her hole stayed tight. Maybe it was a last chance at control on her part, an unwillingness to let completely go, but I couldn’t allow her any let-up. It wasn’t my style, but I had to get harsh with her.


	“Open up. Open up, you goddam bitch! Or I’ll ram it up so high it’ll come out the other end. Open up, you fucking cunt!”


	It worked. The plug slid in like a natural fit. I buckled up the chastity belt, tied her legs together and threw her over my shoulder. Down the stairs, then outside. It was a bit of a trudge, especially the slope I had to climb back to my SUV, but we got there and I laid her down in back. After a fifteen minute drive further up the mountain I found the “rescue” site, clearly marked with a white towel nailed to a tree. I turned right, bumped along for about a hundred yards and pulled up in clearing beside a thin tree. Soon enough I had her dragged out of the vehicle and roped upright against the tree, a tiny, white delicious figure that stood out in the warm darkness. I gave her a gentle pat on a tit then drove off, my contracted work done for the night.


	Simone had assured me that she had made arrangements with others to “find” her and that I didn’t need to also play the role of rescuer, but I wasn’t about to leave a naked, tied up woman alone in the woods. She didn’t know it, but I wasn’t going anywhere until I knew she was safe. I drove about a half mile up the road, hid the SUV in a secluded glen and doubled back on foot. I found a spot that gave me a good view of her, but still kept me hidden, and settled down to witness the rescue.


	After about an hour, a dark van lurched through the trees. Three people got out, a woman and two men. I couldn’t make out their faces, it was still too dark, but their voices carried. Like me, they wore dark clothes with hoods over their heads and the woman seemed to be in charge. She said something about Simone’s hood and motioned to it. The smaller of the two men removed it and the woman got real close to Simone, studying her. Then the woman’s hand wheeled up and slapped Simone not once, but three times. And she didn’t hold back.


	This was a rescue? Who were these people? The way Simone reacted it was clear she hadn’t counted on this. I nearly jumped up right then and went in there, but I held back. Is this what she wanted? But when they loosed her from the tree and the blonde roughly threw her down, I knew something was wrong. A large strap-on dildo protruded from the blonde’s crotch but she stepped back and directed the larger of the two men to take her. While the blonde and the smaller watched, the large one cut away the ropes, tore off Simone’s chastity belt and plunged his dick into her, driving with such force that Simone was pushed along the forest floor, her back all scratched up and bleeding.


	That was enough for me. I got up, ready to put a stop to it, or at least call a time out, but something heavy hit me from behind. I sprawled forward, my face in the dirt. A pointed boot turned me over and through a patch in the trees I stared up at the spinning stars. I heard a woman’s cruel laughter then a boot kicked me along side my head. I wasn’t sure, but just before I passed out I thought I saw a beautiful face that I longed to forget. One that had turned my life to hell.


	Chapter Two


	Vogel Wingard


	I came to with birds singing, the sun shining and one hell of a headache. I pushed up from the ground and staggered over to the tree Simone had been tied to. No rope lay around it, but other signs remained of what happened. Bunches of leaves and pine needles were pushed about and piled up here and there, tire tracks from my SUV and the van were clear in the forest dust, but nothing else to indicate who those people were. Unless I wanted to think about who beat me up. The blow to the back of my head must have given me a hallucination, because if it wasn’t I didn’t want to think about the alternative.


	I stumbled back to my SUV and slowly drove down the mountain, stopped briefly at the cabin but no one was there. I hit the freeway and got back in cell phone range. I checked my messages. A couple wanted a background check on a new nanny but there was nothing from Simone. Well, that wouldn’t have been the first time a client suddenly didn’t know me. I wouldn’t have minded either, if not for the conk on the head, and resolved to get an answer to that, but I first had to take care of my throbbing head. A stop at the local clinic pronounced a minor concussion with orders from the doc to take it easy for a few days, so I figured the nanny background check was an easy job. After a couple of days of going over credit reports, talking to the feds about immigration laws and other assorted stops I gave the nanny a clean bill of health, but Simone remained ever present in my mind. Just what type of kidnap fantasy was that? One with a double-cross in it? And why keep me in the dark and bash me on the head? That part I didn’t like. Not so much the knock out itself, but that I got played for a sucker. As I mailed off the report on the nanny and I wondered just how I could get the answers my ringtone played “Happy Days Are Here Again”. I hit the talk button. Back to work.


	“I’m calling for my employer,” a cultured male voice said. “Mr. Vogel Wingard. You will come to his home today for lunch precisely at . You know where he lives?”


	Everyone knew Vogel Wingard, if not his precise location. He lived in Holmby Hills, another place I would like to forget. “I got a rough idea,” I said.


	The Cultured Male gave the address, suggested I use an old fashioned street atlas for driving directions since it wasn’t going to show up on any internet map and told me not to be late. A glance at my watch said there were still a couple of hours before the appointment, so I zoomed back to my small apartment, put on my only suit and then found myself navigating the twisting, turning streets between UCLA on the west and the Los Angeles Country Club on the east. At the wrought iron gate entrance to Wingard’s property, I announced myself to the speaker grill. The gates slowly swung open and I drove up to a set of open double front doors. The Cultured Male, whom I discovered was the butler, stood on the covered porch, bowed to me in that subservient yet snotty way that makes you feel inferior and led me inside.


	Let me tell you, this was a hell of a place. I saw a lot, and it probably wasn’t even close to seeing it all. The butler led me through an expansive foyer, down a short hallway, through an impressive living room, then out to a large garden, the kind with bright flowers and tall hedges all around. An old man sat in a low, dark green wooden chair with wide armrests that seemed more like a throne. He dismissed the butler and sized me up.


	“Mr. Vogel Wingard, I presume,” I said at last.


	“You presume correct, Mr. Hawk. I have a job for you.”


	“You get right to the point, don’t you?”


	Wingard gave a tight smile. “At my age, Mr. Hawk, I can’t afford to waste any time.” He motioned to a chair opposite him. “Sit, sit.”


	I sat and found an iced tea drink already poured for me on a small table next to the chair. I took a sip. It was warmer than I thought, just like the day, and my dark suit didn’t exactly keep me cool.


	“I have been blessed, Mr. Hawk. A rich life in many ways, and not just monetarily, but now there’s a matter that threatens to tear it apart.”


	“I think I know what you mean,” I said. “I’ve had the rug pulled out from under me once or twice.”


	“Yes, I know. I did some checking on you. You were good at your chosen profession, as unusual as that was, before word got out about what you did. Or didn’t do?”


	A queasy feeling filled my stomach. “I’m not sure I follow you.”


	“Oh, you do. Tell me, Mr. Hawk, do you miss it? The role-play, the knots and ropes on young, tender female flesh? The mouths stuffed so they can’t utter a sound, the eyes filled with trepidation or even anticipation? In my prime, I took control of many a willing female.”


	“You still do, I’ll bet.”


	Wingard laughed. “You can be sure of that, although the body isn’t quite what it was. But yours is, and that’s the subject right now. Tell me, what would you do to give up your life as a PI and earn back your reputation as a first rate rigger?”


	I didn’t answer.


	“You can, you know,” Wingard said. “Do this job for me and I’ll see to it that your client book is filled again.”


	“I already made one deal with the devil, Mr. Wingard. It’s how I wound up blackballed and broke. I’m not going to make another.”


	Instead of being angry at my allusion, Wingard sagely nodded. “I understand, Mr. Hawk. You’ve been burned once; you don’t want to go through that again. After all, I do have a certain reputation of my own for ruthlessness. But only to those who try to cross me. Play straight with me and I’ll do the same. Do this job to my satisfaction and you can have your old life back.”


	An excitement of hope surged in me. My old life? Hell, yes, I wanted it back! Back to doing what I loved, but more importantly, also clear my name. Gumshoe work is hard and lonely. The hours stink and the people, well, apart from Simone Jones walking in my door, they weren’t in any way what anyone would call beautiful.


	I struggled to keep calm. “What’s the job?”


	Wingard reached inside his shirt pocket and handed me a photo. It was of a tied up and gagged woman. She lay on a plush, Persian rug while men and women stood around her, all of them well-dressed in dark pants and shined shoes or stockings and high heels. The tied up woman’s eyes nearly popped out of her head as she stared right back at the camera. A white cloth gag held in mounds of packing between red lips. Rope wrapped her arms tight behind her, while her legs were drawn up in a hogtie. Her only clothes were two black high heel shoes, one half-slipped off. Soft, long blonde hair covered her tied breasts but still allowed an erect nipple to point out at the camera. A removed, technical part of me noted it was a good rope job, but could have been better. But another part just about kicked me in my already queasy stomach.


	It was Simone Jones.


	Wingard leaned over, his expression intense. “Find my slave, Mr. Hawk.”


	
				
			*

	


	


	We had lunch, a civilized, quiet affair. Wingard said he called me because I wouldn’t judge his lifestyle and that I might still have connections that would aid me in my search. He talked about his slave, how she pleased, and displeased, him to their mutual pleasures.


	“She’s a natural,” he said. “Loves domination, loves the ropes. And sweet. You ever have a slave like that, Mr. Hawk?”


	I thought about the cabin in the woods but decided to shake my head no.


	“If you do, then anything else is second rate. Which reminds me.” He rang a small silver bell and the butler magically appeared. “Donaldson, please ask my wife to join us.”


	I expected a woman about Wingard’s age, but I should have known better. What came out to the garden was a sweet young thing, just like Wingard said. At least she was outwardly. But I knew better.


	It was Simone Jones.


	I almost choked on a piece of sole but at a cold look from Wingard I kept my mouth shut. If his slave was already here then what did he need me for? But Wingard warmly greeted his wife who sat between us. He introduced us and we continued to eat and talk while Simone remained subdued. Yet, I sensed impatience from her. Nothing too obvious, a sigh here, picking at her nails there, eyes that wandered about the garden to relieve a subtle boredom which was more in keeping with the woman who showed up at my office.


	Near the end of the meal Wingard turned to his wife. “Please go to the playroom and prepare yourself, dear.”


	“Yes, sir,” she said, got up and headed inside. She stopped at the arched opening. “How long will you be this time?”


	“Do as I say,” Wingard said with quiet insistence.


	Simone turned away, almost haughtily, and disappeared in the house.


	Wingard leaned over to me. “You like her?”


	I silently nodded.


	“Good. Because she’s yours. For the next three hours. Donaldson will show you to the playroom. It’s well stocked with anything you’ll need.”


	
				
			*

	


	


	Just like when a beautiful woman asks you to kidnap her, when a master gives you his gorgeous slave, you don’t ask questions. I had a lot of them, but kept them to myself for now. Wingard had a reason for handing me his slave, but he would tell me when ready.


	The playroom was off from the main house, through a curved gallery hallway with floor to ceiling pane glass windows that connected to a small cottage. Donaldson escorted me there, opened the door to a darkened room and silently withdrew. The perfect servant, silent and non-judgmental.


	In the middle of the floor, naked and squatting with her legs spread wide was Simone. As I shut the door, she looked up. Shocked registered on her face and she slapped her legs together and covered her breasts. “What are you doing here?” she said in anger.


	I removed my coat and tie, grabbed a riding crop from the wall and slapped it hard down on her thigh. “That is no way to address your master.”


	“My mast…? Just what in hell is – Ow!”


	I brought the crop down on her leg again. Simone scurried away and tried to get up. I grabbed her hair and threw her down on her stomach. My foot planted between her shoulder blades kept her there while the crop turned her perfect ass several shades of pink then bright red.


	“You cocksucker!” she screamed. “Faggot! Just – Ow! Aaaiieehh! Who the fuck do you think – Eeeiii!”


	I twisted her head back and hissed, “Your master gave you to me.”


	“He’s not suppose – I mean, he would never do that!”


	“He did.” I whipped her ass three more times. The red marks started to turn purple.


	“Eeiii! EIII! EEEIIIII!” Her breaths turned to pants. “How… How…?”


	“For how long? That’s not for you to question. You’re a slave. It could be for three hours. Or three days or three years.”


	She spun back up to face me, her fear plain. “He wouldn’t do that!”


	“You want me to give you back? Then don’t disappoint.” I landed the crop across a tit.


	She cried out and curled up in a tight little ball. I backed off and took the time to inventory the equipment in the room. Wingard was right, anything I needed was there, oiled up, supple and shined. I came across a braided, black six foot whip that ended in about a dozen leather blades that would leave especially bright marks when I felt something against the back of my legs.


	“Forgive this slave, master,” she said. She rose up behind me, kissing me as she went. “I’m sorry. It’s just that I expected someone else and…and…I’m sorry.” She wrapped her arms around me in a tight hug. “Please, let me make you happy.”


	She turned me around, gave me a long, deep kiss and unzipped my pants. My cock stuck out and Simone started to slide down to it, her hands softly stroking it and my balls. Her tongue flicked out, just the merest graze across my tip, then she opened her mouth wide, ready to take the plunge.


	I pushed her away and she landed on her bruised ass. She said, “Master?”


	“Not so fast, slave. You just think you can have my cock when you want? You don’t decide, I do!”


	“I’m sorry, master.”


	“You said that before. Too easily perhaps. Next time you say it, you’ll mean it.”


	I grabbed some rope, got her up, and wound it tight all about her. I started with the elbows and this time I made sure they touched, then slipped a wooden dowel in between her arms and back and drew the hands forward on either side of the waist. Another piece connected the wrists and cut deep across her stomach. The last one was a crotch rope that I pulled up tight into her pussy and between the flaming ass cheeks. I tested between her legs and found some wetness there, but not enough so I gave the rope one last tug. She squealed a little but otherwise remained quiet.


	Silence. That what I wanted. Not for itself but to show her that I controlled every part of her, including her mouth. From the wall I selected a head harness, the kind with a large leather plug and wide strap across the front. I shoved the plug past her lips then encased her little head in all the straps and polished buckles. Unlike most head harnesses, this one not only had the wide strap for the mouth, but another encircled the upper head. Add in the others under the chin and back up either side of the nose and over the top of the head and it was one heavy duty piece of equipment. As a bonus, a small D-ring dangled from the chin strap, probably for locking a chain on to lead the slave about or to keep her secured to another ring in a wall. To prevent her from wandering about I did just that then checked the crotch rope again. It still wasn’t wet enough so I decided to push things up a notch.


	“You stand too sloppy,” I said. “We’re fixing that.”


	In the closet I found a pair of shiny, red high heels and slipped them on her feet, then an adjustable steel spreader bar pushed her ankles wide apart. I left plenty of room for her ankles to twist inside the spreader bar’s leather cuffs but she wasn’t about to close her legs.


	“Even with a spreader bar, a good slave can still strut for her master.” I removed the tether chain and cracked the whip. “Do it!”


	She jumped and stared at me in disbelief. I cracked the whip again, this time across her ass, which finally set her in motion. Hesitatingly, with extra wide steps forced on her by the spreader bar, Simone lurched about the room like a robot. She squealed behind the gag and kept her eyes down on her feet, not sure they would land in the right spot. When she got back to me I could tell from her look that she expected praise.


	“I don’t like the way you hold your head. Always down, like you’re ashamed of who you are. Do it again, but this time you’ll have help.”


	I tied two strings around her nipples, then tied the other ends to the chin strap D-ring. The nipples went up, up, until they pointed at the ceiling. She tried to ease off the tension by lowering her chin but I did a quick braid of her hair and tied that off too with a rope down to the dowel in back. The further I pulled the head back the higher the nipples went.


	“EEEIMMM! EERRRGGHH!”


	“Now that’s how a slave should stand for her master,” I said. “Not just in the dungeon, but anywhere. Proud, tall, straight, and open. Now, try that strut again. A smooth flow this time. If not, I’ll be there to remind you.”


	She set off again. At any hesitation I whacked her ass with the riding crop. After one heavy blow she craned her head back, eyes full of fight. I flicked my wrist and the crop landed on an already bright pink and sensitive nipple.


	“Urrggg!”


	“Don’t like it? Too bad, ‘cause we’re just getting started.”


	She started to weep at that, even lay her head against my shoulder. I patted her a few times, then made her continue with the discipline. She eventually got the hang of it and, as a little reward, I took off the spreader bar, but only so long as she kept her feet apart.


	She was more the compliant slave that Wingard boasted of after that, ready and eager to please, taking pleasure in the bondage, accepting corrections from my whip. Even when I strung her up spread-eagled against a wall, gave her twenty of my best lashes and she screamed her head off she didn’t once beg me to stop. I cut her down and she quivered at my feet. Eventually her arms wrapped around my legs and she pulled herself up into a kneeling position.


	“Please, master, please,” she begged with a little whine. “I am so hot. Don’t deny me anymore. I need you. Let me pleasure you. Fuck me. Please, fuck me.”


	This time when she unzipped my pants I didn’t stop her.


	I took her from behind, on her hands and knees, the red marks and deep blue bruises from her punishments rough under my hands. Just before I gave her my cock I checked her pussy and found it almost as wet as at the cabin. That was enough for me and I shoved inside her, all the way up to start. Simone cried out and fell to her elbows, but she didn’t curse or protest. She pushed herself back up and her hips swayed in counterpoint to mine. Not like the frenzied moves at the cabin, but a slow, hot fuck.


	“Oh!” she cried. “Oh, Jesus, where have you been all my life? God, you’re great!”


	The slow, hot fuck started to pick up speed.


	“More. More! Ahhh!”


	I went after her like any guy would, and she responded. But there was something not quite right. In my detached way I started going over everything since she saw me walk through the door.


	“Ohhh! Ohhh! Yes, YES! I want it. I need it! Give it to me. Fuck! Fuck! FUCK MEEEEE!”


	I blasted inside her, but she didn’t just lie there and take it. While I still came she tore herself away and spun around to cover my cock in her mouth. Her eyes closed tight as she drank it all, then squeezed and sucked out even more. Her tongue swirled around me, covered me in our combined juices, then at last drew back. She wrapped her arms around my waist, nestled her head in my crotch.


	“Thank you, thank you,” she said. “Oh, god, I needed that so bad.”


	“Just like that night at the cabin, right?” I said.


	Her arms tensed, just the barest amount. “Yes,” she whispered. “Yes, of course.”
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	I wasn’t about to just let her walk out. Soon, she found herself wrapped in a leather body harness, the crotch strap pulled up so tight that her still engorged pussy lips dangled out either side. I had planted inside her a small, egg shaped vibrator with wires that dangled to a small control box just outside. Simone had learned her lesson well as she silently endured her arms bound snug in the harness, her head thrown back and proud, and her legs well spread on their own. As a parting gift I slapped a capture mask on her. It resembled a head harness, except the lower face was completely covered in supple leather that curved well underneath the chin to prevent all jaw movement. I chained her by the neck to a whipping post and hung the riding crop from the front of the body harness.


	I stroked her brow. “Now, no matter what happens, you keep that stance.”


	Simone held her posture, but already her glazed eyes told me she fast approached subspace. I reached down and flicked on the vibrator to its highest setting. The sound inside her was easy to hear.


	“Aiiieeerrrgghh!”


	Already her shoulders shook, her legs quivered on the brink of orgasm. I pointed a finger at her in warning and left the playroom. In the curving gallery I found Donaldson with some bottled water and an etched glass on a silver tray.


	“Mr. Wingard thought you might be thirsty. Where is Mrs. Wingard?”


	I poured myself a drink. “She’s back there, following my last order.” I told him what it was. “I’ve got about a half hour left with Mr. Wingard’s slave, but I think I’ll go back out to the garden. Would you please make sure the slave follows my last order?”


	“Yes, sir. It would be my pleasure, sir. And if she doesn’t?”


	“Then give her something to really scream about. Don’t worry about Wingard disapproving. I’m sure he’ll understand.”


	A slow smile crept across Donaldson stone face. “Yes, sir. Thank you, sir.”


	A muffled cry and a thump of a body hitting and rolling on the floor issued from the playroom.


	“Sounds like she’s already broken it,” I said.


	Donaldson maintained his dignity, but his step was quick as he approached the playroom.


	I found Wingard in the garden. “So, what do you think of her?” he said.


	“That’s one hell of a slave,” I said.


	“Yes,” he replied.


	“But she’s not a natural.”


	“No, not a natural, but she has great potential.”


	“She’s a twin, of course.”


	“Of course. She looks just like my slave, but it’s not her. My wife was born a natural slave, Mr. Hawk, and although that woman in there looks like her, she is not my slave. I don’t know what happened, but one day I woke up to this stranger.”


	“When did you notice the difference?”


	“Two days ago. After she came back early from our cabin retreat.”


	I took a gulp of water. It wasn’t booze but I pretended it was to calm my nerves. “Maybe your real slave needed a change of scenery and bribed her twin to take her place, temporarily.”


	“Plausible, Mr. Hawk, but no.”


	“You’re sure?”


	Wingard stared at me hard. “I know my slave.”


	I scratched my head, just to give Wingard a good show that I was thinking about his problem. “Well, what about a pre-nup? If she signed one maybe she’s regretting doing it and trying to get some money out of you.”


	Wingard shook his head. “I didn’t want her to, but she insisted. This may sound strange, but I trusted her. Just before she signed I wanted to tear it up, but she threatened to walk out right there, she didn’t want anyone thinking she was a gold-digger. Besides, she has plenty of her own money. She even crossed out the settlement amount I tried to sneak in the contract. ‘Master,’ she said, ‘This is the only time I will disobey.’”


	“Sounds like a special woman. Why don’t you tell the slave in the playroom to bring back your real slave?”


	“Because if my slave really is kidnapped, then whatever value she has to the kidnappers goes out the window when they realize I know I have a fake. And I can’t let them know.”


	“You can’t? Don’t you want her back?”


	“Of course I do! But as yet there’s no ransom note, no phone call demanding money. And I dread when it does come because…”


	Wingard fell into embarrassed silence.


	It hit me and I said, “You can’t pay them.”


	He nodded and looked away. “I am financially…overextended. All of my money is invested, but I usually keep some handy at least. But just before my slave disappeared I committed the last of my reserves on a business venture.”


	“What about your slave’s money? You said she had plenty of her own.”


	“It is held in an ironclad family trust where no one, not me or any of her family, can get at it. Only her. Whoever did this planned well. They know far more about my business than is comfortable and they waited until just the right moment to get me by the balls. But I’m hoping that as long as I play along, that I don’t let them know that I’m aware that they’ve switched my real slave with a fake one, then she’ll be safe. That’s why I called you.”


	Wingard pressed the photo he showed me earlier of his slave into my hand. I could now see the differences between this slave and the one I left in the playroom. Tiny physical variations, but mainly it was the attitude. The one in the photo was a slave. Always was and always would be. No wonder a master of Wingard’s experience could tell so quickly about the other one.


	A scream of passion floated out to the garden.


	“Donaldson must have taken off the gag,” I said.


	“Donaldson is an excellent master,” Wingard said and grimly laughed. “He can rape a slave with the best of them. Almost as good as me.”


	Chapter Three


	Carmen St. John


	I kept my anger from making me speed as I left Wingard’s estate, but the more I tried to control it, the more pissed I got. I had been set up. Someone had sent the fake Simone Jones to get me involved in a real kidnap and now was probably setting me up for a patsy. And what were the odds of Vogel Wingard calling me to find his wife who I had help kidnapped, even unwittingly? Yet another set up? If he didn’t know about my involvement but did find out later, I could kiss any chance at my old life goodbye or possibly any chance of continuing life at all. Wingard said he played straight, but the implication was that if you did not then you should get out of town fast. But even if Wingard found out, he was smart enough to know there were too many coincidences here. Someone was pulling the strings on all of this, and I, probably like him, resented being a puppet.


	All right then, where to start? I suppose I could have gone back to Wingard’s and forced information out of “Simone”, but that would go against Wingard’s request at avoiding a frontal assault and play right into the real kidnapper’s hands. So how did she get my name? None of my old “friends” would have told her, not for any money, given the woman who had cursed me a leper and would do the same to them if they even talked to me. But there was one person, one guy who told them all to go to hell and still kept me on his client roster, even though he knew he wouldn’t ever get another commission on me.


	Danny the Agent wasn’t your typical sleaze. In fact, he was a forthright guy in a profession known for shady characters. His client base was mainly the fetish model and producer crowd, so it was natural that I hook up with him. When he offered a written representation contract I waved it away, telling him unless I found out he screwed me that a handshake was good enough. I think that got him, that someone actually trusted him. Long after I’d been blackballed and had given up hope, he still kept trying to find me jobs. So, I ran over to his office, just off Sunset, strolled past all the beautiful fetish starlets and his protesting secretary and dumped a grand on his desk.


	He wasn’t surprised at my presence and just kept going through various eight by ten glossies. Framed adult magazine covers and website home page printouts of his clients hung on the walls. Danny glanced at me over horn-rimmed glasses and gestured to the money. “What’s this?” he said.


	“Your commission. You’re still my agent, right? Had a job a few days ago. All on the up and up, as far as I knew back then.”


	“Really? You think you’re employable again?”


	“I doubt it. The fact that I’m not was probably why I got hired. They said they got my name from a mutual acquaintance. You wouldn’t know anything about that?”


	Danny shook his head and pocketed the money. “Maybe they heard of you through a friend of a friend?”


	“Couldn’t have been. You’re the only friend I got left. C’mon, Danny, it had to be you. Or someone who came through here and heard you mention my name.”


	“Nope. Sorry. I drop your name every chance I get and all I hear are crickets. What? What is it?”


	I stepped around his desk, my attention fixed on the wall behind him, on the framed cover of a bondage magazine. “Is she one of your clients?”


	Danny twisted around to the cover. “You don’t know Fancy Desire? But then you wouldn’t, she came along after your problems. She was the hottest thing in fetishland, always working, until about three months ago. Then she just called up one day, said thanks for the memories and stopped taking jobs. Typical. The girls get out of the business at the drop of a hat. They get a boyfriend or husband and go domestic. But if they stick at it and are good they can make a bundle, use the money to record an album, open an antique store or whatever. Fancy was no different.”


	“Oh, I’d say she was different,” and I lifted the frame off the wall. From behind a tight ballgag with pleading eyes, wearing only ropes, was Simone Jones.
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	Danny gave me her last known address and roommate’s name, Carmen St. John. Like Fancy Desire, it had to be a model’s professional name if ever I heard one. She was also a client of Danny’s, scheduled today for a shoot, so I hot-footed it to her home, a duplex bungalow jammed into the side of a hill in . Just as I parked, a tiny but curvaceous brunette came out, a gym bag slung over her shoulder. “Carmen St. John?” I called out.


	Her brown doe eyes didn’t have that hard look that so many models get so fast, but when she saw me a cautious attitude took over. She said, “Are you the bodyguard?”


	I nodded. “Call Danny to make sure I am.”


	“Oh, I will.” She whipped out her cell, said hello to Danny and gave my physical description over the phone. She listened for a moment, never took her eyes off me, said thanks and slapped the cover close. “I don’t get why Danny suddenly wants you along on this shoot. The photographer is still new at bondage, but he’s safe.”


	“Call it a public service. He knows you’re living alone now, ever since Fancy left.”


	At my mention of Fancy, Carmen St. John’s eyes blazed. “That’s nice! Does he know where she is, too? Because she still owes me half a month’s rent, along with some jobs she stole.”


	I shook my head. “Now, how can anyone steal a modeling job from you?”


	That caught her by surprise. Instead of cynicism from a stranger, she got a real compliment. Like I said, instead of vinegar, honey.


	“Thanks,” she said. “It’s kind of nice hearing that, once in a while. Everyone says something like that, but they just say it to get something else.”


	“Take it from me, I’m not. And you are. A lot more than Fancy.”


	She smiled at the unforced compliment. Not even Fancy’s name could ruin her mood. But she didn’t forget past hurts. “Her real name is Deandra. You don’t know where she is, do you?”


	“I’m kind of looking for her myself.”


	“When you find her, whip her for me.”
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	We made tracks to the shoot location, a little studio/dungeon set amongst other warehouse and shipping offices in the valley near the Van Nuys airport. When we got there, the photographer wasn’t happy to see me and threatened to ban me from the set. He was a skinny fellow with a pointed nose and eyes that took in everything, that went by the name of Joel Kirby. My presence more than likely made his nervous nature even more so, but Carmen calmed him down. She said my being there was for everyone’s good, that I was really just a gopher because there were so many other models coming and he could use an extra pair of hands anyway, right? I had to hand it to her, she was cool under fire, so cool that Joel Kirby’s ruffled feathers smoothed over and soon we were all inside, standing on a three sided dungeon set with a suspension bar and small cage.


	Carmen dashed off to do her makeup and the other models started to arrive too. I could tell you all their names, but what would it matter? Like Carmen’s, they would all be fake. I didn’t know any of them, which was good because they would have blown the whistle on me or just walked off the set, which would have been the same thing. The youngest appeared college age with blonde, flaxen hair, while another perky one sported short, raven curls. But the last one, a tall gal with chestnut hair gave me a long, suspicious look. I pretended not to notice.


	Four models in all and it was an interrogation scenario. Carmen was the “victim” who ratted out her accomplices, two of the other women who then would get punished by the head lady, the tall one with the chestnut hair, who, would then get hers from the other three who eventually would walk off happily into the sunset. All a little ambitious, if you ask me, especially for a novice photographer with no one else to help him and four puppy hyper models.


	I could hear them in the restroom, all trying to get their hair brushed, lips glossed, costumes on and chatting like they had known each other for years. Carmen took charge, but not in a bossy way. The others acted new at this sort of thing, and a couple even mentioned they weren’t doing today’s shoot solely as TFP (Tied For Pay) but for free shots as they were still getting their portfolios together. They listened to Carmen’s advice about how to relax in the ropes and how best to handle a large gag. Suddenly, I envied women and the ease that they got to know each other, but I also knew through experience just how fast they could turn on you, unlike men who did a slow burn. Like how Joel Kirby kept throwing me dirty looks.


	Still, I understood why he regarded me the way he did. He probably thought I was looking for some cheap thrills of naked women. I tried to convince him otherwise. “Look, you’re in over your head here. You know it, I know it, and soon the models will too. Let me give you a hand with crowd control.”


	Kirby sneered. “Oh, you’d like that, wouldn’t you? Offer a helping hand, only watch out for the other one that wanders. No, thanks. No one touches my models but me.”


	I threw up my hands. “Suit yourself,” I said, grabbed a cup of coffee and leaned against the wall to watch the fur fly.


	It sure didn’t take long. The models came bouncing out, for the most part ready and eager, due mainly to a little pep talk from Carmen. If they had fun with the shoot, it would be reflected in the photos, things would go easier and faster, they all would enjoy themselves and get paid to boot. What could be better?


	For one thing, a photographer who knew what he was doing. Kirby didn’t compliment the girls on how hot they looked, which you always want to do with models. I told each of them quietly that they looked great and got varying degrees of gratitude from Carmen and the flaxen-haired girl, to a nodding acceptance from the other two. That kept things cool for a while, but from the get go Kirby had trouble tying Carmen and took too long. It was a sloppy job and by the time he got behind the camera, the models looked bored. Except for Carmen. The expression of fear on her was wonderful and she almost got the others into the fantasy, but the momentum was lost. Kirby tried some fancy angles but the other three models just weren’t into it. He attempted his version of positive reinforcement (“Oh, c’mon, you can do better than that! Snarl at her!”). It was nothing short of disaster.


	After an hour Kirby called a break. At least he was smart enough to do that. He stalked off, ready to tear his hair out. Carmen was much the same. She virtually shrugged out of her ropes. She stood alone, in a shiny white bra and panties, and told the others it was all right, that things would get better, but she was frustrated too and on the edge of tears.


	I handed her a coffee. “You care about your modeling career, don’t you?”


	She dabbed at moist eyes and nodded. “I like getting tied up. I did it for fun back home in . Then when I found out I was too short to be a runway model, I discovered I could get paid for what I like to do.”


	“Allowing your lovers to tie you up, sounds like you’re a basically trusting person.”


	“I guess I am,” she said. “It sometimes gets me into trouble.” Carmen gave a little laugh, nice and pleasant. I liked it. She gestured at the mess of the set, the limp ropes, the empty leather cuffs. “Like now. It’s just bondage, I know, but that doesn’t mean I don’t care how I look when I do it.”


	I could see the photos on the web site now, the terrible composition, the loose ropes and overall an attitude of “Who cares?” from the other models. But it wasn’t the girls’ fault. For the most part, they wanted to do a good job. Like Carmen, they cared about how they looked because good photos would lead to more work. I could sense their frustration, even if a couple of them hid it better than Carmen. It was mainly Kirby’s fault how things got messed up, but it was the models that got the blame. Unfair, I know, but that’s the way it went. A good shoot always started at the top, and that meant the person running it.


	When I tied up women the thing that set me apart from other riggers was, like Carmen, I cared about what I did, how it reflected on me. And I think Kirby, who now sat hunched over with his head in his hands, cared too, even if he didn’t know how to fix it.


	But I did. And it would have to start with the models. Again, it wasn’t fair, but time was limited in order for things to straighten out, and they would have to take the brunt of the correction.


	“What you mentioned before,” I said to Carmen. “About you being a basically trusting person. Would that extend to handsome and mysterious almost strangers?”


	She snapped her head up at me. For a moment the guardedness returned, but then a twinkle came to her eye. She said, “It might.”
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	Carmen had worked with the Kirby before, so when she privately told him she trusted me and that he should too by just following my lead to salvage the shoot, he agreed. But not without a warning to me. “You do anything wrong and—”


	“Yeah, yeah. I’ll never tie in this town again. Look, just concentrate on keeping that digital shutterbug going. You can always bust in and stop what I’m doing whenever you want. But before you do, let me show you the right way to tie a woman.”


	Kirby told the three other models we were shooting out of sequence and to strip to their waists. We tied them each to a metal chair and Carmen to a pole. At a nod from me Kirby slipped behind the camera. It started to flash and whir, then I strode onto the set.


	“Hey!” the long legged, chestnut-haired beauty said. She rattled her metal chair. “Hey, what’s going on here?”


	“That’s none of your business,” I said.


	“The hell it’s not!” Carmen yelled. She strained against the ropes that I had wrapped around her. “You back off right now or we call this whole thing off!”


	“No one’s calling off anything,” I said, low and menacing. I slipped a leather hood over my face and grabbed Carmen by the throat. “Especially you.”


	Carmen tried to shout, but my grip on her air passage prevented that. Her mouth noiselessly moved, but her eyes communicated plenty of fear. I shoved a penis gag in her mouth. The wide black panel covered the lower half of her small face and I buckled it off around the back of the pole to keep her head up. Another strap about the forehead prevented her from twisting it side to side so the only thing that moved were her bugged-out eyes.


	Dressed still in her bra and panties, Carmen tried to resist when I locked her ankles in an adjustable spreader bar. One leg gave me a roundhouse kick from the side and it landed near my kidney, but I kept on amid shouts of encouragement to her from the other models. At last I got her ankles secured and tied the middle part of the bar to the bottom part of the pole, then extended the bar width to three feet. For Carmen, given her short height, that was a lot. Already her thighs showed the strain.


	I grabbed a good-sized tit and let it dangle outside the bra cup. My fingers twisted the nipple and she cried out behind the gag. “Let’s just see now what you’re really made of,” I said. “Is it all just an act, or are you a real slave?”


	I picked up a cat o’nine tails from the equipment table and twisted the blades tight in one hand. They smacked across the exposed tit.


	“Aaaiiirrrnnn!” Carmen tried to turn her head away, but the head strap prevented that. Her breathing picked up.


	“What about this one?” I said, and brought out the other tit. The cat lashed across it.


	“Eeeiiinnn!”


	I went at both in a modified figure eight of speedy, alternating hits. Up, down, up, down, left, right, left right leftright quickerfasterharder!


	Her tits bounced under the cat. Little, nasty strips of red from each blade burned her soft, supple mounds. Carmen screamed behind the gag with each hit but she couldn’t tear her eyes away from what happened. They tracked the cat on its arc overhead, down across her sensitive nipples then back up again. She knew she shouldn’t have looked, but she couldn’t help herself. At last I broke off and Carmen stared down at her tits. Welts rose before her.


	“Uhhhh! Uhh! Uhh! Uhh!” she moaned.


	A couple of the metal chairs scraped against the concrete floor. The youngest model remained rooted in place, her gaze frozen on Carmen, but the other two tried to get away by hopping in their chairs. The chestnut haired beauty led the way and was already halfway to the door. I dragged them back and wound several pieces of rope to tie the chair legs together, side by side by side. They weren’t going anywhere now.


	I turned back to Carmen, cat in hand, but now it whipped her legs, her inner thighs. It’s blades spread across the pale, tender flesh and soon red welts rose on them too, a criss cross of burning hot punishment that Carmen couldn’t do anything to stop. A stain spread on her panties.


	I snuck a look back at the others. Raven Dark Curls and Flaxen Haired looked suitably terrorized but Chestnut remained stoic. She was the key. I needed to get to her.


	I cut Carmen down and she landed on spread knees, head bowed forward; her hair covered her face. I tore off her soaked panties, wrenched her head back and held them up for her to see.


	“Congratulations, I guess you are a slave,” I said.


	Carmen tore away from me and averted her head.


	“What about you?” I said to Flaxen. “You think you have what it takes?”


	“Don’t answer him!” shouted Chestnut.


	In a flash I stuffed the panties in Chestnut’s mouth. A tightly wrapped cloth gag kept them in place.


	I coiled a long whip in my hands.


	“Think you’re all pretty smart, don’t you?” I said. “Just stand around, have photos taken and collect your money at the end of the day.” I shouted, “Just show up and waste our time?!”


	I cracked the whip. In the close confines of the studio it sounded like a car backfire. Chestnut grimaced and kept some composure, but the two other models screamed.


	I marched right over to Flaxen at the far end and leaned down right in front of her. “You’re here to work, baby. And if you don’t do it on your own, I’m here to make you.”


	She clenched her jaw shut, defiant, but her lower lip quivered.


	I moved over to the Raven Curls. She had large and, I was sure, very sensitive nipples. I could do a lot with those. She had a bit of hardness about her, but it was all an outer shell. Just one little tap at the right time and all that pent up submission would flow out. But her thick, knitted eyebrows dared me to make her do anything, even when she tried to turn away.


	“Uh-uh,” I said, and used the whip handle to bring her back around to look at me. “It’s inside, a part of you. You just can’t turn it off and on. Not like Fancy Desire.”


	I don’t know why I said the last part. Maybe it was instinct because my hunt for Simone had led me here and Fancy Desire was my only lead. Sometimes with detective work you throw out a name and, depending on how people react, you might get somewhere. Like now.


	Chestnut gave a start. I pulled down her gag and the wet cloth ringed her neck, but I also kept the panties handy. “You don’t know Fancy!” she croaked.


	“And you do?” I said. “You’re not even in her league.”


	“That bitch! She gave me a number for a modeling job and it turned out to be a hell hole for an escort service.”


	“Where? Where!” I grabbed her hair and made her look at me.


	“Fuck you!”


	She knew things that I needed to find out. But how? I jammed the panties back in her mouth and drew the cloth back around her, tighter than before. I had stumbled on a new lead and if Flaxen or Raven haired had the info I wanted, I’d get it easily enough, they were nothing but putty now. But Chestnut was another matter. Like I figured before, she was the key, only instead of just getting her in the mood for a bondage shoot, the stakes had suddenly gone higher.


	I dragged Carmen out from a corner. I needed to think, but I couldn’t just stop my domination of the ladies cold. Without realizing it I draped Carmen over my knees, her sweet ass all pink. I spanked her. Then again and again. When her tied hands sought to cover her cheeks I just pulled them up between her shoulder blades and let loose with a full-on barrage. She squealed with each spank and her warm pussy juices from her still open legs stained my lap. The models stared, fascinated. They were seeing it now, real domination, and they couldn’t tear their eyes away. Not even Chestnut. They were models, sure, and that didn’t mean they were really into this, but once in a while you came across one who was, like Carmen…or one who tried to hide it. That was Chestnut. The look she gave as I spanked Carmen gave her away. It wasn’t much, just a quick opening into her deepest fears and desires, but it was enough for me. And I knew how to drop the bomb on her.


	Suddenly, Carmen shook under me. Crap, she was coming! I hadn’t even touched her pussy and now she rocked under my hand. I kept on spanking her, harder than before and she responded, almost bucking off my lap. She screamed into the gag and I quickly took it off and she let loose with a series of ear-splitting cries. At last they subsided to a couple of tired croaks and I gently slid her off my lap to lie at my feet.


	I still had to play it right. If I were too eager, Chestnut would clam up on me again. I lifted Carmen up to a standing position and held her flushed face in my hands. “Are you ready to work?”


	“Yes, sir,” she breathed.


	I sat her down in my chair then strode over to Flaxen. I crossed my arms. “You ready?”


	She blushed and looked away.


	I stood over Raven. I didn’t even have to ask her. “Yes, sir,” she whispered.


	Chestnut’s turn. She wouldn’t look at me. I needed to be careful. Just needed to tip her in the right direction. I knelt down in front of her.


	“You know who I am?” I said.


	She shook her head.


	“Yes, you do.” I took off my hood. “Take a good look, honey.”


	I placed my fingers under her chin and made her look at me. I removed the gag, leaned in and whispered my name.


	That spark of almost identification of me from when she arrived for the shoot now flamed into all out recognition. And with it a fear of a secret lust, a hidden desire for submission, real submission, that given my rep I could easily make real for her, turned her face bright red. Her breath grew short. “Oh, my god. It is you!”


	She told me everything.


	Chapter Four


	Deandra Van Acker


	The shoot went on a little longer after that. The three girls were let loose from the chairs and Kirby directed them into dom mode for the photos he had tried to get earlier. When it was done Kirby fairly bounced out from behind the camera, happy at the images he had captured, but then his face clouded over. I pulled him aside and asked what was wrong.


	“Everything looks great,” he said, “it’s just…”


	“What?”


	“The three girls who top Carmen, they seem more afraid than confident and dominant. It doesn’t go with the storyline.”


	“Then change it,” I said. “Put the photos I’m in after the girls topping Carmen. It’ll look like they’re anxious about something, like they know the master is on the way and if they don’t get Carmen, the slave, ready for him, or to confess or whatever, then the master won’t be pleased. He’s not, of course, and they’ll have to pay for it, which naturally leads you into the series of photos with the hooded master.”


	Kirby thought for a moment. “Yes. Yes, that would work. I’ll have to get some transition shots, but yeah…”


	“Then get moving! Your models are on the clock.”


	Kirby worked fast. A couple of quick set ups and the interrogation scenario was resumed. Carmen’s attitude and acting ability was never a problem, but with me in the wings still scowling the others didn’t need to act. They put forth that right quality of trepidation, even if their worried eyes wandered off camera a couple of times. After a dozen or so shots Kirby called a wrap. The models hastily signed release forms, stuffed cash into their purses or coats and dashed back to the dressing room.


	Kirby shyly thanked me and asked me to sign a release form too. I scribbled an illegible, false name and when he mentioned money I told him to forget it, just as long as he only used the photos of me in the leather hood. In the end, he was a decent fellow and didn’t need any connection to an outcast like me to mess up his work. I glimpsed a couple of images on a hooked up monitor and found Carmen was right about Kirby, he knew his photography. He caught just the right edge of shadowy lighting to go with sinister bondage.


	I slipped out to the alley to plan my next move. When Chestnut spilled her guts, I learned that Deandra, aka Wingard’s fake slave Simone aka Fancy Desire had a connection to a certain “place” called Mistress Irena’s Realm, a B&D parlor I knew of, even if I had never set foot there. I had never met Irena either, we knew each other only by reputation. Back when things were good and I was a hot property, Irena knew I was trustworthy as I didn’t take liberties with female clients. Smelling a buck or two to be made, she phoned me up and offered use of her facilities, but for a hefty percentage. I figured what sense did that make? Especially when I had clients practically knocking down my door? But then I thought, what the hell? Her place might do sometimes for a little atmosphere. So I decided to work “on call”. But nothing ever came of it. The thing was women don’t usually walk alone into places like that and, if one does, she most likely wouldn’t wait around while Irena tried to get in touch with me. Then came my fall from grace and the chances of my getting any work from Irena disappeared. Ah, well, nothing ventured, nothing gained. But now I had to get in there. It was my only lead to the real Simone.


	Thinking about how well it was going to work out that I had never set foot in Irena’s Realm and that she’d never seen my face before, I got into my SUV only to find that the door wouldn’t shut. That was because a small but determined hand had a hold of it.


	“Just where do you think you’re going?” demanded Carmen.


	“Job’s over,” I said. “You did great, but it’s finished.”


	“And you’re my ride!” she said.


	“Call a cab.”


	“In L.A? You’ve got to be kidding.” She slammed my door, ran around the front of the SUV and climbed in the other side. “I’m always starving after a shoot. Drive.”


	What was I going to do? Kick her out in the middle of a deserted street with night coming on? The other models’ cars were driving off and Kirby was right behind them. Crap. Saddled with a bondage diva and a hungry one at that, I drove.
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	I found an outdoor burger stand on Sepulveda and Carmen got the biggest, nastiest grease burger I had ever seen.


	“I’m going to pay for this with a double workout tomorrow,” she said, “but it’s worth it. Hmmmm.” She bit off a huge chunk and tried to masticate it down her thin throat. She offered me some of her equally unappealing slop fries but I waved her off.


	“You’ve got a pretty good style,” she said in between sips of brown fizz. “You ever do rigging before?”


	“A few times.”


	“Really? How come no one’s heard of you?”


	“Long, sad story.”


	Carmen nodded, listening with half an ear, but I could tell some wheels were spinning in that active head of hers. She swallowed down another bite, wiped her mouth with a thin paper napkin and conspiratorially leaned in to me.


	“Look, I’m starting up my own website. I’m going to start calling my own shots. Hire my own models, photographer.” She paused. “And rigger.”


	I grabbed a fry. “Not interested.”


	She stared at me, stunned. As if a man into bondage, like I obviously was, could ever pass up a chance to tie up a woman. She recovered her wits. Like I said, she was cool under fire. “I’ll give you five percent.”


	I just munched on another fry.


	“How about seven? All right, ten!”


	“It’s not the money.”


	She scratched her head. “Well, then what is it? Look, when you had me across your knees I so grooved on that, it made my job so much easier. And I wasn’t faking it when I came.”


	“Yeah, I know.”


	That caught her up short. “You did? Look, forget about that. We make a good team! With our combined talents, do you know how many hits we’ll get on the website? Put up a preview image here and there and our only problem will be how to handle the traffic.”


	I liked Carmen. I liked her a lot. She was smart, with a wide independent streak and willpower to succeed. She was going to do well. But not with me.


	“I have a job to do,” I said. “Spending all my time in a studio isn’t going to get it done. I’ve been hired to find someone.”


	Carmen nodded. “Fancy…I mean, Deandra, right? What’s so special about her?”


	“Nothing, really. But it’s who she can lead me to.”


	Carmen went quiet. She nibbled on a few more fries while cars rolled by. Wheels turning, wheels turning.


	“So, what’s happens next? We heading over to Mistress Irena’s?”


	“We?” I said.


	“Yes, ‘we’. I just did a shoot with about the best dom and rigger I’ve ever met. I know he can help me make a lot of money, even if he doesn’t want any himself, and I’m not about to let him get away. Besides, I want to find Deandra too. So, partner, what’s next?”


	“All right,” I said. “I’ll show you.”


	Carmen didn’t like it when she realized that I was taking her home. She also hated when I dragged her kicking and screaming across her front porch and tossed her down on her bed. To my delight I found she didn’t lie when she said she really was into bondage as I found some rope in a nightstand. I tied her up so she couldn’t race back out to my SUV, but not so tight that she couldn’t eventually get loose.


	“You fuckin’ asshole!” she shouted and flopped around on the bed.


	I grabbed her by the hair. “I don’t need amateurs getting in the way. And I like you too much to be your rigger.”


	“Like me too much? Just what the fuck does that mean?”


	“Just ask around about me. You’ll hear plenty.” I flipped her over, spanked her ass three times and wagged a finger twice. “Stay away.”


	I stuffed three panties in her small mouth and tied a rope around her head. Couldn’t let the neighbors hear her shouting for help until I left, although she still made plenty of noise. So much so I heard muffled curses even after shutting the front door.
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	It had been a long day. I wanted to get to Irena’s as soon as possible, but also needed to be in top form if I entered an unknown, possibly hostile, situation. For that I needed rest, so I went back to my little studio apartment in and crashed until well past sunrise. Irena encouraged appointments and when I called I was all set to disguise my voice, but changed my mind as that might be too obvious a red flag. Irena answered herself, still with the same, vague eastern European accent I remembered from our one and only conversation years ago. I’m sure there wasn’t any way she would recognize mine. I didn’t have any outstanding accent and besides, how many people did she talk to on the phone everyday anyway? She asked my preferences, dom or sub, told me they were all booked until nine that night, and said not to be late or someone else would get my slot. I hung up and realized things must have changed in the bondage parlor trade, at least for Irena. Even though making an appointment was best, in most places you could do a walk in and still see a woman, but not with Irena. Business must have been good. Very good. Did it have anything to do with famous bondage model Fancy Desire working there at one time?


	Maybe. But I wouldn’t know until tonight, so I needed to kill some time. I decided to check on my messages for any new clients but before I could my cell phone rang. Suddenly my leisurely like day changed when Wingard himself said in no uncertain terms to get over to his place, pronto.


	I beat a hasty path out my door and sped across town. Just as I slowed down in front of Wingard’s estate, a black sedan I was familiar with tore out of the already open gate. I ducked down in my seat but still caught a good look at a recognizable male face; a lawyer who I knew had only one client, the one that screwed me over. In a flash it all came back to me; how I had fallen into this rigger career some years back.


	I wanted to go after him, but when Wingard calls people jump, and I was no different. Donaldson brought me to the playroom where Wingard sat calmly in a well-stuffed chair near the door. On the other side of the room Deandra hung by bound ankles, wrists tied to her waist. A light blue summer dress fell halfway down, stopped at her waist by ropes, to reveal white brief panties, garter belt and thigh high stockings. A wide blindfold wrapped her head while her long hair came no where near touching the floor.


	“She knows,” Wingard said. “Knows that I know she’s a fake. Did you tell her?” He swung his steely gaze on me.


	“I would never break a trust,” I said. “But you already know that.”


	He caught on to my slight accusatory tone. Wingard looked surprised, probably because someone actually stood up to him, if even in something as trivial as that.


	“How did the charade end?” I asked.


	“Someone called her and then she suddenly started cussing like a sailor. My slave would never do that. She tried to leave, but Donaldson blocked her way and she yelled ‘I’m not sticking around with no fucking pre-nup! That wasn’t the deal.’ She tried to push past Donaldson but he didn’t budge. We dragged her in here.”


	At a closer look at the inverted Deandra, I found her ears contained plugs. “So that we may talk freely,” Wingard explained. Deandra’s head swung this way and that, as she tried vainly to keep track of what went on around her.


	“So that’s how they lured her into all this,” I said. “Act like your wife, probably cause domestic trouble, make you divorce her, then take you for all they could get. Quite an elaborate plan; one that requires a lot of patience in its set up and execution.”


	And who would have that kind patience, those kind of resources? I knew. I had just seen her lackey as he drove away, but I kept quiet about it since Wingard hadn’t mentioned him to me and obviously had something to hide. Best to let him think he had succeeded because, although Wingard was my client, he sure wasn’t giving me the whole story with Simone and Deandra. But at least now I didn’t have to hold back.


	“Leave me alone with her,” I said, gesturing to Deandra.


	Wingard shrugged. “Why not? The cat’s out of the bag anyway.”


	“Which means your wife is in even more danger now. I need to confirm a lead and only she can do it. The less that you know of what goes on in here in the next couple of hours, the better for you. But when I leave keep her in here, away from the phones. Don’t let her see anybody. Not even Donaldson. You bring her food, you give her a pot to piss in. As long as she stays here, maybe they’ll think you’re still playing the dupe and leave your wife unharmed.”


	Wingard nodded and got up to leave. He stopped at the door. “What are you going to do?”


	I gave him a grim smile. “Live up to my reputation.”
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	I lowered Deandra until she sprawled out on the floor, then took away the earplugs and blindfold. I stated, “You know who I am.”


	“Yeah, I know about you,” she sneered. The ice cold bitch who hired me was back in full force. “What the fuck you going to do? Rape me? Big fucking deal! A little pushing and shoving, a little squirt and then you’re done. Let’s get it over with.” She shoved her hips up at me. “C’mon, make me hurt.”


	I grabbed her jaw. “Is that what you want? Is that the only way you know you’re alive? Well, I am going to hurt you. And you will feel. Just like your twin sister.”


	She gasped at my mention of Simone. “How did you know?” she asked, but I ignored her. I got her up, forced her arms into a strappado position and connected them to the suspension bar. Click, click, click, clickclickclickclick, I cranked the handle and pulled those arms up, up, until they were well above her bowed head and she strained on her toes. Her fingers worked uselessly at empty air, but her jaw set in determination. She wasn’t going to give me an inch.


	I spun her around and pulled down her panties. Already wet, they scrunched up around her knees to catch even more drips from above. I grabbed a leather paddle from the wall.


	Whack! Whack! Right on the pussy.


	“Owwwhhh! Owwwww! Oh, god! Nooooo!”


	Whack! Whack! Whack! Harder.


	“Shiiiiit! Fuckfuckfuck! Stop! Stooooop!”


	I tore off her panties then spread her legs and tied them by stretched out ropes to opposite ends of the wooden suspension frame. Her red pussy leaked all over the carpet.


	My hand in her hair pulled up her head. Face flushed, her eyes followed the paddle as I twirled it around. Her jaw wasn’t stubbornly set anymore, but she shook off my hand. “Fuck you!”


	From the wall I selected a couple of alligator pussy clips. On went the first. Snap, snap.


	“Aiiieehhh!”


	Then the second.


	“EEEEEIIIIIHHH!!! AAAIIIEEEEHHH!”


	I then crossed a line in my personal domination style. I had to in order to control the situation and live up to my “rep”. I slapped her into silence.


	Deandra appeared dazed and remained that way as I tore away her dress and bra. Her tits swung free and I pinched her nipples, drew them out to sharp points, then fed those to a couple more alligator clips. She took those well enough although some whimpers floated out. But when I approached with more clips on leaden weights she panicked.


	“No. Don’t do that. Don’t do that! I can’t…caaann’t! No, nononono…Aiiiieeehhhh!”


	I attached them to her slick pussy lips. Two small weights on each engorged lip that stretched them down, down, down. After she stopped I added two more, then came at her with several bigger ones for her tits.


	She took those in grim silence, but her lips quivered, her eyes squeezed shut.


	“You ever have a modeling assignment like this, Deandra? Or should I say Fancy?” I said.


	At that her eyes snapped open, round and big.


	I untied one leg, brought it up behind her like a horse’s hoof and whacked on the sole with a thin bamboo cane. When it was striped enough I picked up the other and did the same.


	“What man wouldn’t want to trade places with me now, right? A chance to live out a fantasy with Fancy Desire? Only I know just what kind of conniving bitch you are.”


	“No! No, that’s not true! I’m not!” she gasped. “My name is Deandra. Deandra Van Acker!”


	“Really? So when you hired me, that little performance you put on at my office, that was all fake?”


	“Yes! Yes!”


	“Liar!”


	The paddle whacked her again on the pussy.


	“AAIIEEEHH!”


	I took off the pussy clips, let them drop to the floor, but I left the weights on her tits. I jiggled them, twirled them around in little circles. Deandra tried to pull back from me, but she was still in the strappado and couldn’t go far. Her movement only made the weight swinging worse.


	“Who put you up to this, Deandra? C’mon, you can tell me.”


	She shook her head and weakly said, “No. No.”


	I could have coaxed it out of her, but that would have taken at least another hour, and there wasn’t any time. Already whoever had Simone was probably making plans to get rid of her. Permanently.


	I took off the nipple clamps and threw them and the weights against the wall. I cut the rope that held up Deandra. With a cry she fell on her face. My shoe kicked her over and a whip laced her tits and stomach.


	“No! Stop! Aiehh! Aiiieehh! I can’t! I can’t!”


	She tried to roll away but I kept after her. The whip scored her no matter what pathetic position in which she sought protection. The leather blades whistled down across her bound arms, her back, thighs, and tits again to terminate in loud smacks on her flesh and high pitched screams from her throat. Tears streamed from her eyes.


	“Is this what you want?” I shouted. “Am I giving you what you want?”


	“Yes, yes!” she cried. “Oh, god, I can’t help it! Use the whip! USE THE WHIP!”


	And I did. The whip tore her stockings to shreds. Welts covered just about every part of her legs, back and a good portion of her tits and stomach. She took it all until she was an exhausted, crying mass at my feet and I simply couldn’t go on anymore.


	My chest heaved. “Is this what makes you so hateful of your sister?” I said. “Like what you did to her in the forest? That she can submit so easily, but you can’t?”


	She whined, “Yes. Yes.”


	I took off my clothes and plunged my hardened cock into her ripe pussy. Deandra gasped but she didn’t try to fight me off. I rammed into her, each thrust punctuated with her growls.


	“Tell me who set this up?” I said. “Who did this?”


	“I can’t! I can’t!”


	“Yes! Tell me and I promise the sweet agony will never end.”


	“No! Nooooo! She’ll know. She’ll know!”


	“Who? Who!!!” I shoved into her three times. “Was it Mistress Irena? Was it her?”


	Deandra sobbed and shook her head.


	“Then who? Who! Was it…” I couldn’t speak her name; the one who blackballed me. Instead I said, “Was it Wingard?”


	“No!”


	“Then tell me. Tell me!” I rammed her again and my cum shot inside, a hard, hot liquid extension of my cock. She cried out an unintelligible name and her cries went on and on until, as my juices trickled out, Deandra at last returned to coherence.


	“It was her! She did it! She planned it all! It was Simone!”


	Chapter Five


	Talbert Rollins


	Without a word to Wingard, I exited his domain in as calm a manner as possible, past a mute but astonished Donaldson and burned rubber from the driveway well into the street. My sweaty hands gripped the wheel while my brain sought to comprehend what I had just discovered.


	Simone Jones set up this whole thing? It was her who sent Deandra to hire me for the kidnap? But why? Did she have a fantasy that Wingard wouldn’t fulfill? The equipment he kept in the playroom said otherwise, there probably wasn’t any scenario he wouldn’t try. Or Simone, for all her supposed fulfillment as a slave under Wingard’s stern hand, needed an edge of strangers in her play, and she couldn’t get too close to the planning of it because then if she knew who was involved, then it would all be ruined? That seemed the best explanation, but the “kidnap” had gotten way out of hand and turned real.


	Deandra told me as much while I got dressed. It was her who directed Simone’s rape, hiring some eager stud off the street to do it. Her anger toward her twin, the perfect slave, was enormous, but it wasn’t her hoping to prolong Simone’s suffering that she refused to identify any of the accomplices, especially the ones in the woods that night. Deandra was far more terrified of them, and of one in particular, than whatever I might do to her.


	Who inspired such blatant fear? I suspected whom as I drove to Mistress Irena’s Realm. Old, bittersweet memories filled me, of a fateful night when my life changed forever.
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	I had just made port in San Pedro some years back. A few guys and I hit the bars and wound up in that part of town. Where the ladies are always willing for a price. After three months at sea, I was more than willing to pay. But a funny thing happened. After my mates went off with their new temporary girlfriends I was left alone at the bar, waiting for the next lady of the evening to come strolling in and invite me to a private party. Instead, a little guy with wire-rimmed glasses waddled over from a dark corner and sat next to me.


	“Sorry, bud,” I said. “I’m strictly for the ladies.”


	“That’s good,” he replied, with a deeper voice than I would have given him credit for. “Because I have a lady who has certain needs.”


	I frowned. “ ‘Certain needs’? What is this?”


	“Just an honest business proposal. I take it from your dress that you’re a sailor?”


	I glanced down at my blue pea coat. “What gave you the first clue?”


	He didn’t answer my question. “I also assume you know a thing or two about tying knots?”


	“Yeah, a thing or two. Look, this has been real interesting, but the night is getting old, and I think I just spotted my date.” A platinum blonde had just walked in and gave me the eye.


	The little man spoke fast. “I’ll pay you five-hundred dollars. Just come outside, get in my car, listen to what I have to say and you’ll get paid. If you don’t accept, then no hard feelings.”


	I thought it over for a moment. The blonde sure looked willing, but instead of spending all my back pay in one night, I decided to play it smart for once. Why not add to my wallet, instead of emptying it? “All right,” I said. “Only you pay now.”


	“Fair enough.” The little man extracted a small envelope from inside his coat and discretely passed it to me under the bar’s overhang. I glimpsed inside and sure enough, five Ben Franklins were there. I nodded and followed him out, past the disappointed blonde.


	We got in the car, a sleek black sedan, and no sooner than I got the door shut the little man hit the gas like we were at the races.


	“My name is Rollins,” he said. “Talbert Rollins. I’m an attorney. And you are?”


	I debated as to whether I should give my right name or just punch the guy out right then. He never said anything about driving anywhere, much less like some fugitive. He seemed sincere enough in the bar but then it all could have been a load of shit. With all the low-lifes doing anything to separate you from your hard-earned money when you hit port, once in a while you hope that not everyone was out to hustle you. But then, I was always a sucker for a genuine friend, whether I had known him twenty years or just met as we careened through the streets. So, instead of fighting him for control of the car, which would probably kill us both, I just hung on and gave him the name I had signed on under aboard the ship. “I’m Garrett Hawk.” Then as matter-of-factly as I could while we skidded through a hairpin turn and zoomed onto the freeway I added, “So, you’re an attorney?” I glanced around at the car’s luxurious interior. “You must have a lot of clients.”


	Rollins smiled. “Just one, Mr. Hawk. And she is more than enough for any one man. In fact, she is the sole reason why I’ve come all the way from Holmby Hills to find you tonight.”


	Holmby Hills? I stared at Rollins, not sure if I heard him right. There was Hollywood, with all its night life and posh clubs, Beverly Hills, where all the dream merchants lived, then just west of that was a little part of town called Holmby Hills, where dwelt those who owned the merchants. A part of only for the ultra rich and their attendant courtiers, or courtesans, as the case may be. I wondered if I would find myself in the latter category.


	The answer came when Rollins reached into his coat pocket and withdrew another tightly wrapped wad of cash. “There you are, Mr. Hawk, a bonus just for listening. Most people think of attorneys as slimy eels. Even if we part ways tonight, I hope you’ll know we aren’t all like that. I always keep my word.”


	“I can see that,” I said, turning the wad over in my hands. “So, what’s this proposition?”


	Rollins didn’t answer. At least not right away. He drove the car onto a cloverleaf and we sped north for the distant Hollywood Hills. There wasn’t any smog that night and the lights on this side of the looked like twinkling stars. As Rollins skillfully wove the car in and out of all the slower traffic I got ready to tell him to start acting like an honest attorney or let me off right there on the freeway. But he beat me to the punch.


	“As I said, I have one client. In some ways quite demanding, in others quite…demanding. When she wants something, she wants it. And nothing gets in the way. She’s also something of a public figure, and so this situation requires the utmost discretion. Are you a discrete man, Mr. Hawk?”


	I raised an eyebrow. “Let me put it this way, no one’s ever got mad at me for telling their secrets.”


	From Rollins’ expression he was weighing whether I was bullshitting him. Then he slowly nodded. “Very well, I believe you. After all, you got in the car when I could just as easily have been a mugger or something.”


	“Or something,” I said.


	Rollins ignored my comeback. “From time to time my client has desires. She could bed just about any handsome movie star or powerful executive. And she has. But, once in while, she wants something more…raw. If you get what I mean.”


	“I think I do. And I’ll tell you right now, I ain’t no fuck machine.”


	“No? And just what were you going to do before I came along?” I started to reply but Rollins gunned the car to over ninety and forcefully cut me off. “But that is not the reason I sought you out! It might come to that, but that is entirely your decision. My client wants you for other reasons.”


	“Other reasons?”


	“Don’t act stupid, Mr. Hawk. I asked you about your ability with ropes. My client wants you to tie her up. She wants a man, you, to dominate her.”


	Several more miles flashed by in silence.


	“I must be dreaming,” I said.


	“Oh, no, you’re not,” Rollins replied.


	“Look, there must be others more…professional…at this sort of thing. And a lot closer to Holmby Hills.”


	“There are, but you’re not part of…that crowd. You won’t go talking about it with anyone else, if you know what I mean.”


	“So, you just cruised the bars in San Pedro, looking for any knot-tying sailor—”


	“Not just anyone, Mr. Hawk. You. From almost the moment you got off the boat I’ve tailed you, and based on how your friends act toward you, I’m sure I’ve got you pegged pretty good. You’re what’s known as a gamma male these days; you can take charge, but only when the situation demands it. You don’t put yourself forward unless no one else will. Like with your friends tonight. There must have been something in your past that makes them give you respect.”


	I thought about that for a moment. Some weeks back, I took over the ship during a storm because the captain and first mate wound up unconscious after an accident on-deck. Later, the captain said if it weren’t for me the ship would have gone down. I didn’t want the job, but no one else did either, they were too afraid to take over, so I just started barking orders. There had been other times that such a thing had happened to me. I had to hand it to Rollins; for having just met me, his guesses hit pretty close to the mark.


	“You think I’m what this lady wants?” I said.


	“The raw material is there.”


	We got off the freeway at Sunset, wound through twisting streets at only a slightly slower speed until we stopped at a pair of solid wood gates bound in iron. They silently swung open and Rollins gave the car a little gas as we climbed up a long, steep driveway that curved to the left, then flattened out. On my right rose a stately two story home and we stopped in front of a pair of high, carved doors with a bright morningstar lamp that hung from a wide, overhead dormer.


	Rollins shut off the engine, but he didn’t get out.


	“What happens now?” I said.


	“Inside, Mr. Hawk.” Then he added with a bit of an edge, “Do what comes naturally.”


	To say I felt a little out of place was an understatement. Just an hour ago, I sat in a bar, ready to spend a quiet evening with the hooker of my choice. Now a young Latino maid led me up a wide set of plush, carpeted stairs and past several closed doors to one at the end of a long hallway. She opened it and gestured for me inside.


	The light was dim, but I could still clearly see. In the center of a paneled room knelt a naked woman, hands behind her back. Her eyes were lowered to the floor in front of her. She wasn’t a ripe teenager, but her body was in excellent shape. The waist was narrow and the breasts full and mature. Auburn hair was pulled back in a bun, so tight I could almost count the strands of hair. Eye shadow and rouge accented a superior but cold face. Jeweled earrings dangled from each ear and a jeweled, leather collar encircled her swan neck.


	She spoke without looking up. “Everything you need is on the wall to your left. You can obviously see the bed.”


	No way I could miss it. It was behind her, a sturdy four-poster with carved head and footboards and a red canopy. But the wall she mentioned was hung with whips, paddles, hoods, gags, leather cuffs and ropes. I walked the length of it and idly let my fingers run over each tool.


	“I like that one best,” she said.


	My hand rested on a light brown whip, about two feet in length. It’s end split into two pointed leather blades. I hefted and twisted it in my hands. The intricate braids in the handle creaked.


	“You’re used to giving orders, aren’t you?” I said.


	“Yes, of course.”


	“I’m fairly new at this.”


	“You will whip me and not stop, no matter how much I beg. You will tie me up, gag me and then rape me. Is that clear?”


	“Yes,” I said. I casually strolled in front of her. “Anything else?”


	“I think that covers it.”


	I dropped the whip, grabbed her by the throat and pushed her all the way on her back. Light blue eyes widened in shock and sudden fear.


	I got right in her face. “I said I’m fairly new at this, but I’m not a total novice. I’ve heard of S&M before and I know that if you’re going to give up control, then give it up! Save the orders for your maid and Rollins, because in here, I call the shots.”


	She tried to crawl away. “N-no. This isn’t how I want—”


	I stopped her, pulled her hair bun loose. It spread about her on the floor, a small spot of unrestrained chaos in her tightly controlled world. “You’re going to get what you need!”


	My pants undone, my cock sprang out and I speared her. A rape is what she wanted, a rape is what she got. She still tried to get away, her fingernails clawed my skin, but once I had her I didn’t let go. My hips pushed her across the floor to the bed’s footboard, nothing but pounding, raw animal fuck and her hips responded, pushed back against mine. Her nails scratched my back, her hands squeezed my ass, tried to push me deeper, deeper. With each thrust she cried out, her hot breath on my neck. I gave it to her good, but she gave back just as much. Pounding, pounding, her shouts now screams telling me faster, faster, more, more, yes, yes, yes!


	Her eyes shut tight and her legs gripped me in a vise. Her mouth bit my shoulder and her body shook with what must have been weeks or months of pent up frustration, now suddenly let loose in just passionate seconds.


	“Oh, god! Oh, god! Ohhh, goooddd!” She fought for air. “God, god, god,” she trailed away amid deep pants.


	When she got her breathing under control her legs rubbed up and down my back. A perfectly manicured nail ran over my cheek. “Thank you,” she whispered. “Thank you. I so needed that.”


	She started to get up. I pushed her back against the bed.


	“Just what do you think you’re doing?” I demanded. “You haven’t been tied, gagged or even whipped yet. After all, those were your orders.”


	With my hand in her hair, I forced her up and tied her spread-eagled against the end of the bed. Pussy juices stained the opulent, dark blue carpet. A trickle at first, then a steady stream as the whip she liked so much striped her back, ass and legs with thin, mean red welts. Hands closed into fists and thin wrists strained against the ropes. Neck length hair, all repression of the tight bun gone, hung down as she arched her neck back in a scream, then in front as she whimpered. When she drooped partway over the bed, at last all fight out of her, I ran my hand over her welts. They were warm. So warm! Little fires that fed my own.


	I tied her hands in back, pushed her over the footboard and easily shoved my cock in from behind. Her wet, warm pussy, now a friendly furry thing, let me take it at my own pace this time. Nice and slow. Nice, hot and slow. Muscles tightened with each thrust, cock expanded to the fullest when it got deepest. Yes. That was it. And when I came it wasn’t a pass out, falling down explosion, but a hard, steady stream that flowed over her lips and made her give a long, low moan. My finger flicked her sensitive, sensitive clit. One little brush, nothing more than a tweak. She shuddered and bounced on the bed amid new cries of pleasure.


	I untied her and she curled up on the mattress, the bedspread partly covering her. She watched in silence as I selected several strands of rope and a complicated bunch of leather straps that I learned later was called a head harness. She docilely submitted when I ran the ropes around her arms and wrists, above and below her knees and about the ankles, then pulled them up in a hogtie while she lay on her side. I placed her head in my lap, stroked her forehead. She was so soft, so warm.


	“I don’t even know your name,” she said.


	“Call me Garrett. That’s what I told Rollins.”


	She made a little disparaging noise at his name. She turned to look up at me. “Mine is Stockard Cuvier.”


	“An unusual name for an unusual lady,” I said, then shoved the head harness’s red rubber ball in her mouth. I tightened the straps about her head.


	I stayed with her. Raped her once more. Like I said, she was soft and warm, but those eyes had a hardness to them that I later learned never went away.


	When she was finally sated and I got out of there, Rollins gave me even more money. I felt strange taking it and said so. “I usually make love to a woman without getting paid.”


	“We made a contract, one that my employer intends to honor,” he said. “You were going to pay for sex anyway. What’s the difference now?”


	I had to admit he had a point. Rollins arranged for my transportation to a swanky hotel with the provision that I stay in touch once I got settled in a permanent crib. A few days later, I found an apartment in and some months after that I was able to upgrade to a nice house because Stockard Cuvier called on my services many times.


	The sex was hot, but sometimes she called not just for herself, but also for parties she threw for select, powerful and rich friends to watch. I took my new trade seriously, got books on how to tie up people, studied and practiced and it paid off. Beautiful women Stockard paid well into the five figures would arrive and with a certain attitude of “Show me what you got” would submit to my dominant orders. I placed them in elaborate, intricate, safe bondage and, to their amazement, wouldn’t have sex with them, but allowed others to bring them to body racking orgasms again and again. Stockard especially liked that. Many was the time with a cold detachment she would wander around a helpless, quivering, tied up damsel and then force her hand into the exposed pussy or make the damsel’s tongue worship her own. Soon word got around about my rope tying abilities. Photographers started calling me and I set prices that they met. Away from the cameras, I also gave lessons and tied women up for their husbands, for their lesbian lovers, but through it all I held back on the sex, that was reserved for Stockard alone. It was because of her that I enjoyed my well-to-do lifestyle and I felt, not love, but a certain loyalty. Husbands, boyfriends and lesbian girlfriends knew they could trust me not to let a hand wander where it shouldn’t with their mates. My reputation and bank account grew.


	And then, one night, it all changed.


	The arid winds blew hard through the canyons and my skin just about crawled all over me when I got to Stockard’s. That charged atmosphere stayed with me even inside as the young maid, Maria, who always silently escorted me upstairs, was nowhere around. Talbert Rollins, who I sometimes caught hanging out with a drink in the huge foyer, was a no show, too. The whole place was quiet like a tomb and just as stuffy. But then Stockard called to me from the top of the stairs. This was different too, up until now she met me in the playroom on her knees or with others downstairs before one of her parties. I climbed and took in her clothing, a flat black, Victorian dress that clung to her torso so tight as to leave nothing to the imagination. A high collar, frilled in white, covered her neck, all the way to her chin and seemed ready to choke her. More white frills also poked out from where long, snug sleeves ended at her wrists. A slim hand clenched the wide banister, the knuckles white. Her mouth was set in a grim, rigid line. The blue eyes were bright in anticipation, but hard as always.


	She whispered with an excited edge. “I have something special for you tonight. A surprise I know you’ll like.”


	She turned and led me down the hallway to the playroom. Her dress rustled, almost a match for the hard winds that blew outside. She opened the door and beckoned that I should go first. I stepped through and stopped, the only light coming from behind me in the hall. I swung the door farther and my long shadow crept across the floor until it terminated at a pair of high-heeled feet that hung just above the carpet. The top of the door’s outline receded as it opened more and I found the “surprise”.


	Maria hung by her wrists. Rope tight around them, even in the dim light I could see they were already purple. Her maid’s uniform hung in tatters about her body, not cut but ripped as if in a hot rage. Her dark hair, always so prim and neat, lay wildly splayed about her shoulders while her head hung limp. Pert breasts and a patch of curly pubic hair showed in the light while she idly swung. Her back and ass were covered in wide red welts, about the shape of a small paddle.


	Stockard turned up the lights on a dimmer switch, but not all the way. She crossed to Maria and gently caressed a tit. Maria just hung there. Then Stockard’s fingers played with her pussy and this brought Maria to life a bit, if nothing else for her to moan and lift her head a little to reveal a tight cloth gag.


	“Isn’t she wonderful?” Stockard asked, breathless. “I’ve teased her for weeks about you, got her all excited. But I held off to let the fires build. She’s watched us, you know. From the hallway or doors where she thought no one saw her. But I did. Once I even caught her masturbating while you whipped a hanging slave. Now she’s the hanging lovely. And tonight’s the night. She’s all ready and hot. Just do what you want.”


	I turned Maria gently around. “I didn’t know she was into this.”


	Stockard waved a dismissive hand. “She’s into whatever I decide.”


	As Maria’s face came back around I now clearly saw the tear streaks down her cheeks. And not just a couple, but enough to soak the gag. I reached up and touched her hands. They were cold to the touch. I lowered her to the floor and she lay like a limp rag. I took out the gag, cut off the wrist ropes and chafed her hands. Slowly, warmth returned to them.


	“What is this?” Stockard said above and behind me. “I didn’t call you to play doctor!”


	A brief flare of anger surged in me. I threw Stockard a dirty look, then turned back to Maria.


	“Maria. Maria,” I said. My Spanish was crap, but I tried anyway. “Palabra segura? Si? Palabra segura?”


	She focused on me. “Si. Si! Rosewood. Rosewood, rosewood.”


	Was she just telling me her safeword? Or was she calling an end to the play? There was no way to definitely tell, but I still didn’t like the look of her hands, and that was enough for me.


	I picked her up in my arms and headed for the door.


	“Where are you going?” Stockard demanded, her voice controlled but with an edge.


	“You’ve taken this slave too far too fast,” I called back at the top of the stairs. “And a first timer, too. You know better!”


	Stockard rushed after me. “Don’t you tell me what I can and can’t do! You work for me! You do what I want!”


	I said, “Not this time.”


	Slowly but surely Stockard lost that tight control. While I carefully trod the stairs she remained at the top, her hands clenched, her face twisted.


	“Who do you think you are? Just some slut who stuck his cock into any hole until I found you!”


	“You didn’t find me,” I calmly said. “Rollins did. If it weren’t for him, you’d still be living in a fantasy with your right hand.”


	Stockard gasped. “You…fucking…cocksucker! How dare you! After everything I’ve done for you!”


	“More like what I’ve done for you,” I muttered.


	Stockard didn’t hear because she had worked herself up into a good scream. “Go ahead! Act the big hero! What is she anyway? A cheap little cunt!!!”


	We were almost out the door, but I pulled up short and sat Maria in an ornate French chair. Then, with crystal clarity, I methodically mounted the stairs one at a time, back to a red-faced devil.


	My hand whipped out and slapped her face. Not play, but the real thing. The first time I had ever done that to a woman. The flesh on flesh sting echoed throughout the foyer. Stockard cried out and fell to the floor. She held her cheek, her breaths heavy, and crawled backwards to the wall, eyes full of terror.


	On my way back down Rollins arrived. He stared at Maria, his mouth open, at me. I said, “Not one fucking word!”, picked Maria up and took her out of there.


	I knew a friendly who was also into bondage, one who had taught me what warning signs to watch for during a scene. I left Maria with him. Some days later when I called to check up on her he said she was fine, but what happened to her after that, I never found out. By then, I had enough problems of my own.


	The calls stopped. No one wanted my services anymore, for anything. Through Danny the Agent I found out I was supposedly the one who not only whipped and raped Maria but kept on doing so after she called a stop to everything. In time the story grew into crazy proportions, each one more outlandish than the last, but the effect was the same. Models refused to work with me and then the couples and party people steered clear of me too. Through numerous phone calls and pounding the pavement I confirmed the source of the rumors, as if I had any doubt. Stockard Cuvier.


	With no marketable skills and my bank account dwindling fast, I soon found myself moving into a cheap apartment. But my amateur investigative work caught the attention of a professional PI who told me I could probably make a living at this. Not like what I had before, but at least I wouldn’t look for handouts at a soup kitchen. Still, I mounted an effort to explain my side to the models, the photographers, the people listed in my blackberry. As soon as they answered and heard my voice everyone hung up on me. Talbert Rollins left messages for me a couple of times, most likely to threaten even more dire consequences if I didn’t stop, but I never called him back to find out. In a last gasp I tried to find Maria but she had disappeared and with her any proof of what really happened.


	And that was it. The bitch won.


	
				
			*

	


	


	My fingers nervously tapped the steering wheel. I sat in my darkened vehicle on the side of the road, way up near the end of a canyon that snaked deep into the . The tract homes had run out about a mile back and a dirt road that continued now ended less than fifty feet away. At the end, behind a high, stucco wall, was a house that I knew about even if I never visited. Irena had picked a good spot for her business, isolated from all the other suburbanites, low key, with a high wall that enclosed three acres. A small yellow light near the entrance gate shone like a beacon in the canyon’s darkness. It was just before nine.


	I gave my appointment alias of “John Smith” at the gate speaker grill and the solid wood gate swung wide. Lit torches on either side of the gravel driveway kept me from straying and I pulled up in front of a Tudor style home with a large, perfectly manicured lawn. Several other cars, each one extravagant, were already there.


	I didn’t have to knock. The heavy oak front door swung open and a young woman in a full length, light green, diaphanous nightgown, greeted me and led me to a long couch in a candle lit waiting area. Incense floated in the air. A tall, regal, middle-aged woman with dark eyes, ash blonde hair and an aquiline nose came in and sat in a large, wingback chair. She identified herself as Mistress Irena and proceeded to give me the prices and rules of the place, and to probably size me up as a client. I didn’t try to disguise my voice, figuring if I did she would know something was wrong and toss me out right then. As it was she listened carefully to what I said, why I was there and what I was looking for. Then there was a pause as she sat in thought.


	“Yes, I believe we can serve you,” she said. Her voice was soft, but with underlying steel to it. Beside her on an end table she picked up a crystal bell and rang it.


	A young lady with upswept black hair, dressed in a leather jacket and skirt came in, a leash in hand. Five naked women were at the other end, connected by slave collars. Each one was hooded, but in perfect, practiced discipline they knelt at the same time. Except for the one at the far end. This one needed a whap on the ass from the one in the jacket. The reluctant one gave a little yelp but complied. Unlike the others, this one’s hands were tied behind her.


	“A little trouble with the newcomer, ?” Irena asked.


	“Nothing that can’t be corrected, mistress.”


	Irena went down the line, dramatically lifting off the hood of each and announcing their names. “This is Misty…Eva…Gwen…Ilsa…” She paused. “And this last one, who is still in training, I can give to you at a discount. This is—”


	The hood came off. Over a wide yellow gauze head wrap gag brown doe eyes bulged out. Irena didn’t have to say the girl’s name. I knew it already.


	“—Carmen.”


	Chapter Six


	Irena Petrov


	No doubt which one I picked. Irena unhitched Carmen from the line and I led her, the leash taut between us, to a room upstairs. Once the door was shut, I swung her around and she landed on the dark sheeted bed with a small, gagged “Oomph!”.


	I cut and tore the gag off her. “Just what the hell do you think you’re doing here?” I hissed.


	“That’s none of your business,” she angrily whispered back. “Not since you left me tied up.”


	“That was for your own good!” I said.


	“Shhh! They didn’t tell you, but up in that corner behind you, there’s a tiny hole for a camera and mike.”


	“What? To make sure nothing goes wrong?”


	Carmen gave a contemptuous snort. “If you believe that, then you’re a dumbshit. Don’t move, you’re blocking its view so they can’t see us talk.”


	“I didn’t come here to talk! I’m trying to find Simone Jones and you’re getting in the way.”


	“Simone Jones? You mean Deandra…” She paused. “You bastard! You lied to me. You know where Deandra is, you know I want to find her, but you really want her twin sister! Don’t act surprised, Deandra told me about her. You tell me where Deandra is. Right now!”


	I cursed myself for my slip up, but still tried to stay on top of the situation. “You are in no position to demand—”


	“Well, guess what…master?” she bit off the last word. “I beat you here by two days and have already found out a few things you’d never find out on your own.”


	“Such as?”


	She tossed her head. “Humph. I’m not going to tell you.”


	“Not tell me? Fine. I’m taking you out of here.” I lifted her up by the shoulders.


	“Wait. Wait! What’re you doing? You can’t, you’ll blow my cover.”


	“Your cover? Has posing for too many fake detective spreads made you think this is just a safe play?” I briefly told her about the night I helped kidnap Simone, the charade that followed at Wingard’s and the fear in Deandra when she wouldn’t give me any information. I grabbed her leash and snarled, “This isn’t a photo shoot. No four hours of posing, back to real life and nobody gets hurt!”


	Carmen didn’t blink. I wanted to put the fear of God in her, but she held firm.


	“Go ahead,” she said. “Take me out of here. But forget about ever coming back to look for Simone. Irena won’t even let you past the gate.”


	She had me there. “All right then. Tell me.”


	Carmen shook her head. “We’ve been static too long. They might think it’s us still negotiating a scene but don’t count on that. Tie me up. Now!”


	Damn. Talk about topping from below.


	I set a spare, wooden chair in the middle of the room but with its back turned three-quarters to the camera’s corner. To keep up appearances I gathered the equipment I would use, a spreader bar for the knees and several pieces of rope. We also couldn’t talk while I tied various pieces to the chair and prepared it for her. When I finally did plop Carmen on it and knelt beside her she provided a shield of sorts so they couldn’t see us whisper. We spoke aloud as master and slave while I tied her, but then also in a quick undertone the brief times I got her between the camera and me.


	“Mistress Irena says you’re still in training,” I said, then whispered, “(Where’s Simone?)”


	“Yes, master. She says I have great potential. (Simone isn’t here. At least, not in this house.)”


	“I’ll be the judge of that. (Is there a ponygirl stable?)”


	“Yes, master. Forgive this slave for her pride. (Yes. But I don’t think she’s there either.)”


	“Move your ankle up here. Here! (Then where?)”


	“You tie the ropes so tight! Are you scared I might escape? (Maybe she was at a cottage at the back of the property.)”


	“You won’t escape. Not after I’m done tying you. (Irena’s private residence?)”


	“Oh, I could never leave you, master. (I think so. But yesterday two men came in a van and loaded a large bundle in it.)”


	“That’s what the ropes make sure of. (Big enough for a person?)”


	“Yes, master. Whatever pleases you. (Yes. And it kicked.)”


	“Then hold still while I work on your arms. (Is there another way to the cottage?)”


	“Oh, yes, master. I so love the way you tie me. (Service gate near where the outer wall meets the mountainside. I don’t think you can find it from the main road.)”


	“There, that knot will keep your arms from flapping about. Your elbows almost touch. (Any guards?)”


	“But master, what about my legs? (Just the two guys. They’re not always around.)”


	“I haven’t forgotten those. Spread them wide. (Anything else?)”


	“Oh, master. You shame me so. (I’ve heard the other girls talk about someone with a special fantasy.)”


	“Move your knees for the spreader bar. Wider! (A special fantasy? What kind?)”


	I didn’t get an answer to that. A knock came at the door, then Mistress Irena entered. Carmen reacted like she suddenly got a bad taste in her mouth.


	“Time’s up,” the dominatrix said. She twirled a riding crop and took in my rope work. “Oh, this is nice. Haven’t seen something this good in quite a while.”


	“Thanks.” I didn’t know what else to say.


	She turned to Carmen. “Did you enjoy your session, slave?”


	Carmen swallowed, like it was an effort to obey this woman. “Yes, Mistress Irena. May we continue?”


	Irena smiled, a small one that hinted at viciousness. “That depends on your master.” Irena addressed me. “Tell me, what did you have planned for this little minx?”


	My mind raced. I spotted my answer over in a corner. “Ah, well, I thought about training her orally.”


	The smiled vanished from Irena. “There is no sex here.”


	Carmen bowed her head. “Yeah, right,” she muttered.


	I spoke in a hurry to cover up Carmen’s dig. “I know the rules. I was going to use this.” From the corner I brought out a waist high pole on a small, round wooden base. At the top, mounted sideways, was a foot long black dildo.


	Irena softened a bit. “Oh, yes. I forgot we had that in here. How nice.” Long, black, satin gloved hands stroked the foot long phallus. “And this slave does need a lot of training. She’s all surface but no substance.”


	“What?!” Carmen struggled in the ropes.


	Irena placed the dildo in front of Carmen. It pointed right at her mouth like the obscene object it was. “All right, slave. Let’s find out if you have any real talent. Take it.”


	Carmen gave her a look that plainly said “You can’t be serious”.


	The riding crop swished down, smacked Carmen on the inner thigh.


	“Ow!”


	“Do it,” Irena said, low and menacing.


	Carmen licked her lips, not in anticipation, but more like the bad taste in her mouth now resembled bile. But she leaned forward, strained against the ropes, and took in the dildo’s helmet tip.


	“More,” Irena ordered.


	Carmen paused, fire in her eyes. Then, in several quick, angry motions, her head strove forward and back. She sucked halfway down the dildo, then three quarters. Carmen held there and looked at Irena, her teeth bared as if she would bite it off.


	Irena smiled, a genuine one this time. “That’s good. For a start. Continue.” Another smack from the crop, this one on an upturned foot tied to a back leg of the chair and Carmen jumped, then gurgled a little as the dildo went even farther into her throat. Irena held up the crop again, but this time Carmen started up her piston act before it fell. Irena nodded in obvious enjoyment and together we watched Carmen demonstrate her hidden talents for a few moments.


	“I’m sorry, the session is over,” Irena told me. “Even though this slave’s training will continue, I must ask you to leave. Unless you wish to continue?”


	“No. No, that’s all right,” I said. “I got what I needed.”


	The last thing I saw was Carmen still going at the dildo like a runaway freight train, drool down her chin while Irena pinched her nipples in encouragement.
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	For the next three days I plotted on how to get back in to Irena’s, but not through the front door. If what Carmen said was true, Simone was probably in the private residence. I hiked back in the hills, found the narrow road to the service gate, staked it out, noted arrivals and departures, and tried to convince myself it wasn’t really a home invasion. But, as it turned out, I didn’t have to break any laws because Irena invited me to her private residence anyway.


	When she phoned me at the office, I wish I could say I was Steve McQueen Cool, that is if shocked silence could be equated with such. On hearing her voice I almost dropped the phone. “Please come by my place tomorrow at sharp,” she said. “And one more thing.”


	“Y- Yes?”


	“Use the front gate. You have a fascination with the service entrance, but that is for deliveries only. See you tomorrow, Mr. Hawk.”


	She hung up. Now I did drop the phone. She had watched me while I watched her. And she used my professional name. So much for her not remembering me.
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	The place looked a lot different in the light of day. Torches still lined the road to the main house, but now they stood unlit, like so many thin sticks. The house with its white walls glared in the sun. The front lawn was a deep shade of green, but beyond its borders wild things grew, no less vibrant, but filled with chaotic scents. I parked in front of the house but no one came out to escort me back to the private residence. From where the main house stood I had a good idea on how to get there, so I just headed off in what I thought was the right direction. Eventually I struck a path that wound through some dense growth. Near the end, on either side of the path stood a couple of gate like eucalyptus trees. I emerged into the bright day, just a few feet away from Irena’s patio.


	On cobblestone pavement, grass poking up in cracks here and there, Irena sat at a small, round, wrought iron table, one ankle crossed in front of the other. Dressed in a long, flowing white bathrobe, she perused a local adult newspaper spread out before her. Her hair was combed and draped in front over one shoulder. A cup and saucer, filigreed in gold, rested near her slim fingers. She didn’t look up.


	“Please, have a seat, Mr. Hawk. I’m almost finished checking up on the competition.”


	I did as asked and pretended to regain some of my Steve McQueen Cool. “And how is the competition these days?”


	“Oh, no change. ‘Submit To Your Goddess!’, ‘Have you been bad?’, and ‘New mistresses and slaves. You are ordered to call now!’, the usual unimaginative, push-button classifieds. If that’s the competition then I’ve got nothing to worry about.” She flipped through a couple more pages, then folded the paper and sipped from the cup. “Unlike with you. You never needed to advertise and still gave me a run for my money once upon a time. Imagine my surprise when I heard about your indiscretion.”


	I returned her steady gaze. “If you really thought any part of it was true, you never would have allowed me past your gate. Or left me alone with one of your slaves.”


	Irena nodded. “You make an insightful point, one that needs more exploration. Please, enjoy my garden, Mr. Hawk, whilst I change for lunch.”


	She stood up and so did I. Given Irena’s noble manner, it would have been a crime not to.
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	I hung around the garden, wondering just what kind of game Irena was playing. She knew who I was, knew that if word got back to the person who had blackballed me that things could get quite uncomfortable for her. Irena could probably kiss everything good-bye; her customers, the little estate she had, and her career. But if she was worried about any of that,. she kept it well hidden. So then I got to thinking, was I the one in real trouble? This little lunch thing, was it just a polite way of giving the condemned a last, hearty meal? But nothing in Irena’s behavior indicated that. When she came back out, now dressed in black boots, tan jodhpurs and a crisp white shirt, she was quite relaxed, at home in her realm.


	She led me around to the side of the house and whistled. Out from a distant stable trotted two ponygirls side by side, hitched up to a small carriage. The taller one on my right, even with her arms bound behind her, moved with a sinewy grace and confident strides of an experienced ponygirl. Black hair flowed freely behind her and well developed breasts bounced in complement to her gait. The other seemed hesitant as she ran in a heavy body harness and wide blinders, but I recognized her at once. Carmen struggled against all the tack and snorted more than a few times through her wide, black bit. She seemed more occupied with keeping her feet and would have kept on running if not for the other ponygirl who stopped just inches from Irena’s upraised hand.


	“Good. Good, pony. That’s a good girl, ,” Irena cooed to the experienced one. The head harness and bit made it hard to recognize her at a distance but I did now. This was the dom who had charge of the hooded slaves when I came here three nights ago. Was she Irena’s personal slave? Irena tested the body harness straps for tightness and her hands ran down to the crotch. Her fingers squeezed past the strap there. “Are you all plugged, my pretty? A nice little dong inside to keep you riled up? Hmmm? Yes, I feel it there. Good. Ready to run today for your mistress?” snorted and pawed the ground.


	Irena adjusted Carmen’s bit and tightened it deeper into her mouth. “And how about you? Ready to show me what you’ve got?” Irena pinched Carmen’s nipples and she recoiled. The mistress patted her cheek, then we mounted the carriage.


	Irena cracked a long, thin whip on ’s bare ass and the carriage lurched forward. Small dust clouds kicked up from tiny, brown boots while long ponytails attached to waist belts swished against a twin set of smooth butt cheeks that rebounded with each stride. Irena steered the team away from the house and we bounced along to a distant group of jacaranda trees.


	“You’ve been spying on me,” she said. “Naughty, naughty.”


	“It’s a living.”


	“No, it’s not. What you used to do, that was living. But you threw it all away.”


	I stared at her. “The hell I did. It was taken.”


	“Ah. The fire burns for revenge. Or does it burn because you miss something else? The whip in your hand? A gagged mouth? A bound slave at your feet?”


	I thought about giving a bullshit answer but instead went with my gut. “I guess a little of everything.”


	“Yes, your previous visit told me so. In so many ways.”


	She left me alone for the rest of the ride and I concentrated on the ponygirls. I imagined myself driving them, pushing them into near exhaustion, the sweat trickling from their foreheads, running down their backs, in between their ass cheeks. Dust would cover their bare, tan legs, while tiny bells clipped to their large, bouncing tits jingled, jingled, jingled. Then, a sharp pull on the reins and their heads bent back, the bits deep in their mouths, drool on their chins. The bells’ jingling would cease and the only sound the ponygirls’ heavy pants for air. They would stand as still as possible, their eyes the only movement as they swung from side to side in fear of what I planned next for them. Then, a sudden crack of the whip, a quick flick of the reins and we’re off again in a cloud of dust. Much like now.


	set the pace, her legs a smooth rhythm that responded effortlessly to Irena’s slightest pull on the reins, go left, now right, slow down. There were no reins on Carmen, but an intricate system of straps from her bit to the body harness in back kept her chin up and helped prevent her head from swiveling. At times her pace started to lag, thus fighting against and Irena had to warn Carmen to keep up more than once. But then Irena’s patience ran out and she let loose with several well placed cracks on the ass. Carmen yelped and jumped each time. Three distinct, bright red welts formed on Carmen’s left cheek, but she now matched , stride for stride until we arrived at our destination.


	“Ah, here we are,” Irena announced. She pulled gently back on the reins and the carriage slowed. Irena maneuvered it past a few trees into a sunny, wide glade. She jumped down from the carriage, lifted out a picnic basket from under her seat and handed it to me. “There’s a blanket under your seat. Why don’t you set everything up and I’ll see to the ponies.” I spread a light green blanket on the ground, and arranged various tubs of chicken, cole slaw and sliced fruit in the middle of it. While I poured champagne from a crystal decanter into two tall stemmed glasses, Irena unhitched the two girls and tethered them to nearby trees. She allowed some freedom to wander with a long leash, but with Carmen she hobbled her ankles with several turns of rope. Another rope wound into a single, long braid of hair ran down to Carmen’s wrists and forced her to gaze at the overhead tree limbs. Carmen whimpered.


	“You know you deserve worse than this,” Irena said. “Don’t worry, I’ll deal with that later.” She slapped one of Carmen’s tits in perhaps a preview of things to come.


	Irena sat on the blanket opposite me and sipped her drink. “This is my favorite spot. So much of what I do takes place indoors, without windows. Out in the sun is such a welcome change. When I arrived here from I thought I’d spend more of my time outdoors, but my clients dictated otherwise.”


	“It’s just as well,” I said. “You wouldn’t be able to videotape them.”


	Behind Irena Carmen’s eyes grew wide at my indiscretion and she shook her head. But Irena smiled.


	“You know about that? I can only wonder how you found out.” She glanced back at Carmen.


	“Don’t go blaming her. She told me, but it only stood to figure.”


	Irena ran a finger around the edge of her glass. “Would you believe me if I told you we tape only when we’re not sure about the client? If he or she goes too far, I want something for the police. Also, I know for a fact that an undercover cop comes here every month to make sure we aren’t prostitutes. One tried to shake us down and I’ve got that on tape too. He now lives in a cell block.”


	I raised my glass in a toast. “Sounds like you’ve got it all together.”


	“Most. But not all.”


	I didn’t immediately follow up on her mysterious remark. Instead we munched down on the food, sipped more champagne and watched the ponygirls. At Irena’s call shuffled over, knelt down and received a couple of morsels. gobbled them all up and even sucked some champagne off Irena’s fingers. Irena lovingly stroked her dark, almost purple black hair, returned the bit to the mouth, and ordered back to her feet.


	When she was far enough away Irena leaned across to me. “Given what occurs here it would be foolish not to have some kind of insurance,” Irena said. “Hence the cameras. But it would also be foolish not to safeguard my clients’ anonymity. Even if I hide them away from the rest of the household, away from old masters desperate to find them.”


	A piece of chicken stopped halfway to my mouth.


	“Oh, don’t worry, Mr. Hawk, Simone is safe. But I suspected who you were as soon as you made that appointment on the phone. And your rope work on Carmen was a dead giveaway. It wasn’t the type one got from an amateur, but a seasoned, if rusty, professional.”


	Again I wasn’t sure how to respond to the compliment. “Uh, thanks.” I thought for a moment. “So, do you have Simone here?”


	“I know where she is. And I will tell you.”


	“But…” I said.


	Irena laughed though tension lined her face. “You are such a cynic. Given what happened to you, I can’t say I blame you. Yes, there is something. You said I seemed to have everything in hand here. I do, mostly. I needed money to set up this place and now I want to pay off the investors. I no longer want to, well, be a slave to them. I want an auction, such as this town has never seen. But I need your help, your expertise.”


	Back in the saddle? A chance to reclaim some lost pride? It was almost too good to be true and probably was. “That’s a nice offer,” I said, “but it’s bullshit.” When Irena appeared confused I went on. “Oh, c’mon, lady. You can easily do it all yourself, who knows your employees better than you? What’s the real reason you want me?”


	Irena hesitated, then spoke in a rush. “I want your cock.”


	Now it was my turn to be confused.


	“I need a man’s perspective. Which girls are worth putting up for sale that a man wants? Which ones seem good, but I don’t want anywhere near an auction block? And who better to judge than Garrett Hawk! One of the best riggers and doms in the business, until he was forced into retirement due to mysterious circumstances.”


	“And here I thought everyone knew.”


	“No, all they know are rumors, like me. They heard something from a friend of a friend and turned away from you. I’m offering you a chance to prove that the stories aren’t true. Don’t you want it?”


	I softly said, “Hell, yes.”


	Irena nodded. “Good. But first you’re going to punish and rape Carmen.”


	Carmen gave a little jump, twisted around and tried to watch us from her bent back angle.


	I knew female doms were supposed to be confident, even sometimes to the point of arrogance, but this was almost too much. “Now why would I want to do that?”


	Irena waved a hand at Carmen. “Tying up a woman is easy. But turning her into a slave, so much so that she can’t help but beg for more, that’s the mark of a great master. I’ve heard a lot about you Garrett Hawk. Proving that you deserve a second chance starts with her.”


	“Aren’t your slaves ready now?” I countered. “Aren’t they trained?”


	Irena sniffed. “Trained? Any top with half a wit can do that. But are they sincere? I wish I could say that they all just showed up at the gate and begged us to take them in. Like this one here.” She paused and gestured to Carmen. “The truth is most just want to make a quick buck. When they find out how hard it is, that they actually have to work at it, they’re gone. I want you to go through them, find the true believers. They are the ones that I will put on the block for a night of pain and pleasure. The women that you, as a man, would desire. Start with Carmen.”


	“No matter how good the master, a woman isn’t a slave unless she desires it.”


	“Are you saying Carmen doesn’t? Already that sure of her? Or are you too scared to prove your own masterly worth?”


	The only answer to that was in the doing.


	I approached Carmen, but warily, like one that would come up on a skittish filly. Carmen certainly played the part, but it wasn’t an act. The whites of her eyes were easily visible and her feet shifted in nervousness. She turned about and struggled to keep me in view while slight gurgles welled up from her throat. I loosed her short tether, drew her out to the center of the glade. Carmen shivered, her flawless skin like ripples on a pond. I undid the short hobble and attached the rope as a lead to one of her bit rings. Irena carefully watched, as did one other.


	hovered around us, intent on the action, a couple of times almost getting in the way. I shooed her back to the tree, but she didn’t stay there for long. When she blocked my path as I worked around Carmen I broke off and removed her tether from the tree and tossed it to Irena. The mistress reeled the ponygirl in next to her on the blanket. snorted and pulled back on the tether, but Irena gave it a couple of good yanks and swatted the ponygirl’s ass. ’s green-eyed jealousy was plain, but Irena wrapped the lead in her fist and made the slave nestle down in the crook of her legs.


	I backed away from Carmen, her lead stretched tight between us. “Walk.”


	Carmen stood there. She blinked at me.


	I didn’t have a whip, or even a paddle, so I used the one thing I always had.


	My hand swatted her on the ass. “Walk.”


	“Urr!”


	“Walk!”


	She never took her eyes off me, but Carmen took a shuffled step. Then another.


	“Keep going, girl. That’s it. Good. Good! Point those boots. The tip should be the first thing that touches the ground. Point!” Little dust clouds floated up. Carmen circled around me and I slowly payed out the lead to increase the distance between us. “Knees. Bring those knees up! Do it!”


	Carmen shook her head, pulled against the lead. “Uuurnnn!”


	The long pony whip was pressed in my free hand, courtesy of Irena.


	Crack! I brought the whip to bear on the back of Carmen’s legs. Crack, crack!


	“Eiih!”


	“You want more? Then bring those knees up! UP!”


	Up they came. Not as high as I would have liked, just below her waist, but this was probably her initial foray into the ponygirl world, not counting the times she stood still for photographs. She wasn’t standing still now.


	“Trot!” I called out.


	Carmen stopped, her eyes round in disbelief.


	Crack! Snap!


	“Eiiaa!”


	“Do it!”


	Carmen moved, now at trot pace. But after a few circles she slackened off and I cracked the whip behind her. She got the message and kept moving.


	Carmen had a good form, all those workouts of hers obviously paid off. Her full breasts bounced just right, and her shapely legs were enough to turn any man’s head. But although this ponygirl thing may have been new to her, it was also way too easy. So far.


	I flicked the whip against her ass. Crack, snap, crack!


	“Canter,” I ordered.


	“Uhhnnn!” Carmen stopped. She planted her feet and pulled against the lead. “Uhh uhh!”


	I jerked on the rope and pulled her in to me. She fought every step of the way like a stubborn mule, but eventually my fingers hooked inside her bit. “I didn’t ask you to come here. This was your idea,” I hissed. “And you’re going to see it through.”


	I pushed her away and Carmen landed on the ground in a cloud of dust and an “Oommph!”


	“Get up! Don’t look at her; Irena’s not your mistress. I’m your master! Get up!” I whipped the ground and little puffs of dirt billowed around her. Carmen squealed at how close a couple of blows came, but she struggled to her feet.


	Her breaths heavy, eyes flashing, Carmen picked up and put down her legs. She cantered well and I kept her at it a long time, let her run off some of that anger. At last, with spit coming out between the bit with each breath, her face covered in sweat, I allowed her into a hot walk. She grunted in anger and I whacked her several more times on the ass. By now Irena’s original red marks had plenty of company.


	“Good. There’s a budding slave here.” I stopped her, grabbed a plastic water bottle from the picnic basket, removed the bit and allowed her some sips of water. While Carmen sucked on the straw, my hand dove down to her crotch. “Yes. Definite possibilities.” I held up my wet fingers as proof.


	Carmen’s already flushed face got redder. She pulled back from the bottle and spit water on my chest.


	What the hell? Something kicked awake inside me. Not snapped, which implies a loss of control, but now took over. Maybe it was that “gamma male” thing that Talbert Rollins mentioned so long ago. A situation had come up, one that needed to be taken care of – now!


	One moment we stood facing each other, challenge given, then the next Carmen was across my bended knee on the picnic blanket, challenge accepted. I squatted, like a baseball catcher, pulled her tied hands well up her back and, with my open hand, declared war upon her ass.


	I didn’t go right for the cheeks. They were too marked up already. Instead I concentrated just below them, my hand cupped. I’d done it many times at bondage parties and it worked here too. Carmen protested, yelled, and squealed. But soon they changed to dry pants. Her body now heaved under each strike and her hands, curled into fists, opened like receptive flowers. Her fingers sought mine and entwined themselves, a gentle squeeze, not of protest, but welcome.


	I let her slide off my legs and she tumbled over, face up. Tears glistened in her eyes.


	“Finish it,” Irena said.


	The mistress lay stretched out on her side, propped up on an elbow. Her shirt was open, one breast exposed. She and stared at Carmen.


	“Go ahead,” Irena calmly said. “She needs it.”


	I had gotten an order like that once before, but from a woman who didn’t give a shit about the slave, who cared only for her own pleasure. But now it was a request not only for one’s enjoyment, but others’ too. Irena was tense, ready for the rape and ’s tongue worked out from behind her bit to lick her lips.


	Carmen didn’t say a word when I turned her over and unbuckled the crotch strap. She didn’t need too. Already her juices stained the blanket. At one point, as I tucked the crotch strap out of the way, I bent across her back, next to her ear. “Are you sure about this?”


	She swallowed and whispered back. “Just shut up and fuck me.”


	And I did.


	I pulled her up on her hands and knees, my cock sprang out and I speared Carmen right there, less than two feet away from Irena and her slave. I didn’t care. The only thing in the world was the woman underneath me, my cock inside her, her cries as she tried to accommodate my size, then her groans of pleasure under my steady assault. I ran my hands over her ass, crisscrossed with red and blue welts and I lost myself in their sadistic beauty. My hand roamed forward to caress her face and her teeth bit my fingers, but soft, a playful nip. Our hips ground against each other and she growled, deep in her throat. I grabbed a lock of hair; pulled her head back and I lay forward across her spine, like two big cats in the wild, not caring who else was around, just as long as we gorged on each other. She tried to claw and scratch at my ribs but I barely noticed, just as long as my cock pushed, pushed deep, deeper. It, I, wanted nothing more than to plunge beyond all known depths. More, more, more!


	Carmen started to shake, small tremors that signaled a forthcoming quake, and then my own orgasm flooded her. “Oh, god!” she yelled. “It’s too much! Oh fuck. Oh fuck!”


	She bucked underneath me. Her back arched and from deep in her lungs Carmen screamed. Birds scattered as their wings beat against the wordless animal cry that lifted them up. My arms wrapped around her stomach, kept her thrashing body close, to drill her even more as the last of my cum shot into her. She screamed again, now mixed with angry demands.


	“Jesus! Jesus! Who the fuck are you? You can’t do this… I can’t… Oh, god, don’t…don’t stop. You can’t. Can’t…”


	She trailed away and slumped forward on her arms. A light sobbing took her. I stroked her neck, her shoulders. “It’s all right now,” I said. “Shh. It’s all right…slave.”


	Carmen reached back and squeezed my hand. She turned her head back up to me, her cheeks covered in tear streaks and dust. “Am I?” she sobbed. “Am I really?”


	“Yes,” I said, gently. “Irena will be pleased.”


	Carmen pressed her lips together and quickly pulled her hand away from mine. She buried her head between her arms and muttered something that I couldn’t catch, partly due to sounds that wafted over to us.


	Irena hadn’t been idle. Her fingers had found their way into ’s snatch who now cried out with her own climax. Irena covered ’s mouth with hers, forced her to scream into Irena’s throat. At last she subsided and they lay on the blanket next to each other.


	Irena stroked ’s brow, but she pierced me with her dark eyes. “I said I’d tell you about Simone – after the auction. But, if you want I’ll tell you right now, and you can also go back to your present life.”


	And what was my life now? Nothing close to what I had before or what I had just experienced with Carmen. And I wanted it all back, the willing women, the white rope on tender flesh, the crack of the whip, and the envy from everyone at how good I was. The respect.


	But I also had a client. If I didn’t make good on him then I wouldn’t deserve any respect, from anybody. And all I had to do was tell Irena that I wanted to know about Simone. Right now. Just cut through all the crap and reveal her whereabouts.


	But if I did that, if I dragged her back to Wingard against her will, then Stockard would have really won. I’d never get back my reputation. I needed to find out why Simone left Wingard and, if they were so close as master and slave, why she didn’t go running back to him when it was fairly obvious she could leave Stockard at any time. And the only way to find that out was to play along.


	Irena had me, like a puppet on string and she knew it. And over her was Wingard. And pulling all of ours above it all was Stockard Cuvier. She was at the bottom of this, or at the top, since I was the one at the bottom, trying to do three dances at once. It was time to start cutting loose, but I still needed to act like I danced to their tunes.


	Irena ran her fingers over ’s tiny nipples and the slave groaned. “Well, Mr. Hawk,” Irena said, “do I have a new training master?”


	I said, “You’ve got a deal. An auction like this town has never seen.”


	Chapter Seven


	Jane Doe


	She was beautiful. Smooth skin, wonderful figure, a face to die for, what a gorgeous woman! When God made the model for the fairer sex, Yvette was whom he had in mind. At least physically. But stunning looks aside, I knew after twenty minutes that this woman wasn’t going anywhere near the auction block. Still, I gave Yvette a chance. Several chances. She blew them all.


	Her attitude sucked. Oh, she hit all the right notes, gave the right replies when I interviewed and then tested her reactions to the ropes and whip. They were too good. Like she followed a script, one that she had acted out many times before and to hell about any wants from the dom. As she skillfully topped me from below I fought to keep a growing anger in check. But when I came at her with a head harness and she coyly suggested just a piece of used duct tape over her lips I called a halt and untied her.


	“Thank you, Yvette,” I said. “But I’m afraid we can’t use you.”


	All traces of coyness and compliant attitude Yvette had fronted disappeared. “What are you talking about?” she demanded. “People adjust their work schedules to fit mine. They fly me at their own expense to their mountain homes. I’m the highest paid sub here!”


	I sighed. “And you’ll probably stay that way, but you’re not going on the block.”


	She flung an arm at me. “And who the hell are you?”


	I shrugged and hung up the ropes and other equipment. “The one who’s in control. Usually it’s the slave. Not this time.”


	“Just wait until Irena hears—”


	“Get out.”


	I don’t know what kind of face I made when I slowly wheeled on her, but she stopped, cold. Then she backed up, made a wide arc around me and fled out the playroom door. I did hear from Irena later that day. Not about my rejection of Yvette for the block, but why I even considered her at all? She had had enough of Yvette and her attitude, in spite of the money she brought in, and was fixing to fire her anyway. She told me I just saved her the trouble by making Yvette quit. And, by the way, how much more of her staff was going walk out before I was through?


	As it turned out only a couple more. Word spread fast amongst the girls about my incident with Yvette and over the next five weeks the rest approached me with a humble attitude. At least to start. Rumors started about how much money was to be made at this auction, not just for the house but also for the slave. I could have sworn I saw dollar signs in a few of their eyes. I think I caught all those girls. And others I didn’t approve of for other reasons. Not because they were in it for the money, but because they just didn’t have the polish that the others did, like Misty or Eva. But some, just barely in the door and still in training, were naturals for the block. They had no preconceived notions, no cynicism, unlike Yvette, and that would prove a breath of fresh air for a bidder. Such was the way as I made my way through them and surprised a lot at some that I rejected and others that I approved. But none straddled the fence like Renee.


	She wasn’t what you would call beautiful, but pretty in a simple way. The air about her was more of a sweet girl-next-door respectability, the kind of attractiveness that hid in plain sight. She was very young, late teens, early twenties, with blonde angel hair in a short bob. Thin lips twitched in nervous smiles, like she wasn’t sure what to do next. Unlike the others in the interviews who didn’t wear clothes, some brazenly so, Renee wore a white slip with an easily seen bra and panties underneath. After a shy handshake she knelt in front of me.


	“I’m…I’m not even sure I should be here,” she said quietly with a definite southern accent. “I just got hired last week. Irena hasn’t even let any of the customers see me. She says I still need a lot of training. But…But she told me to talk…talk to you.” She cleared her throat and picked at the carpet.


	I scratched the back of my head. Was this a nervous ingénue act? I’d seen plenty of women try this angle at photo shoots and parties, and even a couple during my vetting process here, but there was always a put-on quality to them. But Renee didn’t seem to possess that. Yet, she carried a sexual confidence even though she almost seemed ready to bolt out the door.


	I gently asked, “Renee, are you a virgin?”


	She didn’t run out, but a deep blush overtook her face and went all the way down her neck. “N- No. I’ve been with boys…a couple of times back home.” She finally glanced up at me, but briefly, then looked back at the floor and added in a small voice, “You could check, if you want.”


	I said that wasn’t necessary and circled around her, still confused as to her presence here at all. “How long have you been in ?”


	“A few years. Since I graduated.”


	“And how long have you known Irena?”


	“Just a week.”


	Well, at least Irena hadn’t snagged her right off the bus. If that was the case, I would give Renee a good spanking, tell her that’s what she got for pretending to act grown up and put her right back on the bus for home.


	Then she said, “But I’ve known about Irena and this place a long time.”


	That stopped me. “You have?”


	Renee nodded. “I found her website after I moved here. She held on-line chats and I joined in. Then we started to e-mail each other. She seemed…honest. Told me that would eat me alive and to go back home.”


	She was right there. But it still didn’t fit. “So why are you here?”


	Renee didn’t answer for a moment, but then she got up her courage even if she spoke in halting tones.


	“You know those boys I told you about? Well, I had sex with them only…it wasn’t like I thought it would be. Just a little squirt and that was it.” Her blush deepened and she gave a little nervous laugh. She said, “I thought, ‘There’s got to be more to it than this.’”


	“So you finally got up your nerve and here you are.”


	“Yes.”


	I circled back in front, grabbed her under an arm. “Get up. Get up!”


	Renee stumbled to her feet and grimaced. “What is it? What’re you doing? What’re you doing?!”


	“What should have been done long ago.”


	I wrapped rope around her slim wrists in a quick capture tie, just a couple of loops, then one fast cinch tied off at the top away from the fingers. Renee almost wrenched out of my grasp, but I grabbed her upper arms and tied those too. Her elbows wouldn’t touch and she cried out at how close I pulled them together.


	I pulled her head back by the hair. “It’s a nice story, Renee, but it just doesn’t wash. You’ve been dancing around this thing for years. What brought you in here now? Did the money from the auction have anything to do with it?”


	“No. No!”


	“Then what?”


	“When I saw that woman on Irena’s web site, all tied up, the way she struggled…”


	“That’s nothing. It was all part of the act.”


	Renee’s voice went up a notch. “No! Not this time! This was different. She…I mean, she looked like she really was a victim.”


	“Really? Did Irena do this to her?”


	I tore her slip down the front, the tattered remnants fell to her feet.


	“Oh, god!”


	“Or this?”


	I ripped away her bra.


	Renee’s full tits bounced as, eyes wide, she staggered away. Her breaths got heavy but she also licked her lips.


	I rushed her and drove her up against the wall. My hands kneaded her mounds, squeezed her tiny, erect nipples.


	“What else did Irena do, Renee?” I whispered in her ear. “Tell me.”


	Renee shook her head, eyes averted. I caught her by the chin, forced her to look at me. “This? Did they do this too?” My other hand dove into her panties, found her hot crotch. Wet, like so many beginners. I invaded her snatch and she gasped, a tiny thing that told me even though she spoke the truth about not being a virgin she still had a lot to learn.


	“Was that it, Renee? Or did Irena do this?” I tore at her panties, stretched them out against a hip while she slid along the wall to get away from me. A series of loud rips and I held the shreds up, shoved them in her face, made her smell them.


	“No. No! Nothing like that! It was the way that woman slapped her! It was real! And it made me so hot! I couldn’t help it! I…I wanted to bemmmppph!”


	I shoved the panties in her small mouth, wrapped several turns of rope around to keep them in there.


	“You need to be dominated. And not like those boys back home. You just couldn’t admit it to yourself until you saw Irena with that anonymous stranger. You wanted to be that helpless stranger, didn’t you? And now here you are. Well, it’s sink or swim time for you, Renee. Either you’ll be the hottest thing up on the block or you’re going to run screaming out the door.”


	“Eeeiiimmmpphhh!”


	Yes. This was what she couldn’t bring herself to admit. That’s why it took her so long to come to Irena. All that time she probably thought of Irena as her own mistress, even though they had never met, except on-line. But when Renee saw Irena with someone else Renee had to reclaim her somehow. That’s what finally made her walk past the entrance gate. I mentally patted myself on the back for such an insightful diagnosis.


	I tossed Renee to the floor on her stomach. My open palm met her tight ass and I turned both cheeks a bright red.


	Whack, whack, whack! “Is this what you want, Renee?” I yelled. Whack! “Do you want someone to take care of you? Tell you that you’re a bad little girl?”


	“Aaaiimmpphh!”


	Whack, whack, whackwhackwhackwhack! Her ass cheeks rippled like water. Her crotch glistened and pussy juices stained the rug.


	“Urrnnn. , , urnnn,” she groaned behind the gag. Her hips started to hump the floor.


	With one foot I kicked her over on her back. Red, watery eyes stared up at me and she sniffled. I kicked one of her legs aside, then the other. She made no move to close them.


	I squatted down. “Or are you all grown up? Do you need to treated like a woman?” I pulled down the rope and took out the panties. “Answer me! Which is it? Are you old enough to make your own decisions?”


	“Yes! Yes, I am!” she yelled, angry. She struggled up on her knees and her mouth tore at my crotch.


	I unzipped my pants and my hard cock sprang out, pointing at the air, but not for long. Renee’s eager, warm mouth took it and what she lacked in technique she more than made up for in enthusiasm. She took me in, all the way, hair wildly swinging about the sides of her head, drool down her chin, tongue twirling up, over and all around my cock.


	I came, fast and hard. Renee’s eyebrows scrunched and she moaned, as if surprised that such a thing happened at all. She tried to pull away but my hands gripped her head, held her steady. I could tell she was trying to swallow but she just wasn’t used to it. She got some of it, but most overflowed down her chin, dripped to her breasts and stomach. At last I allowed her some air and she collapsed on her side, choking. But then her tongue snaked out, sought the excess and drew it back in like candy.


	“Ummm. Ummm.” She smacked her lips. “Ummm, more.”


	I squatted beside her and smiled. “Sorry, sweetheart, you’ve drained me. But how about going up for auction instead?”


	“Ummm.”


	I caressed her cheek and she closed her eyes, still in her personal subspace. I found a chastity belt on the wall and fitted the straps around her waist and up against her pussy. She kind of came back around to what was happening with a questioning expression when I also shoved a panel gag past her lips and wrapped the head harness straps about her head.


	I escorted her out of the playroom. Just coming out of her own dungeon in full dominant mode with a light sheen on her skin was . Behind her, inside, was Carmen, her body scored all over with thin, red welts, her face contorted in that mix of pleasure and pain. She hung suspended by her wrists, a loud vibrator hummed in her pussy while pointed toes of her spread legs hung several inches above the floor. A whip lay coiled underneath her.


	“Getting in a little top practice?” I asked .


	nodded and pointed a thumb back at Carmen. “Irena ordered her limits pushed.”


	I gave Carmen a long look and nodded. “Good, she needs it. Speaking of which, take this slave here to the deepest, darkest dungeon you have. Keep her there in prison. No matter how much she begs do not, do not, let her out until the auction. Make the prisoner available to clients, but her mouth, asshole and pussy are off limits. We’ll let the customers work her up to a fever pitch.” I handed Renee over to .


	“Uhhhunnn! Uhhhunnn!” Renee protested and shook her head.


	gave a vicious little smile. “It will be as you say, sir.” She slapped a thick, leather collar around Renee’s neck and dragged her away.


	I watched over Carmen until returned. Her head was tight between her arms, her stomach and legs all stretched out. Her squeezed shut eyes and clenched teeth added to the visual tension while the vibrator was very loud, therefore she didn’t hear or see me enter and flick a switch to up the power.


	“Ah ah ah!” she gasped. “Ohhhh!!! Mistress, it’s too…too much!”


	“No, it’s not,” I said. “You can take this and a lot more.”


	“Huh? Wha…” Carmen’s breaths came fast in deep heavy pants. “Y- You bastard! You uh! uh! uh!...got me into this!”


	“You can leave anytime you want. Go back to modeling.”


	“Uh! Uh! Fu…Fuck you, Hawk! I…uhrrrnn! I’ll show you! I can take anything from these bitches! Just uhh, uhhh, just…watch…me…”


	
Sweat matted thick hair to her forehead and cheeks. Carmen gulped a few times, gave a strange little gasp and half-scream. Her legs trembled, but she didn’t beg for any mercy. My original assessment of Carmen held true: One determined woman.


	arrived, dabbing at her face with a towel, and I left them alone. As the door shut my last view was of Carmen twisting in her suspension, her body just on the edge of a righteous orgasm. I headed for the living room and her scream echoed through the large house. I wondered if Renee’s orgasm, when she would finally be allowed one, would compare.


	Renee was the last slave to test. In spite of my (mostly) obvious enjoyment of this process, who went up for sale and who didn’t, a wave of fatigue washed over me. It had been a grueling time, especially the last couple of days. Word had leaked out about the auction and many, many people wanted to know when, where, and who was going on the block. Irena had already announced the date, and now she could give them the rest of information, but as for me I stumbled to my assigned tiny room and single bed in the wing reserved for the girls’ living quarters. Being the only man allowed in that part of the house my comings and goings were conspicuous, so it was no surprise that when I woke up a little submissive thing timidly knocked on the doorframe and entered bearing a tray full of breakfast food “With Mistress Irena’s compliments”. I was still tired, but also hungry and I wolfed down every last sausage link, scrambled egg, pancake and drop of syrup, then collapsed back on the bed. The slave who brought the food rubbed my shoulders, worked out all the tension and soon I was back off in dreamland. Things went like that the next day too and, when I finally rejoined society, it was well into the night.


	I shuffled to the living room where a few girls sat, quietly going through the latest celebrity magazine or watching a video stream from Irena’s website. As I slumped on the couch my fuzzy attention centered on the plasma screen. When the current stream ended, I grabbed the remote and thought I’d take a look at the hand slapping scene Renee described. I found it quickly enough and watched with half an eye of what made Renee finally cross over into this strange world. I couldn’t see much to begin with because Irena stood with her back to the camera as her arm flung back and forth on the slave in front of her, a leather-gloved hand on a bare face. Grunts and sobs issued from the speakers and other people besides me stopped what they were doing to watch the intense scene. But when Irena moved aside I sat up and stared at the screen, my mouth open.


	Simone! Tied to a chair in a harsh pool of light her head snapped this way and that under the repeated blows. Shadowy figures hung around the edges, one possibly a short man, and another with a small glint of long, blonde hair that matched Simone’s. But the one who slapped Simone, who brought tears to stream down her face and caused my hands to form into fists wasn’t Irena.


	It was Stockard.


	
				
			*

	


	


	I don’t know how many times I ran that same stream. None of the ladies there made small talk with me, probably sensing my darkened mood. I at last got up and made a bee-line back to my room and if anyone got in my way they quickly stepped aside, none wanting to know the cause of my scowl. In my room, I stuffed my two or three change of clothes and personal SM equipment into a dark canvas bag. Several nervous subs gathered just outside the door. I growled various predatory noises and threatened to give each such a whipping that they would never forget if they didn’t get lost. They scattered like leaves in the wind.


	Then came one who strode against the gust of my storm, much like her own tempest.


	“What are you doing yelling at my ladies?” demanded Irena, hands on her hips.


	I coiled up my favorite whip, threw it in the bag and pulled the zipper shut with a single, angry motion.


	Still full of my own thunder, my non-verbal response threw Irena into unfamiliar territory. She was used to getting answers. In a quick transition her face went from full control to confusion. Then she noticed my full bag. “What are you doing?”


	“Isn’t it obvious? I’m leaving.”


	“What? But why? Renee was the last slave, but we still need you for the auction. And I still haven’t told you about Simone.”


	“I know where Simone is, no thanks to you, so that wipes out any deal we had. Game’s over.”


	“Game?”


	“Yours and Stockard’s. You knew my history with…that woman. You thought that once I found out she had Simone that I’d go straight there. Well, I am, only a lot sooner than you thought. And I’m going to bust both of your little operations wide open.”


	Irena advanced on me. “The only reason I’m in bed with that bitch is the cash! I needed it, she had it. Why do you think I want this auction?”


	“Which you don’t need me for anymore. You hired me for a job. It’s done, but someone else hired me before you, and that part is unfinished. Now, do you step back so I can leave, or do I throw you against the wall?”


	Irena crossed her arms but she also gave way. “Fine. You want to go to Stockard and ruin everything, then go ahead.”


	It was too easy, her giving up just like that. She had something up her sleeve, or more like tucked behind her wide equipment belt. When I was almost out the door she produced a disc. “This is a copy. The quality isn’t the best but it gets the point across.”


	I could well guess what was on the disc, but I kept a straight face even though my stomach lurched. “You recorded my sessions with your ladies? So what? Like that kind of stuff hasn’t been seen before.”


	“Not this kind. This one is different. It takes place in a cabin, late at night. An innocent woman, an intruder and…well, you know the rest. I have to admit it’s pretty hot and very real looking. The intruder is masked, but his style with the ropes is a lot like your own. I wonder what the police would think about that? Or Vogel Wingard?” She handed the disc to me.


	I turned it over in my hands. Permanent banishment from this shadowy SM world and a possible long prison stretch for me was inscribed on it. But I had given my word to someone, someone who still had faith enough to hire me, even if I was partly the cause of his current woes. And I wasn’t about to short-change him or me. When Stockard had blackballed me and after everyone had turned their backs, all I had left was the knowledge that what she had done was a lie. And I clung to that, no matter how bad it got. Small comfort, I know. Maintaining your self-respect did little to pay the rent. But I’d have none if I buckled under to Irena’s blackmail. I gently tucked the disc back behind her belt.


	“All right,” I said. “If that’s what you want to do, then do it. And I’ll do what I need to do.”


	The last thing I expected was Irena’s stunned expression. But it didn’t stop me. Nothing would. Well, almost nothing.


	I stumbled out to the cold night, revved up my SUV and threw it in gear, ready to crash past the gates if they wouldn’t open fast enough. Then Irena came running up.


	“Hawk! Hawk, wait!” Her fists pounded on my car window. “All right, all right! You win.”


	I rolled down the window. “What are you talking about?”


	“It was a bluff. That’s all. There’s nothing on the disc.”


	“Yeah, right,” I said. “And the Easter bunny lives.”


	“No! No, I’m telling the truth. But I know what you did. Someone…someone I trust told me, how you were set up. What if I told you Simone wasn’t kidnapped?”


	“What’re you talking about?” I said. “I know she was. I did it.”


	“Yes, yes, but not really. Don’t you want to know about that?”


	“It’s a cold night and my car heater isn’t what it used to be. Talk fast.”


	“I will, but won’t you come back? Please. Hawk, I need you. With this auction, and with other things. You’ll understand, but I have to show you. Please?”


	The strong, independent dom was pleading for my help. What did I have that she so desperately wanted? Why was my continued involvement in her business so necessary? Irena didn’t get to where she was by being reliant on others, but now that was exactly what she needed.


	What could I do? I’m a sucker for a damsel in distress.


	
				
			*

	


	


	Irena didn’t lead me back to the main house, but to her private residence, right into her jealousy guarded inner sanctum. I had never been inside, just like most of the girls there. It was rumored possessed entrance rights, but no one had actually seen her come and go. Now, Irena led me past the riot of her garden and patio, through a pair of French doors right into her softly lit living room. I might have stopped to admire the expensive southwest style of furniture, or the tasteful decorations of art and pottery, but Irena squeezed my arm and directed me to a narrow, plain door set just off the living room. She opened it and flipped a switch. A bare bulb just inside cast hard angles of light to reveal a narrow, steep set of descending stairs into a flickering red light.


	“Don’t tell me,” I said. “You really have a dungeon?”


	Irena’s response was a tiny smile and to lead the way down. Her boots echoed on the wooden, hollow stairs while my heavy tread made them creak. They acted like an alarm of sorts because someone began to mewl.


	Red, fluorescent light filled the basement. In the middle of it, on a steel pipe chair bolted to the floor sat Renee. Rope that appeared red, probably due to the light, lashed her tight to the cold chair, her legs spread wide, while a thickly padded muffler gag wrapped her lower face. In spite of the gag’s size, saliva dribbled down a little exposed part of her chin onto the breasts. knelt in front of her and pinched the nipples. Renee mewled again, but when saw us she quickly stood up to the side.


	“I guess you took me literally when I told you to take her to the deepest, darkest dungeon,” I said to .


	“And it’s good for us you did,” Irena said. She unbuckled the gag. “How are we today, honey?”


	The thick gag fell away and Renee let loose with a string of curses that would have made any sailor or hardened whore blush. And she did it without a trace of that gentle, southern accent. Not until struck out with a crop, right across an upright, sensitive nipple did she stop. But then, after the pain faded, she said, “Just wait until my mistress hears about this.”


	Irena asked sweetly, “And who is your mistress, dear? Who is this mysterious protector of yours?”


	In answer Renee spit at her. The spittle fell short at our feet.


	“Now don’t go messing up my dungeon,” Irena said. “Who knows how I’ll make you clean it up?”


	“You wouldn’t dare!”


	“Don’t think I won’t, and your mistress won’t give a shit. That’s right, darling. You’ve been down here for how long? I know you’ve been reporting to someone everyday with this.” Irena held up a razor thin cell phone. “You just love talking into it. Now it’s time to talk to me.”


	“Fuck off!”


	Irena shook her head and waved a hand in dismissal. “, you know what to do.”


	From a corner wheeled out a cart with several alligator clips hanging off it by red and black wires. The wires ran up to the terminals of a small car battery. Renee caught sight of it and immediately let out a blood-curdling scream. flinched, but then placed a couple of plugs in her ears. She offered some to us, but Irena waved them off and suggested I do the same. “You’re going to want to hear this,” she told me. She gave a hand signal to who, in a professional, workman like way, started to apply gel to Renee’s nipples, the inside of her thighs and her pussy lips.


	Renee’s breaths grew short and rapid. “Stop this. Stop! You can’t really torture me!”


	“Who says so?” Irena snapped. “Some unwritten rule about bondage play? Or your mistress? Did she tell you that we were all just a bunch of posers? I’ve made a study of torture. It’s what I do for a living, you slut! And when I want something, I get it. You’ve already told us you were sent here as a spy, to find out just what this auction is all about. And I’m sure you fed your mistress with plenty of details before your phone rang under your pillow. When Mr. Hawk sent you down here you couldn’t report in anymore so she got anxious and tried to call you. Big mistake.”


	picked up an alligator clip, squeezed out one of Renee’s tits, then calmly applied it to the nipple. Renee screamed again.


	“Oh, no! Don’t!”


	Another clip bit the other nipple.


	“Oh, gawd! Please!”


	“You have something to tell me, then?” Irena asked, stern and cold.


	Renee’s chest rose and fell. She couldn’t tear her eyes away from who readied the next set of clips. One pinched the inner left thigh, the other the right.


	“No! Nooooo!”


	“Where’s your mistress now?” Irena demanded. “I don’t see her sending in the cavalry. She hasn’t even tried calling again. Is that anyway to protect her slave?”


	held up the last two clips between thumb and forefinger. Their jagged teeth went snap, snap. Snap, snap. She squatted down and stretched out Renee’s pussy lips.


	Renee’s voice climbed several notches. “She said it would be all right! She said just go in, pretend it was all a long play. She promised if I didn’t call then Talbert would come and get me.”


	“Talbert?” I said. “Talbert Rollins?”


	“Yes. Yes!”


	I whispered to Irena, “I know who her mistress—”


	“Hush!”


	A copper clip glowed dull red in ’s fingers. The teeth spread wide and bit down on Renee’s right pussy lip.


	“Aahh! Aaaahhh! Aaaaaaaahhhhhh!” Renee screamed three times. Her lips trembled as the last one approached and bit the other lip. !


	“AAAIIIEEEHHHHH!”


	“Just tell me the truth,” Irena said. “Who sent you?”


	“I can’t!” That same terror that infected Deandra at Wingard’s when I interrogated her now was plain in Renee, but more present, as if Irena had tapped into it and was using it to get what she wanted, instead of it being a barrier. “Please, please don’t,” Renee whined.


	“Tell me.”


	“She’ll know!”


	Irena got right down in her face. “I promise, she won’t.”


	Renee’s eyes watered, her nose sniffed, but she shook her head.


	Irena stood back. “Very well, then.”


	She raised a hand. flipped several switches on the cart. The panel hummed and for a moment the lights dimmed. “Ready, ?”


	“Board shows all green, mistress!”


	“On my mark. Three…”


	Renee pleaded in a tiny voice, “No.”


	“Two…”


	“No.” Her voice rose, higher than before. “No no no no no—”


	“One!”


	“All right! All right!” Renee yelled. Her head bowed and her body hitched with a deep crying jag. Tears spilled down her face, onto the clips.


	“Well?” Irena said, her hand still upraised. “I’m waiting.”


	Renee got her crying under control enough to say, “Stockard. My mistress is Stockard Cuvier. She… She wanted to know about the auction. Wanted to know who was helping you. So she told me to come here.”


	“She coached you through all your e-mails with Irena,” I said. “Had you make up a story about coming from the south. It fits Stockard’s m.o. perfectly. Just like with Maria. But with Maria, it was all real.”


	“And then Stockard would throw you away, just like she did poor Maria,” Irena said to Renee.


	“No, she wouldn’t. She promised me!”


	“Really? Listen carefully to this.” Irena held up the thin cell phone and pressed a button.


	Talbert Rollins’s voice filled the room. “She’s not here, Ms. Cuvier. She lit out a few days ago.”


	Stockard: “Is that what that bitch Irena says?”


	Rollins: “I checked with her whole staff. If Irena is lying, then so is everyone else. And you know how tough that is. She’s gone. She probably got a better deal from Irena.”


	There was a pause, then Stockard said: “Hell, I’m not surprised. Oh, well, that little twat was lousy in bed anyway.”


	Irena shut the cover. “When Rollins arrived like he does every month to collect their blood money, I let him use my office phone. It records every conversation. I then uploaded it to this phone here. Unlike your mistress I tell the truth. And when I make a promise I keep it. You’re safe from Stockard, as long as you stay here.”


	“Yes,” Renee said quietly.


	“Good.” Irena nodded to who flipped the board off one switch at a time. “I don’t know what your real name is, slave, and I don’t care. From now on you’re Jane Doe. That’s how you’ll be sold. You’ll get your share of the sale, just like the others. But when you’re sold, you’ll leave with your new owner and never come back.”


	The slave nodded once.


	“, I’m countermanding Mr. Hawk’s orders. Stick a vibrator up her cunt and ass. Display her in the main house’s courtyard by day with a sign that says ‘Hot slut’ for the customers to play with. But also tell them if they let her cum they’ll never be allowed back here. At night bring her back down here and work on her. You know how. Keep her on edge, just like Mr. Hawk wanted. Come auction night she’s going to be our star.”


	While prepared to follow her mistress’s orders, Irena motioned me upstairs. We wound up in her office where she poured two tall, stiff drinks. She handed me one and I said, “That stuff with the cell phone. You knew who her mistress was all along.”


	“Yes, of course.”


	“Then why the battery and wires? The…The…”


	“Theatrics?” Irena laughed, but to let off tension, not from humor. “I needed to establish dominance over her. It’s essential in my job. Surely you know about that. And she needed to confess, even if it was dragged out of her. But to do that I had to break her, and that included proving what Stockard is really like. None of the wires were really connected to the battery. And if I were going to torture the poor thing like that, then I’d wire her up all different. As it was…”


	“…she didn’t know any better. And you used that to turn her against Stockard.”


	Irena gravely nodded. “Now you know the kind of company I keep.”


	“It doesn’t surprise me, that Stockard is involved in this somehow. But I thought you were smarter than to get into bed with her at all.”


	A repressed anger slowly boiled out of Irena. “And you know all about that, don’t you? But I had no choice. I wasn’t about to let this place go bankrupt. I’ve paid off most of my investors, except the two biggest. They both use people as their tools, but the nastiest one lets them do the sweat work then swoops in for the kill and throws them away, like with that poor wretch in the dungeon. Well, I’m not going to get let her take this place away from me. I’ve worked too hard for that. But I’m behind in my payments to her. I go down one more and she can take everything. That’s why I want this auction. I’ll pay that bloodsucking loan shark off once and for all. And when I tell her you helped me it’ll be like one gigantic ass fuck. Oh, I just can’t wait to get even with that cocksucking, twat licking bitch!”


	And I thought I hated Stockard Cuvier.


	“Revenge, Mr. Hawk. That’s what I’ll get. You too. And then you’ll hear everything about Simone.”


	A thing twanged inside of me. Warning me? “The way you say it hints there’s a lot more behind this supposed kidnapping, behind Vogel Wingard’s hiring me. If there is I will know now.”


	“All in good time, Mr. Hawk. All in good time. Besides, you don’t want to miss the auction, do you?”


	I shrugged. Like I said, I didn’t like being a puppet but, for now, Irena held my strings.


	Chapter Eight


	Larry the Kidnapper


	After Renee’s confession, things started to happen fast. Irena guessed she didn’t have much time until Stockard decided to move in for the kill and take over the Realm. Workmen came in, cleared scrub, mowed grass and gave a new coat of paint to anything that didn’t move. Other craftsmen went over each large piece of heavy SM play equipment, swapping worn out parts or even replacing the whole thing. New stocks and torture racks were set up in dungeons, suspension winches oiled, steel spreader bars and cages shined and every piece of black leather polished.


	Irena ran here and there and oversaw every detail. The dom in her came out in a big way. She didn’t abuse the workmen, but more than once she told them how she wanted things, just so. It was impossible to hold a conversation with her longer than a few seconds as her eyes darted this way and that, ensuring that everything went just the right way, her way. Short of my just shaking her by the neck until she spilled her guts about Simone, (which wouldn’t get me the information I wanted anyway), I figured the quickest, easiest way was to play along. And the best way of doing that was to make sure the auction went well. That meant good PR and good PR meant the girls needed to look hot and sexy. So while Irena busied herself with coordinating the workmen’s efforts, I phoned Joel Kirby.


	“Today’s your lucky day,” I announced. “Whatever you’ve got lined up drop it and get over to Mistress Irena’s.”


	Kirby didn’t need any more details. He arrived less than an hour later, camera in hand and kept his excited nervousness in check while Irena went through his portfolio. Kirby’s tension wasn’t so much that he wanted to photograph beautiful women in bondage, (although that more than likely played a part in it), but once his photos of Irena’s well known girls got posted on the web a lot of people would see them, and more work would come his way. No longer would he be another struggling bondage photographer having to pay models with his photos to pad their portfolios.


	Seated behind her desk, Irena flashed through the photos on her monitor. She was one hard lady to read, as she didn’t show a negative reaction, but not a positive one either. But when she got to the more artistic shots and studied Kirby’s developing trademark of light and shadow, she slowed down. “There’s some good work here. Yes. Yes, I believe we can do business. I especially like this one. It’s Carmen isn’t it? She looks so different bent across that man’s knees. I’ve never seen her so at peace. Who is that man?”


	“Oh, just someone who showed up on the set,” Kirby said, with a quick glance at me. “I’m glad he did. That was a tough shoot.”


	“Tough or not I like the results.” Irena handed him his . “Artistic, beautiful and classy. That’s what I want. Get to it.”


	Kirby got. He set up in the main house’s biggest playroom, shot over two dozen girls and each photo just got better and better. He had a knack for finding the girl’s best quality, and not necessarily the breasts and ass, and accentuating it so that if she did have large breasts (or not) you didn’t care because of the way he highlighted that one special part of her. Some were tied up, others resembled leashed cats on the prowl, still others came off resigned as if they were just enslaved, yet all were incredibly hot, sexy and classy.


	Carmen’s came off the best. I watched on a little monitor hooked up to Kirby’s digital camera and none could match her heat. She wasn’t completely naked, like most of the others, but wore a simple, thin white garment that hung from behind her neck, spread out to cover her breasts and expose the bare space between them, then tapered down to her pussy and came up between her ass cheeks. It then wrapped around her waist a couple of times to tie off in back. A thin, black piece of cloth was woven into the part around her waist in front that, for some reason, she attached a lot of significance. I asked her about it.


	“That’s none of your business, Hawk,” she snapped. She was tied up to a pole, the white ropes cutting deep into her arms, waist, legs and ankles. stood by, ready to gag her with a wide, red cloth.


	Lights flashed.


	“That’s it!” Kirby whooped. “That’s the one.”


	It sure was. The monitor showed a fuming woman, her expression a challenge to someone (me) off camera that dared to make her slavery permanent. ’s gloved hands were also in the shot, the red cloth just inches away from silencing the challenging slave. Kirby took a few more, but there was no improvement on perfection. Later, when the photos were uploaded to Irena’s website, Carmen was on the welcome page.


	Kirby started to break down his equipment, but Irena had other ideas. “Hold on,” she said. “There’s one more.”


	She told me to clear Carmen out and the quickest way to do that was just toss her over my shoulder while still tied and gagged. Carmen didn’t like it but after what she said to me I wasn’t in a mood to accommodate. She kicked and squealed, but I calmed her down thanks to a few well-placed spanks from my bare hand on her bare ass.


	Irena and dragged in a young woman, naked except for her shiny, tight hood. On its outside a head harness with a wide, rubber bit split her mouth. No soft rope held her arms and legs together, but slim, tough rawhide, pulled deep into her delicate, pale skin. Bright red, thin marks crisscrossed her generous tits while more flared up and outwards from her shaved pussy area. Frightened eyes darted this way and that.


	Kirby couldn’t help but smirk. “Is this the ‘Hot Slut’?”


	“Just do your job,” Irena ordered.


	Some of the lights were already packed away so Kirby concentrated on even moodier, extreme close up shots. He shot one full body profile, but a close up in black and white of her looking somewhat downcast, her eyes welling up ready to make the mascara run, was the one Irena wanted.


	“Good!” Irena said. “, take Jane out and tie her up at the usual spot. Then whip her cunt some—”


	Irena’s cell chirped.


	“What! What now?” she growled. She flipped it open and before she could say anymore her face twisted in fury. Phone glued to her ear she strode out, her sharp heels click-click-clicking down the hallway, off to take care of some minor emergency. In a bit of a daze, since Irena’s departure just about sucked all the oxygen out of the room, we managed to get around to carrying out her orders. led “Jane Doe” back to the whipping post, Kirby finished packing away his equipment while I stood there numbly with a slave slung over my shoulder.


	“That package is bound to get heavy,” Kirby said.


	“Oh. Yeah, right.” I patted Carmen’s ass a couple of times. “C’mon, Carmen, I’m sure there’s some plug or vibrator around here with your name on it.”


	Carmen tried wiggling her way off my shoulder, but I wrapped my arms around her legs and waved so long to Kirby. It was getting near dark and I was hungry, but first I had to deposit this trussed up bundle somewhere. A sudden idea of leaving her struggling on the floor in the foyer for newly arrived customers seemed best, but before we got there rushed up.


	“Take this slave to Irena’s residence,” she said. “No questions! I don’t know what’s gotten into the mistress, but she nearly bit my head off just now.”


	“Is Carmen to be punished?” I asked.


	“Don’t know, don’t care,” said. “I’ve got to get two more slaves bound up and over there in less than thirty minutes or I’m going to have to take both their places.”


	ran off like a whip was snapping at her heels. Irena had never struck me as the kind to just start bitch slapping her girls around, but her mood had changed drastically when she took that phone call. Still, I did as asked and headed for Irena’s residence. On the way, we approached a moaning and still hooded Jane at the post. A spreader bar forced her legs wide apart and a medium length whip hung down from her collar, its many tasseled ends just above her shaved and scored pussy. I couldn’t help but stop a moment.


	I pinched a nipple and the tears at last spilled forth. “You think you’ve got it bad now? Just wait until the auction. I’ve seen how looks at you. Who knows? She might even bid on you herself, take you home and never let you out of bed. Then you can prove your ex-mistress wrong about how you’re such a lousy lay.”


	Jane sniffed and I patted her latex covered cheek. I trudged on and, through the double French doors, Irena directed me inside her living room.


	“Stand her there, in the corner, then get out,” she commanded. The cell phone was still surgically attached to her ear.


	“’s going to need help with the other two. I’ll find her and—”


	“No!” she said sharply. “I mean you’ve done a wonderful job. That photographer you called was excellent. But I need you to relax right now. You’re going to be my right hand for the auction and I don’t want you burned out.”


	“Really?” I said. “So having three slaves at once is going to reenergize you?”


	In spite of her obvious tension Irena managed a smile. “Something like that. Just go back to the main house. Stay there. Rest. How about I have clear out a dungeon and prepare a slave for you? Yes, that’s a good idea. Enjoy yourself tonight. I’ll see you first thing in the morning.”


	She snapped her fingers then shooed the hand at me in dismissal. I’m not sure I liked that. In fact, I know I didn’t, but I retreated while Carmen’s eyes flashed at me. (What? What had I done to her? Well, lately, anyway.)


	Now, I couldn’t say I was a good PI. if I wasn’t just a little bit curious (make that nosy) about this swift change of character from Irena. I mean, there she was, barking orders with the best of them, then this phone call comes through and she’s hopping like some scared jackrabbit. So I didn’t go back to the house. Instead when I reached the still tied up Jane I made a right turn into some bushes and hunkered down. Jane stared after me, probably wondering what was going on. So was I, but in a different way. And I was determined to find out, even if it took all night.


	I didn’t have to wait long. Jane saw them before I did, and her gagged “oommphhs” got louder as if to warn them about me, but didn’t pay her any attention. She rushed by, two slaves at the ends of taut leashes. They’re arms and legs were tied but the ankles free so they were forced into mincing steps while their full breasts bounced appreciatively. Behind their ballgag head harnesses I recognized them as Misty and Eva, two girls I had given approval to for the auction. Misty’s pale blue eyes were fearful, her long brown hair pulled back in a cute ponytail, while Eva’s auburn bangs just about covered her dark orbs. Anxiousness at the abrupt summons to the mistress’s house was plain on them both.


	Only they didn’t go into the house.


	led them around the side and their bare feet slapped on the patio, then kicked up fine dust on a narrow dirt path that fell into deep shadow.


	The sun was long gone by now so, with the reasonable security that they wouldn’t see me, and a quick farewell pinch on Jane’s nipple, I hotfooted it after and the girls. It was tough to keep up. They knew the path well, while I had to blaze my first trail along it in the dark. As it was, I nearly stumbled into a harsh light near the solid service gate.


	The gate yawned open and a blockish, white van stood close to the house. spoke softly but urgently to a large man near the windowless, open back doors of the van. He nodded a few times in understanding, then snapped open a couple of black canvas hoods and pulled them over Misty’s and Eva’s heads. A thin rope sewed into the hoods’ lining at the bottom and drawn around the neck insured that, no matter how much the slaves shook their heads, there was no way the canvas was coming off. While the large man climbed into the van, most likely to ready whatever ropes he needed to tie down the girls, dashed inside and brought out a very nervous Carmen. readied a hood for her, but before she could slip it on her cell phone beeped. She listened for a moment then tossed the hood at the van. It landed on the bumper and she briskly headed in my direction with a shouted promise to return or send help. I ducked back in the shadows and held very still as she passed no more than four feet away from me. As her boots scrunched away on the path I slowly counted to a hundred then boldly stepped into the light. I gave the large man a confident wave.


	“About time you got here,” he growled. “Give me a hand with these slaves. I could tie them all down myself, but The Bitch doesn’t want any bruises on them, unless she puts them there.”


	At my “Which one do we pack up first?” Carmen wheeled on me. She still wore the skimpy white garment but the thin, red cloth gag had been replaced with a heavy head harness like what Misty and Eva suffered under, only this one sported a square black panel and probably a large leather plug. Lucky for me because Carmen tried talking through it, tried to tell the van man that I shouldn’t have been there. Why she should be so upset at my presence I didn’t know, yet. And Carmen’s “Ooommpphhs” and “Uurrnnns” didn’t come off so much as a warning as an irritant.


	“Shut her up!” shouted the guy from inside the van.


	“She is shut up,” I replied, pointing out the obvious.


	“Then slap the hood on her. That should fix her.”


	I grabbed the hood off the bumper and quickly covered Carmen’s shaking head. She “Oomph’ed and squealed a few more times but, when I drew the rope around her neck it all cut off. She still vigorously shook her head and tried to get it off, but I spanked her ass a few times and she settled down.


	The man slid on back to the edge of the van. “You did that good, like you did it before.”


	I shrugged and said, “I know how to push a slave’s buttons.”


	The man smiled. “Most of the customers Irena sends to help me act like they know, but they don’t. Still, it’s their money. But it’s nice to meet someone who knows what they’re doing. Name’s Larry.” He extended his hand.


	I gave him my name and shook his hand. Playing along I said, “What’re we waiting around here for? Let’s get these slaves delivered.”


	Larry grunted assent and together we hoisted the girls into the van. I helped tie them down to a criss-cross network of thin pipes welded into the van’s windowless walls and generally sought to hurry things along, but not be too obvious. I didn’t know how much longer it would be until or the real customer who had paid for a slave delivery fantasy would arrive. As it was, when the last knot was tied and Larry got behind the wheel no one came rushing down the path. I climbed in next to him. The engine turned over and we rolled out into the night.


	“You ever make a run to The Bitch before?” Larry asked. The way he spoke I could hear the respect and fear he held for the mysterious lady.


	I answered in the negative.


	“Just follow my lead,” Larry said, trying to come off self-assured. “You’ve paid enough for this fantasy so enjoy yourself. But we also have a job to do. We get the slaves inside and make sure that everything else goes well.”


	“And if they don’t?”


	We turned onto a paved road. Oncoming headlights showed the tension in his face, the set of his jaw. “They always have. I’d hate to think what would happen if they didn’t. Especially tonight where we’re going.”


	
				
			*

	


	


	The van rode surprisingly smooth and I probably didn’t need to glance back a couple of times to make sure the slaves were okay, but I did anyway. Seated upright on their asses, Eva’s and Carmen’s legs stretched out to the opposite wall with Misty the same way between and opposite them. Larry had done a good job tying them down against the framework. There wasn’t much shifting of weight in the turns or accelerations and about the only movement they were allowed were their heads inside the hoods as they swiveled back and forth in a vain attempt to get their bearings. They all whimpered several times but when we came to a stop light I crawled back to the nearest slave, Eva, and slapped her tits a couple of times.


	After that the girls got real quiet.


	We navigated the twisty streets of Castellammare, Pacific Palisades, , and skirted between Bel-Air and UCLA on Sunset. I thought we were headed into the Hollywood Hills but then Larry turned the van south into a highly exclusive neighborhood of super expensive homes I knew too well. When we rolled down a certain familiar street in Holmby Hills, Larry caught my edgy manner.


	“What’s the matter?” he said, with a growing suspicion.


	“Ah, nothing. It’s just I know a few people that live around here.”


	“Yeah?” He stared at me hard and seemed ready to call me out for the imposter I was, but, for once, I was too suspicious. He misread my nerves for something else.


	“Here, use this,” he said. He leaned over to the glove box and pulled out a black cloth hood. It was a little wrinkled and sported two small eyeholes. “That’s a spare I offer customers if they’re afraid of being outed by someone at the delivery,” he said. “I got one of my own. Always use it.”


	I swallowed to relieve my stress. “Thanks.”


	“Don’t mention it. Here we are.”


	He turned the van into a steep driveway with a pair of solid wood gates, bound in iron. The blacktop curved to the left and terminated in front of a mansion. Under the dormer hung a morningstar lamp.


	Chapter Nine


	Mr. Sun


	We just barely just got our masks on in time before a little figure that I knew so well sauntered out and stood underneath the lamp. Rollins hadn’t changed much since my last time here, he acted just as run off his feet as ever. He told us to get the girls inside quick, then take the van around back before the guests arrived. Larry and I moved fast and soon, as he hid the van I followed Rollins while on separate leashes three unhooded, blinking slaves trailed after me through the marbled foyer.


	Eva and Misty acted familiar with the surroundings, even if they were still nervous, but I had to keep a close eye on Carmen. The idea that this wasn’t an easy four hour photo shoot had probably just hit her. More than once her leash went taut as she lagged behind the others. At last I had enough and threw Misty’s and Eva’s leashes at Rollins. I gathered up Carmen’s, my hand near her collar, and stretched her up on her toes. Behind the head harness straps just to the side of the nose her dark eyes bugged out.


	“You get it together,” I growled. “And don’t you even think about blowing my cover here.”


	Carmen nodded once, almost paralyzed like a real deer in the headlights, and I signaled for Rollins to lead on.


	As if I didn’t know where we were going. How many times had I trudged down this long hallway where a series of small rooms, “holding cells”, waited on either side? How many times had I pushed an almost panicky woman in to one, then left her alone in the dark? Her own imagination doing more to her than anything I might have, worrying about what was to happen. The little slide panels on the doors were still there too, to let in a thin block of light, to let them know there was still a world out there, but one filled with people that waited to delight in their suffering. Sometimes Stockard’s parties got so big that we had to double up in the cells, something that I almost did now by mistake anyway.


	While Rollins pushed Eva and Misty into their cells I strode by and stopped at the next nearest one. The sliding panel was closed and when I threw it back a pair of frightened eyes greeted me. Gagged whimpers floated out.


	Simone.


	She thudded a shoulder against the door, as if in demand to be released, and I got a partial look at her. Her shoulders were bare, suggesting the rest of her was too. Red bondage tape covered the lower half of her face while her hair straggled wildly down either side and partly over her eyes too. But once she got a good look at my mask, she backed away fast, bumped up against the far wall, then helplessly slid down to the bare floor. In the tiny light that bled in from the panel thin, white panties shone with thick leather cuffs locked just above her knees, wrists and arms. Simone shook her head no, several times. I guess she thought her latest master had finally arrived.


	Rollins slid the panel shut with a decided thud. “You will forget you ever saw that!”


	I stared down at him. Nodded once. I had questions all right, but not about Simone. Mainly I wanted to know why Irena was sending three of her girls to one of Stockard’s infamous parties when she hated the woman with a passion. Turned out Rollins answered me anyway. Well, sort of.


	“Wait here. I’ll come back and you and your buddy will bring out the slaves for the guests. Make sure they’re ready. Irena may be late in her payments to us, but that doesn’t mean Ms. Cuvier wants this substitute compensation unprepared and late to the party.” He left me there.


	The girls were compensation? As in money? Irena couldn’t make her cash payments on time to Stockard so she sent these three girls instead? No wonder she moved so fast when Stockard called. The Bitch had probably demanded that if Irena couldn’t pay then serve up a pound of flesh or lose the Realm. Irena said Stockard wanted an excuse to take over but by accepting this kind of payment, real slave flesh, at least that wouldn’t happen right away. And by the way Misty and Eva acted, it wasn’t the first time they had “paid” here. But why they all went along with it, I didn’t know.


	Before I might find out by questioning Simone, Larry showed up and asked if I was enjoying myself. I dutifully said yes. We checked on the girls a few times. Misty and Eva had calmed down somewhat, but Carmen was really working herself up into stage fright. She jumped when I noisily slid the panel open.


	Her nervousness wasn’t lost on Larry either. He disappeared upstairs for a minute, then returned and produced from his pants pockets three small egg-shaped vibrators. He kept two and gave me one. “You know where to stick this,” he said. “Do the tiny one.”


	“She’s going to need more than this,” I said.


	He winked at me. “Whatever. Just make sure she’s ready.” He clanged open the door to Misty’s cell.


	I so wanted to make a “mistake” and go into Simone’s. Confront her with what Deandra confessed about her setting up her own kidnapping, and that I wasn’t going to be her patsy. But time was short, so Carmen got my undivided attention.


	When I entered her cell she rushed to me and buried her face in my chest. For a moment I didn’t know what to do. Then my arms came up and protectively wrapped around her petite body. Tears stained my shirt.


	I unbuckled the head harness straps and a leather plug fell away, shiny and wet. Carmen looked up at me. Her lips trembled.


	“It’s going to be all right, isn’t it?” she said. “This isn’t really real, is it?”


	“You’re the one who told me she wanted to live out her fantasies, and get paid for them.”


	Carmen backed away. “I know, I know! But… But it was always safe. Even at Irena’s, I could call for help, make it stop. I…I can’t do that now, can I?”


	I shook my head.


	“You’ll be there, won’t you? Won’t you?”


	“I don’t know.”


	“Oh, please, please! I can’t do this! I wanted to help Irena, but I can’t…”


	Carmen wandered about the small room, her arms still tied, her legs still restrained at the knees. Her mind wasn’t anywhere near the present moment. Instead it was off somewhere, imagining the perils that lay before her tonight. She muttered over and over how Stockard had specifically demanded her. I gathered that Irena didn’t force her to go but also told her if she didn’t,. then Stockard would make sure she never modeled again. It was a similar situation with Misty and Eva. They weren’t models, but Stockard would have them tossed out of the auction and they would miss a big, fat payday. Irena told Carmen if she didn’t believe Stockard was capable of all that then all she had to do was look at me.


	“What did she mean by that, Hawk? How do you know this woman?” She paused and I saw her put two and two together. “You’re a pro rigger! I should have known by the way you handled that bondage shoot. No wonder Irena put you in charge of talent for the auction. Is this part of it? Some last minute test? Tell me it is!”


	“No. But Stockard takes her fantasies seriously. Like it or not, as long as you’re here, you’re a real slave girl.”


	“No!” She stumbled away from me, much like Simone did next door, and began to slide down the wall.


	I caught her and gently set her on the floor. “Trust me,” I said. “You can do this. You’ve got more slave in you than anyone else. You’re a natural.”


	“No, I’m not. I’m not!”


	“Shhh. Shhh.” I wrapped my arms around her again, stroked her head. “I’ll do my best to be there.”


	She looked up at me with new hope. “You will? Promise?”


	Her shoulders trembled with repressed emotion. I removed my mask and kissed her on the forehead. “I’ll try.”


	I pulled away, but her lips followed mine. Like the rest of her, they trembled and sought comfort, safety in the physical touch of another. As anxious as a virgin, if not outright petrified at her first real SM experience. She kissed me all over my face and I could actually feel her body heat rise, sense a hunger inside her that demanded feeding. I undid the shiny double clasp at the knees that kept her legs together and Carmen crossed one over on top of me, tried to shimmy her hips on top of mine.


	“No, Carmen. No, slave!”


	Just like that she stopped.


	“You’re right,” I said. “I know Stockard. Very well. And if there’s one thing I know for sure, she wants you ready, not all used up.”


	My hands parted her garment at the crotch. Before she could react, the egg vibrator was inside her.


	“Hawk? What is this? What are you… Oh! OH!”


	I adjusted the little control box dial that dangled outside on two thin wires. Up full, then back down, until I was sure it was at the right speed to keep Carmen on edge without pushing her over.


	“No! NOOOO!” Carmen’s legs kicked and I had a hell of a time getting them strapped back together. “Hawk, you bastard! Don’t you dare do this to me! You can’t!”


	“I must and I will. By the way, it may interest you to know that Fancy Desire is in the next room.”


	“What? She’s here?” My ploy worked. Carmen stilled for just a moment. The surprise that Fancy was so near gave me just enough time to get the leather plug back past her lips and fill her mouth. A couple of quick tugs on the buckles and she was ready. Almost. Her scowl at me from behind the straps wasn’t what Stockard wanted, I was sure of that. So another little adjustment on the vibrator, upwards of course, softened her right up. I stuck the box in front, at the part that wrapped around her waist with the thin, interwoven black cloth.


	I slipped my mask back on, and just in time. Larry barged in without even knocking, Talbert Rollins right behind him. “What’s taking you so long?”


	“Ready now,” I said and that satisfied him.


	I hoisted Carmen to unsteady legs. Rollins led the way, an arm under the equally wobbly Misty while Larry and Eva came up last.


	Rollins brought us to a large ground floor room in which I had strung up many a slave. It might have been used for banquets or even listening to chamber music, but Stockard had converted it to the torture of female flesh. Banquets had indeed been served there, and the rich wood paneled walls had soaked up the strains of Beethoven and Mozart, but always with bound, agonized women as the centerpiece. This was Stockard’s public play area and she loved showing off.


	Under Rollins’s direction, we bound the slaves to three small platforms in a wide triangular formation. Their knees pressed down on waxed hardwood while their ankles were brought up high in back and tethered to short, square posts that pushed in against their spines and ass cracks. Arms were looped over a crossbeam just below the shoulder blades then the wrists were locked together in front, underneath their tits. In the center of the triangle stood a red leather, wing-backed chair on a wide, round dais that could swivel to face any direction. Stockard’s throne. She sometimes sat up there, chin in hand and watched as I put a slave through her paces. At times she would deign to descend to add a torturous touch of her own. The slaves stared at the chair in fascination. Word had spread about Stockard and her almost legendary SM soirees, how she enjoyed slave screams. Now, to see some tangible piece of those stories held most of their focus. But then their attention was forced back to more present matters as Rollins checked their vibrators and turned each up a little. The slaves threw their heads back against the posts and squeezed their eyes shut.


	“Good, good,” Rollins said approvingly. “Irena sent three prizes tonight. And one of them Carmen St. John, no less. Didn’t think I recognized you? I saw you last week at Irena’s. When Ms. Cuvier found out you worked there, she specifically asked for you. Is a slave’s life all what you thought it would be? Hmmm?” He grasped her chin but Carmen pulled away. In spite of the vibrator and her fear, she still wasn’t about to give an inch.


	Rollins’s soft laughter echoed throughout the room. “Have it your way. At least until Ms. Cuvier and the guests arrive. Gentlemen, please stay and attend the slaves. I’ve a feeling tonight Ms. Cuvier may ask for assistance.”


	At that Rollins left and, at a nod from Larry, we retired to separate darkened corners. It wasn’t long before the well-dressed, beautiful people drifted in. Like Larry most of them also wore masks but a few, due to their already well-known racy reputations did without. I spied a male actor from a hit legal drama with a personal quirk for edginess, then a famous tattooed and leather clad female rock star and lastly a celebrity writer known for transgressive tales. They and the others sauntered in and tried to act so cool, so with it, even though they were eager to get the show on the road. A little over a dozen of them inspected the slaves from a safe distance, regarded them like unreal dream nymphs that would vanish if they got too close. For now they were content to stand back and watch the girls’ suffering faces. Except for one.


	A middle-aged, oriental man, power exuding from him, closely examined each slave. Without compunction his hands squeezed the slaves’ tits, not lasciviously, but more to test their resilience. He pinched a nipple here and there, even adjusted the vibrator control. Some of the other guests laughed nervously at his audacity, especially the women, but the oriental man’s clinical acts only served to clearly enflame their own lust and sadistic longing. Some of the more bold males started to test the slaves too. Things started to relax a little, but none took their eyes off the slaves for long.


	Until Stockard made her entrance.


	She always made a grand one and now was no different. Stockard swept into the room like Queen Sadista herself, dressed head to toe in a tight leather outfit, her hair slicked and pulled back as usual in a severe bun. Little flames of red make up swept out from the sides of her eyes to the definite hair line. On her right side, at the end of a gleaming, silver chain leash, stumbled a slave. I suspected it was Simone but couldn’t tell for sure as a sheet, tinged in the lightest red, was draped over her, gathered with rough, frayed rope around her neck. The rope crisscrossed her breasts and then wrapped around the waist. Holes were torn in the cloth for her eyes and tits. The sheet ended in a point just below her crotch and, like Carmen and the others, a small control box was held tight behind her waist rope with wires trailing down then back up to her pussy under the sheet. Stockard yanked on the leash and Simone stumbled forward again, this time landing on her knees beside the dais. Her puffy eyes glanced up at Stockard who immediately slapped her.


	“Keep those eyes down, slut! Or I’ll make sure you’re strung out even more before you’re allowed to cum.”


	Simone lowered her eyes.


	“Good. Keep them there. Now, Mr. Sun, if you’re quite finished testing the slaves’ tits, I’d like to see just how much more they can take.”


	The oriental man smiled in that oriental way, one that didn’t tell you anything of what he thought. But he took his time in finishing his assessment of the last slave, Carmen, then bowed to his hostess.


	“Most impressive,” Mr. Sun stated with no accent. “My compliments to your broker.”


	“Really?” Stockard said with a slow, sardonic smile. “And none to the one who arranged this evening? Or even picked out the slaves?” She pointed at Carmen. “You know who she is, of course?”


	“Yes, quite so,” Mr. Sun replied. “She is what you call an ‘up and comer’.”


	Stockard sniffed. “Maybe. But I’ll bet she’s just a poseur. Just look at this flimsy garment she’s wearing. No real slave would wear something like that. And what’s with this little black thing all twisted up in front of her waist?” Stockard started to unwind the thin, black rag, but Carmen tried to twist away and protect it.


	“Maybe it’s a burgee,” Mr. Sun said.


	“A what?” Stockard demanded.


	“A symbol of ownership. I’ve seen such used before by other masters and slaves. Maybe this slave already has a master.”


	“Really? Isn’t that charming?” Stockard said, dripping sweet venom. “I’ll change her mind.”


	A leather-gloved hand slid down the front of Carmen’s skimpy outfit then dove into the crotch. Fingers worked and Carmen turned her head away, but Stockard wasn’t about to bring her off just then. Her tongue flicked out to Carmen’s ear.


	“Where’s your master now, slave? Think he’ll protect you tonight?” Then Stockard clapped her hands at Larry and me. “Gentlemen, string up the sluts. Make the twats dance!”


	We moved fast. I let Larry take the lead while I pretended not to know how to suspend a woman upside down. At Larry’s direction I pressed a button I had pressed so many times before and from directly over each slaves’ position a stout, weighted cable descended. Larry swapped out the ankle cuffs for others designed for suspension and in less than ten minutes all their long hair hung down from their heads, no where near the floor. The girls’ squeaks and squeals of protest, their gyrations only served to raise the voyeurs’ sexual heat, especially Stockard’s. She shook out a short bullwhip and Carmen’s eyes got as big as saucers.


	“There are whips on the back wall for anyone who wants to join in,” Stockard said and she licked her lips. “All right, little Carmen St. John, let’s just see what you’ve got.”


	Stockard lit into Carmen and I discovered that since the Maria incident, Stockard still hadn’t developed any refined domming technique. The whip sliced through the air and across Carmen’s back, ass, the back of her thighs and then, as she bounced and slowly spun around, her breasts, stomach and front of her legs. Carmen cried out behind her gag and shook head in denial of the pain.


	Stockard suddenly stopped, then unbuckled and flung away Carmen’s head harness. It thudded against the wall near me and scattered saliva on the floor.


	“All right,” Stockard said. “You can dance. Now let’s hear you sing.”


	Stockard’s fury translated through the lash and a couple of loud cracks left the white garment torn across Carmen’s stomach.


	I scanned the room. Everyone focused on the scene that played out before them. Even though some guests had picked up a whip or a cat, maybe even hit Misty or Eva a couple of times, none touched them now. Misty and Eva hung in dreadful horror and well knew they were next in Stockard’s hit parade.


	“AAAIII!” Carmen screamed at the top of her lungs.


	Snap! Crack! Another solid hit, this one across both ass cheeks.


	“EEEAAAIII!”


	“Little goddam bitch! Is that all you have to say?”


	Crack! Crack!


	“Oh god! Goooood! Please, no. Noooaaaaiiiieeee!”


	Carmen turned about and spotted me in the shadows. Her eyes were red but the pupils were wide open, her nipples erect and from her crotch a stain spread on the garment. She pinned me with pleading eyes and, even though upside-down, in between cracks of the whip, I could still read her lips.


	Hawk. Hawk… “EEEEIIII!” Hawk, fuck me. “AAIIIIIEEE!” Fuck me. Please. “AAAOOOIIII!”


	Her body rotated away and the screams continued. I don’t know what made me do it, but I stepped toward her. My arm came up; ready to stop Stockard’s next swing. But someone else beat me to it. Stockard wheeled about.


	“There is much anger in you, Mistress,” said Mr. Sun. “Why is that? Do you also crave the lash? Isn’t there a master that can conquer you? That can satisfy?”


	Stockard shook the whip at him. “What I do privately—”


	“ – is none of my business. Forgive me for intruding on your personal life. But surely, you want to leave something of this slave for your guests.” He gestured at Carmen. “And there are two other fresh slaves. Can we not also hear their pleas for mercy?”


	All was still. Stockard was at the center of attention, yet I caught a slight flush, and not from her recent exertion. She coiled the whip and slowly ascended her “throne”.


	She gave a small, regal flick of a hand that took in the hanging slaves and the guests. “Please, everyone. Enjoy.” Her fingers hooked inside Simone’s rope collar and jerked her closer to the chair.


	The others got to it, timid at first, then more bold. Misty and Eva felt the kiss of several whips and cats, then were taken down, made to kneel and their ballgags removed. Eva got a new mouthful of wadding that filled out her cheeks and a tight cloth gag to hold it all in while Misty got a large ring-gag. Several women stuck their fingers inside Misty and her tongue snaked out occasionally to their giggles. Then the woman rock star nipple-clipped both slaves and linked thin chains to connect the four generous tits. Nothing too strenuous, but then the celebrity writer made each lean back until their tied wrists touched their bound, crossed ankles behind them. He cinched a rope over both bonds, thus keeping them bent backwards and to make the chains and clips pull against the each other, breasts stretched out to their limits. Several guests hung small led weights from the connecting chain between them. Eva managed to retain a certain serenity in her pain, but Misty’s screams through her ring-gag got louder with each new weight and the added strain on her tits. Someone set her vibrator speed up to the highest setting and soon her screams weren’t so much because of her tits, but of another kind that caused her whole body to shake. When she did, Eva squealed behind her gag as her nipples were forced to take the brunt of Misty’s orgasm, but then the actor turned Misty’s vibrator back down and turned up Eva’s. Her orgasm took much longer to build but it only made the anticipation of Misty’s inevitable tit torture all the more enjoyable. A few even started a little pool on just how high Misty’s screams would go.


	In the meantime a large, muscle bound man and a diminutive, sharp-featured woman got into a little contest of their own with Carmen to see who she could make cum first. Still hung upside-down she swung between them like a pendulum. The woman stood on a stool to compensate for the difference in height to the man and at the end of each swing they made her suck the man’s dick or lick the woman’s twat. Each was allowed to hold her head in place for a few seconds before swinging her back to the other. But as they both approached climax they weren’t so willing to let go of Carmen.


	“Hey, stop hogging her!” the man said.


	“Shut up and let me concentrate,” the woman shot back.


	“Goddammit, you’re cheating!”


	“Oh, all right. Here!”


	She pushed Carmen away who fairly bounced against the man’s hip. His hands clenched her head in a vise, his body tense. Then he threw his head back, teeth clenched.


	“Nouurrnn!” Carmen tried to turn her head away, but the man forced it back on his erect, red cock. Cum spilled from Carmen’s mouth and dripped into her hair.


	“I win! Here!” The man swung Carmen back then collapsed to the floor.


	Splat! Carmen landed against the woman’s crotch who shouted at the man, “Don’t you dare get me pregnant.” Then her legs clenched against the sides of Carmen’s head that moved slightly up and down as she licked the woman’s twat. Soon, the woman’s legs turned to butter and with a cry she fell, doubled up in her own climax.


	Carmen hung like a limp rag, hair matted in cum, lips shiny with pussy juice and her eyes filled with that thousand-yard stare. The crowd that had gathered around her drifted away, back to Misty and Eva who now were tied on their feet, legs bound to spreader bars. The celebrity writer had brought out a double-impalement pole, a single rod that branched up into a “U” that terminated in two thick dildos. Two men lifted Misty in preparation to impale her and, with everyone’s attention directed there, I slowly lowered Carmen. Gently her head, neck and shoulders rested on the carpet followed by the rest of her. Her mouth remained slightly open, while a little bit of cum trickled out.


	I knelt next to her and brushed her hair back behind an ear. She roused a little and kissed the back of my hand.


	“That one still has some spirit,” Stockard said from her throne. “Rape her.”


	I stared at her. Shook my head.


	“Don’t give me that. How much did you pay Irena just to tie up and help bring these slaves over here? Consider this a bonus.”


	I almost stood up, ready to tell Stockard that although she was used to ordering others about, I wasn’t one of them, but Carmen’s mouth got a hold of my hand. She lightly bit me. “Please, please,” she whispered. “Fuck me. Please, fuck me.”


	“There, see?” Stockard said in triumph. “You can’t rape the willing, so fuck the slut.”


	Carmen turned over on her back. Her doe eyes drew me to her and I couldn’t help myself. She lifted her hips, but it was that sweet, sweet face that beckoned me and down, down I went without any will of my own. My head wound up next to hers, on the nearer side to Stockard and Carmen whispered, “Rape me or I’ll tell.”


	Something twanged inside me. Maybe it was that gamma male thing, maybe I don’t like blackmail, either doing it or having it done to me, or maybe I was extremely disappointed in Carmen for trying. Whatever it was it made me yank Carmen up and bend her across my knee.


	Thwack, thwack, thwack, thwack! Like lightning my hand reddened both her ass cheeks. There wasn’t anything sensual about it, more like a child’s punishment. I tossed her over with a thump on her back and she stared up at me, shocked.


	I pointed a finger at her. “Don’t you ever try to do that again! Have I made myself clear?” I grabbed her hair and shook her head. “Have I?”


	“Y- Yes, sir.” Small and frightened.


	“Good. Now spread your legs.”


	Carmen didn’t move, so I helped her along, nothing rough, but firm enough to let her know I meant it. I didn’t tear off the little white garment, but loosed and slipped it away. The gentle action surprised Carmen even more and kept her sedate while I unzipped my pants. Her nipples were twin pink, flexible spikes and I pinched one then the other while with my other hand I guided my erect cock into her wet pussy. I held eye contact with her all the time until she broke it off when I thrust.


	I pushed deep into her, my cock harder than it had been in a long, long time. The heat in her pussy surrounded me like a sun that had gone nova. Her juices flowed over my cock like a burst dam. Each time I pulled back I couldn’t wait to thrust again.


	Carmen tossed her head against the floor, her hair a dark halo wildly spread about her. “Oh, Jesus! Are you like this all the time? Oh, fuck! Fuck! Give it to me! C’mon, c’mon! OH FUCK!”


	Her legs wrapped around my back, her hips ground against mine. If she weren’t already tied, I would have to stop and do it for my own protection. When Misty and Eva got back to the Realm and spread word of what happened none of the other girls would think of Carmen as only a shallow image. She proved now she was nothing less than a slave animal in heat, complete with incoherent growls and cries and a primeval drive to fuck, fuck, fuck!


	My cock turned into a fire hose, one hard continuous stream. Carmen screamed at the top of her lungs and her legs threatened to cut me in half. Long after I ran out she went on, her orgasm nothing less than a personal earthquake. Then, covered in sweat, her breaths at last coming back under control and, with a last huge effort, she lifted her head and whispered.


	“I’m sorry, I’m sorry,” she gasped. “I would never tell. Forgive me. Forgive me!”


	Her head fell back and she passed out.


	I used the white garment and dabbed away some of her sweat. All the guests stood around us. Stockard too, whose boots suddenly came into view on either side of Carmen’s still head. Simone knelt beside her mistress.


	I pulled out of Carmen and, with as much dignity as allowed me, zipped up my pants and stood. People drifted back to Eva and Misty, but Stockard remained and stared at me. Hard.


	“Take off your mask,” she said.


	Simone’s head swung up to Stockard, eyes wide.


	“Take it off,” Stockard ordered again. “Your voice reminds me of someone.”


	My voice? My voice! Shit, I had forgotten where I was when I spoke to Carmen. Everyone had heard me. Including Simone, Stockard and Rollins. But I found out Simone’s reactions weren’t due to her also suspecting who I really was, but because of Stockard’s order.


	“All right,” Stockard said. “If you won’t…” She reached up to my face. But again, I didn’t have to stop her. This time it was Rollins.


	“You can’t do that Ms. Cuvier,” he said. “You’ll break your contract with Irena.”


	“What are you talking about?” she demanded.


	“Just this. Your contract for her services states no non-consensual acts. Remove that without this gentleman’s permission and you break the contract. Which means you lose your investment in Irena’s business. Which means she doesn’t owe you a dime.”


	Stockard held still, then backed away with a devilish grin. “Yes. Of course. After all, if someone asked that I reveal my slave here I’d say no too.” Her hand wrapped around Simone’s choke collar. “But I will when the time is right. Yes, my little slut. Soon. Very soon. And then won’t people be surprised, and not just Irena.”


	The party went on some more after that. Stockard assumed her throne and allowed a couple of men to bend Simone over. They fucked her hard, but the sheet still covered her head. Afterwards, Simone’s head lay in Stockard’s lap, a look in her eyes not unlike Carmen’s. Misty and Eva were well used too. Bent over like Simone, their pussies up in the air, each girl lapped at several women in front of them on the floor while taking a series of cocks from behind. Even Larry got in on the act.


	The only ones who didn’t were Rollins and Mr. Sun. The oriental took everything in with a critical eye, not saying much. But Talbert Rollins stood away from it all, and his eyes never strayed from Stockard for long. I had seen that look before from him at many a party, but Stockard paid him no notice. The bulge in his pants was obvious, but he just wasn’t on her radar. No, Stockard didn’t think much of her little attorney, not in that way. She had other things in mind, like leading a stumbling Simone to a little, hidden door that opened out from the wall. Inside, for the briefest moment, one could catch all sorts of polished leather toys that hung on the wall beside a large bed. I had never gone in there, but sometimes during a party Stockard would leave her slave for that night, bound up, sweating in the dark, until she returned just before dawn. Or, if Stockard had the energy, she would remain and go at her all night. How many times since the kidnap had she taken Simone in there? Judging by Simone’s halting reaction this wasn’t the first time. But what was Stockard’s plan now? If to leave her alone, then maybe I could sneak in there and interrogate Simone, find out a couple more pieces of the puzzle. Maybe even try to sneak her out and back to Wingard.


	As these grand plans spun in my head I didn’t notice Mr. Sun’s presence. Not until he bowed to me.


	“I congratulate you on your technique, sir,” he said. “Unlike the others here, there is nothing of the amateur in you.”


	I nodded in acknowledgment. “Even a professional was once an amateur.”


	Mr. Sun smiled. “Well said. Yet I cannot wonder why someone of your talent—”


	“Perhaps we can continue this another time,” I said. The compliment from Mr. Sun was nice, but I didn’t want any more attention drawn to my bondage experience, not in Stockard’s house. As if on cue, I nodded at the last remaining woman who had just reached orgasm under Eva’s expert tongue. Larry gathered up her leash and jerked her away from the wet snatch. I also attached one to Carmen’s collar and pulled her up on weak legs. She wobbled a little, then found her strength.


	Mr. Sun got the hint. “Yes, you’re right. Some things are better discussed privately. Another time.” He discretely pressed a business card in my hand.


	He mingled with the others, some of whom lay sprawled on whatever piece of furniture was handy or the floor. Some even lazed on the bottom steps of Stockard’s throne, but she didn’t object when she came back out. Alone. Good. That meant Simone was alone too and probably would be for a while.


	Couples started to pair off, most heading upstairs to private rooms that Stockard provided for her guests. A few remained behind, notably Rollins and Mr. Sun. Larry gestured to me and I fell in step behind him, a stumbling Carmen behind me. Larry pushed Eva and Misty into their cells, and I prepared to do the same for Carmen when Rollins came bustling up.


	“No, that one isn’t done yet. In fact, none of them are. The mistress wants to make a special gift to Mr. Sun. She’ll meet you outside the guest suite. Take two of them there.”


	“Which ones?” Larry asked.


	“Doesn’t matter,” Rollins said irritably. “Draw straws, roll dice, I don’t care. “Just clean them up and get them there. The other one just leave as is. She’s for the mistress.”


	“Fine,” Larry said. He grabbed Carmen’s leash from me and held it to him. “Take this one.”


	“No,” Rollins snapped. “You take her.” With that he spun on his heel and took off.


	“Now, what the fuck was that about?” Larry asked. “You’d think he didn’t want anything to do with a piece of slave flesh.”


	“Oh, he does,” I said. “Just not any piece.” I took back Carmen’s leash. I gathered her close and she practically fell into my arms. “Can you handle Misty and Eva by yourself?”


	Larry stared at me as if he couldn’t believe what I just said.


	“Sorry. I don’t know what I was thinking.” Then a part of my own ego took over. My hand fixed itself in Carmen’s disheveled hair and she gasped. Larry watched amazed at my expert handling of a slave in a bent forward leading position.


	Larry muttered, “No way he’s a rookie.”


	Chapter Ten


	Stockard Cuvier


	A dazed Carmen struggled along, bent over, her head next to my waist. Cum encrusted hair hung down in front of her and obscured where I led her. A small plan to get to Simone, maybe even get her out of here based on an “innocent” misunderstanding, formed in my mind.


	In the foyer I pulled Carmen aside into an alcove and wrenched her upright. “You still want to find Fancy Desire?”


	Carmen roused at that. “She’s here? You might have told me—”


	Her voice rose and I clamped a hand over her mouth. Not the best gag, but it served.


	“Just play along. I’m taking you to her, but you’re going to take her place.”


	“Thagg pwash? Ot th phock arr uoo dalkeen ahbot?”


	“I’ve got to get her out of here. By the time Stockard knows it’s you we’ll be long gone.”


	“Ahnd den wot ahm eye suposh t’ dew?”


	I shrugged. “I haven’t figured that part out yet. But don’t worry.”


	“ wurree? I’ll give you something to worry aboummmpphhh…”


	While Carmen threatened me I removed my hand and stuffed one side of her mouth with a large wadding, then another on the other side for good measure. Jesus, that woman had a set of pipes! In between them I shoved in the large leather plug gag on her head harness, then buckled the straps tight around her head. With her flashing eyes and wild hair Carmen didn’t look so much like some slave woman as more a captured animal. She even struggled like one as I dragged her through the foyer. Finally I just picked her up and threw her over my shoulder. She thrashed about, but I let fly with a couple of well placed slaps on her ass. I was finding out fast that it seemed to be the thing to do to bring her in line. Carmen stilled, but when we got to Stockard’s little hidden room she started to visibly shake again. Not in protest this time, but fear.


	“It’ll be all right, I promise,” I whispered, hoping that would be true. I pushed on the spring catch door and, with a loud click I was sure everyone else in the huge house heard, it sprang back against my hand. No one came running, but someone did stir inside. I hooked my fingers inside Carmen’s collar and pulled her, halting stride and all, after me into a pitch black hole.


	The door behind us swung open a little more. Dim light that bled past us provided some guidance so we wouldn’t trip over anything. The door swung wider and a pair of round, large eyes stared back at us from under a white sheet. A low buzz filled the room and, in the middle of it, Simone stood. Her shapely legs trembled in a wide spreader bar while her arms pointed straight out in back from tight strappado. A pair of nipple clips with lead weights hung from her tits. Stockard must have really wanted to torture her tonight. If she climaxed and collapsed to the floor then the strain on her arms and shoulders from the strappado would only increase. If she fought it off then the torture on her legs got worse. What’s more, Stockard left Simone in total darkness, probably to strip her senses further and add a sense of vertigo.


	“Eeehhhmmm. Eeiihhmmm,” Simone mewled.


	I managed to find a light switch.


	An angry, red glow filled the room. It didn’t come from above but behind figurines set in recesses about the room. Normally I would admire them, works of art that showed women in the throes of painful ecstasy, but time was short.


	I unwound the rope about Simone’s neck and pulled the sheet down in front. The wide tape gag was next and it took me a while to get it undone, then out came several pairs of soggy panties. Simone worked her sore jaw, wisps of hair covering her face. She croaked, “Oh, god. Thank you. Thank you.”


	“You’re welcome,” I said and took off my mask.


	Simone stared at me in shock. “You? Oh, my god! What’re you doing here? How did you find me? Get out! Get out or you’ll ruin everything!”


	I stuffed a panty back in her mouth. “Not just yet, Ms. Jones, Mrs. Wingard, Fancy, or whatever the hell your name is. I want answers. I’ve already talked to your sister—”


	“Whaeet?” Simone half spoke half squealed behind the gag.


	“Why did you set up your own kidnapping?” I let that sink in, then again removed the panty.


	Simone turned absolutely poker-faced. “What’re you talking about?”


	I grabbed the back of her neck. “Don’t fuck with me! You talked your sister into taking your place with Wingard. Well, he noticed, as soon as Deandra started bitching about the pre-nup agreement. So forget the innocent act, especially now after that little outburst of yours. So tell me, how is my being here going to mess up your plans? Afraid I’ll go to your master and tell him you set this whole thing up just to get away from him? Bleed him dry? What for? You’ve already got plenty of money of your own.”


	Simone pressed her lips together.


	“You want to play that way, fine.” I let go of her neck, gathered the lead weights in my hand and pulled.


	“Aaaiiihhh! No, don’t! Please!”


	“Start talking, beauty.”


	“It wasn’t my idea! It wasn’t!”


	“Sure, that’s what your sister said. Try again.” I slapped her drawn out tits.


	“Eeeeaaaahhh! No, no, please. It wasn’t me! I just followed my master’s orders!”


	I let up on the weights’ pressure. “Wingard? This was all his idea? But he hired me to rescue you!”


	“You weren’t supposed to find me! You were just window dressing so Stockard would think she actually got away with kidnapping me. And in case anything went wrong.”


	My blood chilled. “Went wrong? What the hell do you mean by that?” Simone averted her head and this time I not only pulled down on the weights again, but also turned up the vibrator.


	“Eeeeiiihh! No, please, please. Oh, god, no more. No more.”


	“The truth, Simone!”


	“My mast…Oh, god, gooood!” She squeezed her eyes shut, locked her knees as she sought to repress an orgasm. “My…My master…wants…”


	“What? What!”


	“Stockard.”


	My hands fell away from Simone and I blindly stepped backwards until I bumped into Carmen. The only sound was Simone’s vibrator.


	Simone choked back a cry, then her bright eyes spun on me. “You just don’t get it, do you? You’re the one blamed if anything, anything, went wrong with the kidnapping.”


	“But why?” I slapped her tit again. “Why set this whole thing up?”


	“I don’t know! I don’t know. My master gave me an order. I didn’t ask why!”


	My mind raced, trying to connect the dots. Wingard said he was on the ropes financially; he needed Simone’s money to keep him afloat. But he, at least to Stockard’s point of view, lost his slave and control of her money to Stockard, unless…


	Unless it was all a fake. Just like the kidnapping.


	The dots suddenly connected and I think I saw the big picture. Were they were trying to financially break Stockard? But how? With her investing heavily in Irena’s business, then somehow pull the rug out from under her?


	And my being on the case? That was a distraction for Stockard, to keep her mind off the fact that she really didn’t control Simone’s money. To that end, they made sure Stockard saw me at Simone’s pick up point in the woods. Knowing our mutual hatred for each other there wasn’t any way Stockard would not try to get at me, like with the blow to my head, or my not trying to find out how she was involved. Only I probably didn’t move fast enough on the initial investigation for Wingard, which is why he “hired” me with a veiled promise of a return to the S&M fold.


	And if Stockard figured out they were trying to ruin her, then I’d get the blame for the kidnap, all on my own. Twin sister Deandra would deny coming to my office and Simone would play the part of a real victim. Given my reputation, it wouldn’t be hard for anyone to believe. And Stockard would come out like some sort of “heroine” rescuing the poor damsel and returning her to her master. Then she and Wingard would square off again at some later date, in some other game of cat and mouse.


	I stood rooted to the spot. Played for a fool.


	Goddammit. Try to do the right thing and get spit in the face. Just like with Maria. Just like –


	Carmen raced past me and practically body slammed into Simone. The bound and vibed slave struggled to stay on her spread feet from the blow as her arms nearly pointed straight up. Carmen then spun around, her fingers groped for the vibrator and cranked it up to full. It buzzed like a bunch of angry hornets.


	“I’m not the only one who wants a piece of you,” I finally blurted to Simone. “Those must’ve been great modeling jobs you and your sister stole from Carmen.”


	Simone grit her teeth. Her eyes rolled to the back of her head. She wasn’t going to stop this orgasm.


	“Ooooohhhhh! Ooooohhhh nooooo! Noooo! I’m not ready yet!”


	“Oh, yes, you are. You’re more than ready.” I shoved all the panties back in her mouth, wrapped the tape around her head and aligned the sheet hood. Simone’s eyes blazed but I didn’t give a fuck. She lifted her legs, her shoulders taking her full weight, her spread feet pinwheeling as she spun slowly in place. A whole body racking orgasm took her and her throated, muffled screams worked in an uncanny counterpoint to the vibrator’s relentless buzz. One foot found the floor but then rose again with another orgasm, and then another. The lead weights bounced, her tits swayed, and Simone shook her head in ecstatic pain.


	I slipped my mask back in place. “Most guys would just blow the whistle and ruin this whole game you got going, but Bastard Vogel and Bitch Stockard will again start up this whole elaborate web of deceit. And whether I was supposed to find you or not, I was hired to do a job. I ain’t got much going for me, even if I’ve been set up as a patsy, but at least I never ran out on a client.”


	My voice had dropped to a near whisper. I’m not sure Simone heard me; most likely not with blood pounding through her ears. Or Carmen either, she was still too busy trying to kick Simone. But I barely spoke my piece before my throat got too thick to continue. Hey, what can I say? Betrayal is a bitter pill to swallow.


	“You’re not running out now, are you?” said someone behind me.


	I spun around and there was Rollins. He strode into the room like he owned it. “I’ve been looking for you. What happened? There must have been a mix up. You obviously thought this was where you needed to bring the slave.” He gestured at a now stationary Carmen. “Or maybe you thought you’d check out the slave already here. She is a hottie.”


	Simone still rotated and the orgasms still attacked her.


	“But the mistress’s room is upstairs. Let me show you,” he slowly ended as if he didn’t think we had gotten lost at all. He gathered up Carmen’s leash who pulled back but Rollins, in a surprising show of strength, yanked her to him. “The Bitch has plans for you and you, too,” he said to me.


	He escorted us out the door, switched off the light and left Simone in darkness. As the door shut we still heard her muffled screams, the creak of the ropes as she twisted this way and that, and the loud vibrator buzz. We followed him up the wide staircase, past many rooms where we heard more screams or low, quick moans, and down a long hallway to another room with which I was very familiar. It wasn’t the one I found Stockard in the night that Rollins drove me here, and later where I found Maria. No, this one was hidden away from the eyes of other partiers, behind soundproof walls. A place where many times she screamed under my whip, railed against the tight ropes, teetered on the brink of sexual exhaustion, shrieked through bitter tears and begged me to rape her. But it wasn’t a crawling slave that waited for me tonight. No, this was the in-control-of-everything Stockard, still dressed in her leather cat suit, arms crossed, spike heeled booted feet planted firmly apart.


	“About time you got them here,” she snapped at Rollins. He didn’t reply but I sensed his repressed anger jump tenfold.


	Stockard turned to me. “My lawyer says I can’t force you to do anything, like take off your mask. But there’s nothing to stop me from moving in on Irena’s place right now and taking over. She’s way behind on her payments, which is why the slut is here.” Carmen stirred but the gag stopped whatever comment she tried to make.


	“But you don’t want to do that, do you?” Rollins said.


	Stockard flashed a look at her attorney, as if she were surprised he was still there. “No, not yet,” she tightly said. “But I’ve heard about this little auction and I wanted to see just what all the shouting is about.”


	“You got an eyeful downstairs,” Rollins said.


	“Those two holes?” Stockard waved her hand in dismissal and drew near Carmen. “But when I saw this little thing hanging upside down, and how she reacted under this one’s hand,” she pointed at me, “then I knew Irena was getting secret help.”


	I didn’t move, didn’t speak. Stockard knew who I was, she had to, or be so close to knowing that it almost didn’t matter. Almost.


	“What is your desire, Ms. Cuvier?” Rollins asked.


	Stockard got right up to me. “Like you said, Mr. Rollins, I got a good look at the merchandise Irena sent, but I want another look at this one’s style. And if he is who I think he is, then Irena will be out looking for a new place. Tomorrow.”


	Stockard knew my style, my tricks of domination too well. Even the way I held a whip.


	“Take down the slut, make her scream,” Stockard ordered and removed Carmen’s head harness.


	Carmen spit out her wadding. At me. “This idiot couldn’t even dominate a drunk into taking a drink. He acts all tough but he’s a pussy! Yeah, you heard me, you pussy! You strut around the place like you’re hot shit, that only you can decide which girl goes up for sale. They act like they’re scared of him. But you know what, cocksucker? As soon as you’re done, as soon as their little cries of ‘Oh, master, master’ fade away and you leave, they laugh behind your back. And how about Jane Doe? She really pulled one over on him. Thought she was this little southern virgin, all sweet and nice and she turns out to be the biggest whore of them all! You want him to top me? That little nob of an attorney you got there has more balls than—”


	I rushed Carmen, my heart pounding, blood racing. I wasn’t in any mood for Carmen’s fuck ass taunts. My hand grasped her throat, choked off the insults and drove her up against the wall.


	“All right!” I whispered with a dangerous edge. “You want to prove you can take whatever’s thrown at you, you goddamned model. Now’s your chance!”


	Carmen’s mouth worked but nothing came out. Her eyes almost popped out of her head, but they stayed there as I threw her down to the floor.


	Carmen coughed a few times and struggled to a half upright position. “What’s the matter?” she rasped. “Can’t stand the truth?”


	I grabbed a whip from the wall, a long, tan snake that terminated in a couple of nasty blades with knots tied at the ends. I let fly and the whip cracked across Carmen’s bound arms, then again over the shoulders, around the ribcage, diagonally on the ass and crossways over her scrambling legs. In spite of my fury Carmen still held a defiant attitude.


	“Oh, c’mon…AHHHHH! C- C’mon, is that the best…AIIIEEE!...the best you got? EEEIII! Pansy! You fuck- AAEEEIII! Fucking pussy!”


	I didn’t let up. My blows fell from every angle, I didn’t care where I hit, or what, just as long as it was flesh. Soon, the whistle and crack of the whip and Carmen’s fearful pants were the only sounds in the room. Even Stockard didn’t utter any sounds of delight at Carmen’s punishment. Her eyes were bright, like that night she did Maria but, hard core bitch that she was, she had taken on a certain pallor. I turned back to my slave, her frightened eyes peeking out from underneath wild hair and dragged her out to the middle of the room. I placed Carmen on her feet.


	I clamped her by the back of the neck. “Don’t you fucking move!” I hissed, then stepped back a few feet. I flung loose with another tirade that smacked across her generous breasts. Her tits sported angry red stripes from my fore- and backhands and grunts reluctantly fought their way through Carmen’s gritted teeth, but she held her ground. Then one knotted blade landed across an erect nipple.


	“AAAAAAIIIIIIEEEEEEHHHHH!


	Carmen’s scream reverberated off the paneled walls. I paused and her heavy breaths were the only sound. My hand slowly fell, the whip coiled around my feet. Carmen gazed at the ends with limpid eyes and, just for a moment, I saw right through to her soul. It told me of lonely nights, of struggles with whatever man she was with and how they never satisfied her, of how she wanted, no, needed, a firm hand, a rough kiss, a hard fuck.


	I approached her slowly, slowly. Those eyes never left me, but they clouded over, guarded now. I slapped her again and she nearly lost her balance, but Carmen held on like she always did. Just barely now, but she managed to straighten and raise her chin, ready for another.


	I leaned in and whispered, “Spread your legs.”


	She didn’t flinch, didn’t bat an eye as I stepped back. Carmen knew what was coming, knew she couldn’t do anything to stop it; much less try, but that didn’t make it any easier.


	I flexed the whip in my hands, glared at her from behind the mask.


	A little to begin with, then a little more, then at last, like the Red Sea parting, almost defiant, she planted her feet wide apart. But when I tested the whip for distance, and it cracked less than a foot from the inside of those tender thighs, whatever rebelliousness within her fled.


	“Puh- Puh- Please. Don’t. Please, don’t,” she begged in a small voice.


	Craaack! Just inches from flesh.


	“No, don’t! Pleeeaaase! I’m…I’m too sensitive there! I can’t! I tried to let whip me there, but I can’t. Please, nooo!”


	“You tried to let whip you?” Stockard said, stunned. “Then this is the perfect time.”


	She lunged to take the whip but I flung my whip arm up and knocked her back. Its roundhouse arc continued and landed –


	Right on Carmen’s cunt.


	Carmen flung her head back, mouth wide in shocked silence then, lungs filled to capacity.


	Raw. Blood-curdling. I had never whipped a woman’s pussy, so I had never heard a scream like that. Still screaming Carmen fell to her knees, then toppled on her back and writhed on the floor. Her hips flung this way and that in a vain attempt to relieve the sudden fire on her nether lips. At last, through the incoherent screams words formed.


	“Fuuuuuucccckkkk! You bastard! You FUCKIN’ BASTARD!!!”


	I couldn’t help myself. I threw aside the whip and fell on Carmen. She tried to struggle out from under me, but I pinned her shoulders and drove my hips between her clenched tight legs. I wedged mine in and eventually my thighs strained against hers. Carmen’s little feet pounded flat on the floor.


	My hand reached down to my zipper.


	“Oh, no, you don’t!” Carmen yelled. “Forget it, you cocksucker! Not after what you did! Get off me! Get…the…fuck…off!” Carmen punctuated each word with a jab of her hips or shake of her shoulders to throw me back. But I pressed with all my weight and it was no contest. She was laid open and there wasn’t anything she could do about it.


	Except curse. Which she did. A lot. In between vague threats of getting back at me, telling Irena what I was about to do and just outright full on dock worker language I had never had my personal heritage so thoroughly questioned.


	“Fuck, she’s got a mouth,” said an amazed Stockard.


	“Yeah, and wouldn’t you love it sucking on you?” Carmen said to her. “Only when I’m done you’ll have to look for a new twat because I’ll spit yours all over this room!”


	I pushed my fingers in Carmen’s mouth, partially down her throat and pressed on her tongue. She gurgled a little and stared up at me, but she shut up.


	Stockard dropped next to us. A hand entwined in Carmen’s thick hair near the roots and she dully thudded Carmen’s head on the carpet. “I’m tired of this,” Stockard said to me. “Finish her.”


	Stockard’s order was too late. Already my cock had sprung out and its purple helmet sought Carmen’s pussy. I reamed her, my hot cock barely a match for the slick heat that surrounded it. Carmen grunted deep in her throat, tried to turn her head away, but my hand in her mouth and Stockard’s grip prevented that. She tried to squeeze her eyes shut but Stockard slapped her more than a few times and commanded them to open. Carmen at last did so and her glare almost bored two holes right through me. But I didn’t care. All I knew was my cock and that I wanted her, needed her. She was so fucking hot! Her warm mouth around my fingers, her soft, wet tongue swirling about my rough knuckles, those strange come hither go away eyes that demanded a conqueror but also rebelled at any attempt, her pussy so soft and absolutely sopping with need, need, NEED TO , CUMCUMCUMCUM!


	I shot like a cannon. Fuck! There are orgasms, and then there are explosions. Like when I had Carmen before, I almost passed out. What was it about this woman that she kept doing this to me? I pulled my hand away from her mouth and tried to steady myself above her, but my arms gave way. My head landed besides hers and through the pounding in my ears I heard Carmen’s gasps, then her shrieks, not of painful pleasure but another kind, as she also let loose, her body shaking underneath mine. Her legs wrapped around my hips, I think she kissed me on the earlobe. For a moment there was peace. But only a moment.


	Stockard stood over us. “Humph. I ordered Irena to send me her best tonight and if this is it, then I’ve got nothing to worry about from this auction.” Then she gave me an intent stare. “I also thought you were someone else. But from what I’ve seen here your style of domination is no where like…like…ah, fuck it.”


	She turned on her heel and stalked out in a huff.


	I packed Carmen up, minus her little garment but with the head harness firmly back in place. Before I slipped the hood over her I caught a glint in her eye and right then I knew I had been played. Carmen had pushed my buttons so that when I whipped and raped her it wasn’t like anything Stockard expected. Stockard didn’t see ol’ Garrett Hawk and his well-known brand of domination, but a stranger who let his passions run rampant. And, thankfully Stockard wasn’t the only one fooled…or so I thought.


	Rollins remained silent as I led Carmen back to the van where Larry and I loaded her beside the already bound up Misty and Eva. Then, just as we were about to leave, he discretely slipped us a couple of small brown envelopes. But he pulled me aside and said, “I tried to get in touch and give you this before. But I guess you were too angry to talk to someone you considered an enemy. I hope this proves me a friend.” In each envelope was a sheaf of several hundred-dollar bills, our “tip” for the night to buy our silence was all I could guess, but in mine also was one of those tiny ’s, and on it was written a single word. Maria.


	Chapter Eleven


	When we got back Irena was pissed off, to say the least.


	“What the hell were you thinking!!!?” Irena yelled from behind her desk, hands formed into fists as she pounded the mahogany surface. “I can understand if you were worked into the ground and weren’t getting any rope and pussy, but that’s your job here! You could have ruined everything!”


	“Where have I heard that before,” I mumbled.


	“Shut up, Hawk,” Irena snapped. “I gave you all this, and I can take it away.”


	“And I’ve heard that before too,” I said, keeping a lid on my anger and slowly coming around the desk. “I don’t like being threatened, especially when people don’t play straight with me. You aren’t anywhere near paying off Stockard, are you? Because instead of cash you’re sending slave girls over there as payment.”


	“And I might have had some cash if you hadn’t hitched a ride. I had that shotgun spot sold to a customer!”


	“You need cash? Here.” I threw down my “tip” money. “Only tell me: Where’s yours going? Your dungeons are filled on weekends and most other times too. And your rates aren’t cheap. So what’s going on?”


	Irena looked away.


	I let her think for a moment, stew over what kind of story she might spin, but I was used to getting confessions. Granted at the end of a whip, but the underlying principles were still the same. Give them time to come to terms with the truth, then provide a gentle nudge. “Irena, you don’t really own this place, do you?”


	Irena cast down her eyes and sank into her padded swivel chair. The iron mistress was on the verge of tears. “No. Not technically. I’m the managing partner. Just when I think I’ve got enough to make a dent on what I owe Stockard the money’s skimmed. I’m left enough to give her something, but not to pay her off. And sometimes she invests even more money so I fall even further into debt.”


	“And Stockard tightens the screws. Yeah, I get it. But can’t you tell this other partner to fuck off?”


	Irena bitterly laughed. “Oh, I wish I could. But this person helped me when I ran into trouble with a scene in . Don’t ask me for details. It’s enough for you to know that I had to leave fast and with travel restrictions these days that wasn’t going to happen, not through regular channels. Then this person came along with an American passport in my name. I was promised safety in exchange for running this place and a vague hint of one day owning it outright. Almost too good to be true. Turned out it was. It seems like my partner wants this place to go further into debt. There’s only one real slave here, and you’re looking at her.”


	I sat on the edge of Irena’s desk. “So, you’re getting squeezed. All right. But I did pick up one little tidbit of information from Stockard. She thinks you can’t pay her off from this auction, based on who you sent over last night.”


	Irena made a disparaging noise with her lips. Some of her fire returned. “Those three women were the best she’s had in ages. The best ever. Especially Carmen.”


	“Yeah, she was impressive,” I said, and visions of a thoroughly dominated Carmen last night ran through my head. Silence fell between us, and I caught Irena studying me. “Uh, I mean Stockard was impressed, sort of.”


	“Yes, of course,” Irena said with a tiny, knowing smile. “But I also know Stockard and she probably has something up her sleeve for the auction. Something nasty.”


	I picked up her phone. “Then we better make sure we have something up ours. And not just for Stockard but this mysterious partner of yours. What did you say his name was?”


	“I didn’t.” And the way she said it I wasn’t about to find out anytime soon.


	
				
			*

	


	


	Auction night. The day was warm, almost hot, but with the sunset behind the overhanging mountains a cool, crisp air with a faint tang of sea salt drifted in from the ocean. Bright blue, yellow, red and white potted flowers spread everywhere basked in torchlight. A large pavilion reminiscent of a southern revival with broad mint green and snow white stripes sprang up to the bangs of hammers and whirs of drills in the pony play field. Underneath the canvas immaculately white wooden chairs were unfolded before a stage and on either side of a long runway.


	The guests arrived well before the dungeon galleries were open and more than a few wanted a sneak preview of the girls prior to the auction, perhaps even get a private demonstration. “Just between us friends,” some said as money tried to change hands. But no one got beyond the wine and cheese in the waiting room. I made sure of that. Irena wasn’t kidding when she said I would be her right hand man because she wasn’t anywhere near the waiting room, at least while the guests piled up. She was back at her house, or out at the pavilion, or in the dungeons solving a host of last minute problems. So it was up to me to keep everyone placated and in one spot. But making nicey nice wasn’t exactly my forte. Add to that a hectic week of “What do we do now, boss?” from Joel Kirby, Larry or some eager to please slave and then one too many bribe attempts in less than an hour, and I lost my temper a little. Well, maybe more than just a little.


	I cracked a whip against a sculpted figure of a scourged woman where it left a definite score mark all its own. The whip’s crack in that close space exploded like a firecracker. “No one is getting in until Irena says so,” I announced. “And if any of you got a problem with that, there’s the front door.”


	The room got quiet. All these people had money. A lot of it, and they didn’t quite know how to handle someone talking, no, yelling, at them like this. They stared at me like a bunch of scolded children, then returned to their drinks and small talk.


	“Good job, boss,” Larry said to me. “Let them know who’s running things.”


	Larry and Joel Kirby were my assistants. After I got Joel the job of photographing the girls, he was completely loyal to me while Larry was just grateful to be present. The day after our little trip to Stockard’s, I called him up and gave an insider’s tour of the grounds. When he discovered my identity he wasn’t angry at being duped, but pleased with himself.


	“I knew there was more to you than just some wannabe rigger,” he said knowingly. He touched the side of his nose. “I can smell talent. Like that little thing you had at the Bitch’s. She’s good, but still raw. But that one,” he pointed at the hooded Jane Doe tied to her public post, “she’s ready to go for a mint. Put her near the end of the auction. Work the bidders into a frenzy with the previous sales and she’ll get a high bid.”


	“Really?” I said. “And I suppose you could also tell just what order to trot out the slaves so they can fetch the best prices?”


	Larry acted a little too self-modest. “Oh, I don’t know about that…”


	“I do.” And that was it. Larry helped set the line up, and I got an extremely trustworthy assistant. Which I needed now with all those dirty looks I got from the guests.


	Larry’s bulk was considerable. He wasn’t fat, but there was a lot of him, and his arms resembled Popeye’s, probably as a result of tying and hefting all those women into his van. He crossed those huge forearms and fixed everyone with a steely glare. They all stayed away from him and kept to one side of the room, gathered in tight little cliques. But just when it appeared things were about to settle down stirs swept the room as another set of “guests” arrived. Both of whom I knew. One entered standing up while the other stumbled along at the end of a chain leash, legs securely tied at the knees. A steel bar ran up from her leather cuffed hands and elbows to disappear under long, beautiful blonde hair and terminate at her locked on collar. A wide strap around her lower face, part of a complex head harness, gagged her mouth. Four tiny silver studs shone around the mouth area with a slight bulge in their center, the only indication of what was probably a large dildo inside. A flowing, red chiffon dress covered her shoulders and left just a hint of cleavage. It terminated just above her knees, leaving the lower legs exposed while she sought to balance on shiny red high heels. Diamond earrings caught the light in a flashy prism and a long, elegant blue pearl necklace dangled in front. Deandra Van Acker was perfect in her part of Lady Slave as was Vogel Wingard cast as Master Bastard. He dragged her past everyone on a haughty promenade and when they strolled past me, Wingard quickly winked. He started to say something, but then another familiar voice cut in on their little drama.


	“Nice touch, Vogel. Too bad you didn’t have the balls to do your up wife like a real slave.”


	Wingard’s face contorted in anger just for a moment, and, in that instant, I saw right through him, past his carefully constructed façade of self-control. The person who spoke stirred deep feelings inside him, the kind that aroused extreme hate or extreme love. Then the façade returned, inscrutable and, with a frozen smile, he confronted the woman who spoke.


	I shifted to make sure there were plenty of people between us so I might hide. No sense in having Stockard see me now and call Irena’s loan due, not with the auction so close. Yet, through small spaces I managed to see that Stockard had not come alone to the auction. Like Wingard, she had a slave behind her.


	Whereas Deandra wore clothes, Simone was no less dressed for the occasion, although in a much different way. A wide leather belt with several D-rings encircled her waist and a crotch strap plunged down to her pussy. Wrists cuffed to the belt allowed her fingers to uselessly twirl in the air while a sturdy black dowel stuck between her bent elbows and back kept her arms from flapping around. A leather head harness, not unlike Deandra’s, framed her head, but underneath was a black spandex hood with only the tiniest slits for the nose and eyes. Simone’s blonde hair exited through a hole on top and cascaded down about her shoulders, just about the only coverage she had for her tits which didn’t work out too well. Stockard led her around by a rough hemp rope tied around her neck in a hangman’s noose and her hair flew this way and that. But even though Simone was hung out there for everyone to see, she remained quite anonymous. Except to me and Wingard. It was obvious Wingard knew just who the slave was, but he wasn’t about to give Stockard the satisfaction of her knowing that he knew.


	“A new slave, Ms. Cuvier? The way you go through them makes me wonder if it isn’t that you get bored too easily or that they do.”


	Stockard’s free hand clenched at her side and she appeared ready to slap Wingard. Instead she jerked on the rope and Simone fell to her knees beside her mistress.


	“I just got her a few weeks back,” Stockard blithely said. “Isn’t it interesting that she has the same kind of hair as your slave? And similar builds. Now, what would you make of that?”


	“Well, this is , Stockard. There are a lot of potential blonde slaves running about. And a lot that need the right kind of training. Not the kind you give.”


	“Really? Tell me, Mr. Wingard, has your slave ever cum like this before?”


	Stockard pulled out a little black box and pressed a red button. Simone’s head snapped back and her whole body stiffened, like she had been electrified, but everyone heard the vibrator buried deep in her pussy underneath the crotch strap. Simone held her position for a brief second, then toppled onto her side and flipped to her back. Her hands curled into tight fists while her shoulders rolled on the floor. A plaintive squeal deep in her throat steadily rose above the vibrator’s relentless buzz. Simone flopped all about, like a fish out of water, thighs squeezed against each other while below the knees her feet spread out at odd angles and in fits and jerks slapped the floor. Then, just as at the beginning, Simone’s body turned rigid, her back arched, and the squeal transformed into a deep cry. Stockard turned off the device and Simone rolled onto her side, curled up in a tight ball. Around the eyes the black spandex was wet. All was quiet.


	“Anyone can shove a vibrator up a cunt,” Wingard said.


	“Anyone can,” Stockard said. “But not everyone knows when it’s the right time to turn it off and on, or for how long.”


	Funny, but to me that last part didn’t seem so much like a defense of her methods, but more like a challenge. What was it between these two? Did they hate each other that much? Or was it more like she wanted him, but knew his heart was already given away and couldn’t stand that someone else had gotten it? That sounded like the Stockard I knew, if you wouldn’t play ball then she would make your life a living hell. And right now that meant showing Wingard that she could get an intense orgasm out of Simone, one that he had never come close to getting.


	Wingard flipped a hand in a dismissive gesture. “If you need a vibrator to get a slave to cum, then maybe you’re not such a good…”


	I felt a tap on my shoulder and I left Wingard and Stockard to their dominant spit ball game. The tap was from Joel Kirby who informed me that the dungeon galleries were finally ready. I told Larry to make the announcement, slipped out of the room and hooked up with Irena near the pavilion.


	She wasn’t even changed yet as she still ran around in sweats and attempted to micro manage the hell out of everything. In the middle of a sentence to some frazzled slave I grabbed her by the arm and dragged her toward the private residence.


	She tried to break out of my grasp. “What’re you doing? What’re you doing???”


	“You’ve got twenty minutes to get changed,” I said.


	“Twenty…? There’s no way—”


	“Nineteen!” I said as we trod upstairs. “And if you’re not ready then I’m coming in, tear off whatever clothes you’ve got on and you’ll auction off your girls naked! Then I’ll sell you!”


	“But…But my hair, make up!”


	“Eighteen!” And I slammed the bedroom door.


	
				
			*

	


	


	I paced around on the patio to cool off. Seeing Stockard and Wingard had gotten my blood to boil, and I wanted nothing more than to just wreck their little plans, but I told myself to wait, wait. Your chance is coming. And when I had come across Irena, still not ready, I kind of blew. A couple of women slaves not up for auction came by with questions for Irena, but when they caught one look at my glower, they said it wasn’t that important and scurried away. A few more circuits around the patio and, whether time was up or not, I stalked off to fetch Irena.


	She already awaited me at the top of the stairs. “What took you so long?”


	Shit, she was hot, a beautiful dominant leather queen. Hair pulled up to reveal a swan like neck, full breasts pushed out against a blue silk shirt while a long leather skirt clung to her shapely hips. Spike heeled boots provided a commanding height. From a wide belt on the left side hung a coiled bullwhip while on the right were a pair of silver handcuffs. Around her neck dangled an ornate silver key in the center of the open V of her shirt.


	She descended the stairs, slowly, majestically. “Well, are you just going to gape, or will you escort me to our guests?”


	I wrapped her arm around mine. “I…uh, I was just coming to get you.”


	“Hmm. I still had two minutes left. You weren’t really going to drag me out naked, were you?”


	“I had the collar all picked out. I still might.”


	“Don’t push it, Hawk.”


	“Gotcha.”


	
				
			*

	


	


	We made the rounds, greeted the guests. I tried to fade away into the woodwork, after all there were still some things that needed last minute decisions, and I didn’t want to cross paths with Stockard. Not yet, anyway. But Irena gripped my arm like iron.


	The bidders drifted to the pavilion, Vogel Wingard with Deandra, Talbert Rollins who was alone (strange, I expected him to arrive with Stockard), and others of the famous and infamous variety. Stockard strolled through and caught me with Irena. With a stone face and Simone stumbling beside her on rubbery legs, she walked right up to us.


	Stockard narrowed an eye at me, then turned to Irena. “You’re late on your payment. Again.”


	Irena spoke through almost clenched teeth. “After the auction, you won’t ever have to worry about that. Again.”


	Stockard’s cold smile glittered in the warm torchlight. “Oh, I won’t no matter what. Either you come up with all the money tonight or tomorrow you and your cock here are on the street.”


	“But no pressure,” I said and made a point of laughing. Loud and cheerful.


	“I figured Irena needed help to put all this on,” Stockard said to me. “Pity that she had to settle for you.”


	I sighed and waved a dismissive hand. At some point, you just get tired of living in fear and Stockard’s little comment pushed me into that calm fatalistic state of what will be will be. “Oh, Stockard, just fuck off.”


	Stockard froze. Then her mouth worked soundlessly, as if she wanted to deliver a crushing retort. Instead she yanked on Simone’s rope leash and claimed a seat near the corner of the stage and runway.


	Irena stared at me in a combination of shock and surprised delight. “I heard you had balls. Now I know.” She greeted the next guest.


	The chairs filled up and the bidders looked over their programs, the slave lots. Irena wanted to begin, but I held her back just a little longer, until I saw a group of men slip in quietly and occupy the last available seats way in the back. None of them made a move to introduce themselves to Irena and she didn’t notice them; distracted by yet another emergency. One of the slaves up for auction was getting cold feet and Irena started to head backstage. This time I put the iron grip on her arm and gave her a little kiss on the cheek.


	That stopped her dead in her tracks. “What was that for?”


	I shrugged and disengaged her arm. “Just because. Now, excuse me, you’ve got an auction to run and backstage, I’ve got to put out a fire.”


	I made a sign to Joel Kirby who stood at the near end of the stage. He nodded back and one by one the torches were snuffed out. With a chivalrous hand up from me, Irena ascended the stage and snapped on her podium light.


	“Good evening,” she began and winced as feedback screamed from the mic. Eventually it cleared and Irena began again. “Good evening, and welcome. I am Mistress Irena and the slaves up for auction tonight are the best of the best. You all know the ground rules; all sales are final, payable in cash or other certified funds. No minimum bid, no reserve. All slaves are exclusively yours for seventy-two hours from the time of sale, all acts consensual. I’m sure you’re all anxious to get started so without further delay we present Lot One A, a hot little number, done up in leather and easily tear away lace…”


	I rushed backstage and immediately discovered who was making the problem. Carmen. Who else? Even though she was secured to an inverted “t” yoke with one bar at the bottom to spread her legs, another shorter one at the waist for the arms and a locking collar set at the top that wasn’t in use yet, she was all over Larry.


	“I am NOT going out there like this,” she hissed. “How the hell am I supposed to strut down the runway with my legs spread like some cheap whore? And in high heels? Who the fuck’s idea was this any—”


	“It was mine.”


	Carmen tried to spin on me, but the yoke prevented that and she lurched instead. “Goddamn you, Hawk. I’ll fucking land right on my face and wouldn’t that just shoot up my price? Or are you just trying to humiliate me in front of everyone?”


	“You said you wanted to prove that you could take anything. Change your mind?”


	“That night at Stockard’s proved eeiimmphh!”


	My hand covered Carmen’s mouth and, with the other, I picked her up by the bar that ran parallel to the spine. Carmen twisted her red high heel covered feet but not until I set her on the ground, well away from the pavilion, did she get a chance to use them.


	I unsnapped the buckles at the ankles, tore off the lacings that held the bondage mittens in place at the waist bar.


	“What are you doing!?” Carmen almost yelled.


	“You don’t want to do this? Fine. No one’s going to force you. You know where your clothes are.” I tossed the yoke bar into the darkness and headed back for the pavilion.


	“Hawk, wait! I didn’t mean it! I only wanted to—”


	I spun on her. “I know what you wanted to do. You wanted to control, to dictate. Maybe that’s why you want to go into business with me. On the surface we’d be partners, but really all you want is a slave of your own. Because you’re afraid. You’re afraid of giving over. You’re afraid of trust. Well, that’s not how this works. Without trust none of this is possible. NONE OF THIS! And when I find the right slave, I will trust her in everything. Some people might call that old-fashioned, but then I’m an old-fashioned kind of guy.”


	I turned away. I had better things to do.


	“Hawk! Wait! Stop!” Carmen grabbed my arm and, with surprising strength, forced me to stop. “You’re the only one I do trust. It’s just sometimes I can’t see the whole plan, if that makes any sense. I trust you. I trust you! Believe it.”


	“Then lay down. Spread your legs.”


	Carmen’s mouth dropped open. “What? Here?”


	“You were given an order slave. Here’s your chance to prove it.”


	Carmen glanced around, like a nervous teenager whose parents might suddenly return home. We had had sex in front of others before, in fact, that was the only time we’d had sex so far. But as Irena’s distant voice rang out and we stared at each other in the dark, it only increased the sense of isolation. The whole thing felt wicked.


	Slowly Carmen sank to her knees.


	Several leather thongs hung from my belt, just in case of such an emergency. I tied her hands in back, then pushed her to the ground. Two more thongs strapped the ankles back underneath the thighs. A last thong wrapped tight and deep in her mouth as a gag, her lips and cheeks pulled way, way back.


	I grabbed some hair and twisted her head toward me. “I can leave you and send Larry or Joel Kirby or even one of the guests out to rape you. But would you still be here? Or would you try to escape like some wild animal?”


	I pulled off my shirt, flung away my pants. My cock pointed straight at Carmen, skin stretched so tight it hurt. Fuck, how did she keep doing this to me? Her breaths quickened and starlight reflected in her dark eyes. I pushed inside and Carmen let out a low, guttural cry, like a rutting night creature that found another of her kind by accident. My cock got even bigger if that were possible and I pushed in, then back out, then back in again. Fast, furious. A beast myself, on each thrust I pushed her along on the hard ground. Rough grass, cockles and burrs dug into her back and my knees like so many sharp needles, but neither of us cared. Generous tits filled my hands, nipples erect. Her ragged, hot breath covered my face, my tongue snaked all over stretched lips while hers tried to get past the cruel gag and touch mine. Just the barest, glistening tip got out and I suckled it like a nipple. My cock, my god, it was hot! The pressure built, built. Cunt tight and warm. No, hot! Like me. Get in her! Deep, deeper! Jesus, she was all around me! Her tight pussy, her smooth legs, her intoxicating smell! Oh, fuck!


	Her head bent back and another cry filled the night. Raw. Brazen. I emptied into Carmen with a torrent of hot cum. Carmen’s tears welled up from squeezed shut eyelids and spilled down the side of her head, greedily soaked up in the rough bed of dry weeds and dusty ground.


	Blood pounded in my ears and Carmen fought for breath through her gag. My muscles still quivered as I gently licked off her salty sweat and pushed myself up on weak arms that trembled on either side of her head.


	“Do what I say, Carmen. Trust me.”


	A few more breaths issued from her. The eyes slowly closed. She nodded.
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	Pants on, shirt draped over my shoulder, I pushed Carmen ahead of me back to the pavilion. Her legs were untied, the thongs’ deep marks still evident. Brambles, weeds, and tiny sticks still clung to her matted hair. Larry spotted us.


	“Fuck. What happened here?”


	“Just get her ready. She won’t be any problem now.” I handed the inverted “t” yoke bar to Larry.


	Larry gave Carmen the once over. “Uh, shouldn’t we get her cleaned up?”


	“No. She goes out as is. And no blindfold.”


	Larry paused. “Are you sure? With what we have planned?”


	“I want her to see them see her.”


	I left Carmen to Larry, all my focus on the stage. An edge in Irena’s voice hinted that all was not well. Bids came in, but slowly. Maybe the bidders were unsure of the merchandise, or just a bit shy of the public bidding process. Not that the guy who bought the latest slave, Lauren, could complain. She was a bubbly blonde with jiggly breasts, firm, toned, legs and a face anyone could love. Her mid-range four figure price was a little low, not what we had expected. But through a part in the backstage curtain I noticed that the buyer sat near Stockard, and right next to her was that celebrity writer from her party. The writer had bid on Lauren also, but he wasn’t so much concerned about buying the slave as he kept glancing back at the crowd. Now, he could have been trying to size up the competition but I followed his gaze. Other single men, some of whom I also recognized from the party, were paying him way too much attention when they should have been more focused on the naked, bound slave. I smelled a rat.


	Stockard intently studied her program, but wore a little, smug smile. She bid from time to time and when she did another bid came in, and usually, not all the time mind you, but usually no others.


	Did I say I smelled a rat? More like shit.


	There wasn’t any way she could control the entire bid process, there were too many of her non-lackeys in the crowd for that, but I figured out her strategy. Keep the bids low on the more borderline sales as much as possible. Knowing her she probably called in some favors and promised some good pussy if all her cohorts cooperated so some slaves wouldn’t go over a certain amount. And to keep everything looking on the up and up she allowed a few girls’ bidding to reach their justified price, but only enough to throw off suspicion. Slick.


	My hands knotted into fists as I gripped the curtain. Irena told me it was time to face the enemy and she was right. I had earlier, but I didn’t speak a language Stockard recognized. Now I would.


	I found Joel Kirby who had just grabbed a handful of ass to push the next slave up on stage for sale. “See that woman there?” I said, pointing to Stockard and handed him a small, sealed envelope. “Give her this and tell her ‘Make one more bid and you’ll say hello to the police.’”


	I had to hand it to Joel, he didn’t flinch once under Stockard’s glare when he delivered the message and casually tossed the envelope on her lap. She ripped it open and paled. With white fingernails she gripped a copy of the that Rollins had given me.


	Stockard never made another bid.


	The sales picked up after that. The celebrity writer cast her a nervous glance or two, even leaned over to probably ask what was wrong, but Stockard just stared straight ahead. The writer shrugged and started to join everyone else in the free bidding.


	Did I foil Stockard’s plan in time? Hard to tell. I hadn’t kept track of the final sales figures, but Irena’s expression, though no longer as tense, certainly wasn’t all glow and smiles. She knew exactly what she needed to come up with to get Stockard out of the Realm and it was going to be close.


	The auction neared the end. We saved the big items for last and Misty trotted out on stage, led at the end of a leash by Joel Kirby. Arms bound up behind her in an elaborate rope halter reverse prayer position, she acted resistant, and negative sounds issued through her head harness muzzle gag. Joel pulled her to the end of the runway, right in front of Wingard and Deandra, then unbuckled the muzzle, letting the front part hang down on her chest. The part that was next to her face and in her mouth glistened all wet and shiny in her sweat and saliva. Drool ran down Misty’s chin and her vivid, pale blue eyes scanned the crowd, seeking deliverance. The bids came fast and furious.


	“One thousand!”


	“Two!”


	“Four and a half!”


	“Seven!”


	“Ten!” This from Wingard.


	Some people cheered. It was the first bid to break into five figures. A distinguished, gray-haired man with an equally stately woman at his side, who I recognized as trusted regulars to the Realm stood up halfway back in the crowd. They had played with Misty many times before, singly and together, and she trusted them in many types of scenes that she wouldn’t with others. They desperately wanted Misty, yet it seemed more a game to Wingard while the woman and man wore hungry expressions. The man shouted another bid, but Wingard wasn’t about to lose out that easily. He came back with “Eleven!”


	“Eleven five!”


	Wingard absently patted Deandra’s head while he considered. Then, “Twelve!”


	“Thirteen!”


	Silence. Everyone stared at Wingard. I think he muttered something about this really wasn’t the slave he came to get anyway. He clearly said to Irena, “I’m done.”


	“The bid stands at thirteen,” Irena called out. “Thirteen thousand. Once. Twice. Sold!”


	Bang! Down came the gavel. A collective “whoosh” went out of the crowd along with a few nervous laughs. The couple didn’t waste any time. They plunked down their money with the cashier and, the woman with a tight grip on Misty’s leash, led her off to a waiting limousine.


	“Next item,” Irena announced. “Lot Seven D, an auburn haired beauty with dark, lustrous eyes. The stunning Eva!”


	The curtains parted and, suspended above the stage, hung Eva. A motor whirred and a mobile track system carried her out over the runway, a full fifteen feet above the amazed, upturned faces of the crowd. Her nude body was stretched to the limit by a ten pound ball and chain locked to her ankle cuffs. Ribs stood out against taut, flawless skin, while two more modest weights hung from large tits attached to the nipples. Wadding in her mouth overflowed past her lips and was held in place by several tight turns of pure white cloth. Locked between her arms, her head tried to turn this way and that unsuccessfully while her eyes resembled large, white saucers. As she rode out to the end of the runway and then back again, Eva mewled behind the gag. No one paid attention to her pain or probably even heard her over Irena’s spiel.


	Irena rapped her gavel twice to silence the crowd. “This slave had no idea of what we planned for her, but she delights in the unknown. Just look at her! You can almost taste the fear. Imagine her suspended before you, no false safe harbor of her feet on steady ground. The only thing she feels is the tension in her arms when you hung her, the gag in her mouth to squelch any protest, the burn of your lash to punish her. Or cage her and feed her small dainties, stretch her on the rack and delight in her musical screams, twist her in a stock and paddle her ass. Use her for what she is – a full-blooded, abject slave.”


	“Five-thousand!”


	“Six!”


	“Eight!”


	Sweat beaded on Eva and her whole body took on a fearful glow. Fingers barely seen beyond the wrist cuffs clawed uselessly at the air. Her chest heaved. Tiny toes pointed straight at the stage like a human arrow and all the while those eyes, those round, round eyes, jolted back and forth from bidder to excited bidder. It eventually settled down to two, a thin, pinched-faced man and a butch-haired, robust woman.


	“Fourteen!” from the man.


	“Fourteen five!”


	Pause. The man smiled at the woman. “Twenty!”


	Now for the woman. Everyone waited in hushed silence. At last she shook her head.


	Irena called out three times for more bids. None came. The gavel rapped and Eva retreated behind the curtains. The man jumped up and practically ran backstage, the erect cock in his pants almost breaking the zipper.


	The bids went back down after that, but not as low as before. Three more girls went for decent prices but none broke Eva’s record. That is, until Jane.


	She almost didn’t make it. Joel rushed to me and I knew that look. “Help, Boss!” it said. I dashed back and didn’t so much find chaos, like with Carmen, but in Jane Doe blind panic.


	“No, no. I can’t! Can’t! Not sold! Not to someone I don’t even know! I’ve decided. Yes, yes. This isn’t what I want. This isn’t how it supposed to go… Not…not like this!” Her voice rose with each word until it resembled a screeching siren.


	I was all set to force her back to reality, tell her that long ago it didn’t matter what she wanted or decided, that she had given up that right and her sale would go through no matter what. But the way she acted told me that this wasn’t any pretend, last minute scene play-acting. She was really scared.


	“Get ,” I snapped at Joel. “No questions. Go!”


	Jane wasn’t supposed to see until after her bids started, but circumstances had changed. When ran to her side Jane bawled like a baby.


	was nervous herself. All decked out and ready to go up on stage too, if not for sale. But at the sight of the crying slave her normally cool reserve threatened to break down. Not a good thing for a dom.


	“You need to fix this,” I said.


	“I…I’m not sure…”


	“You can. You’re her mistress. I’ve seen her eyes when you torture her, the way she follows your every move whenever you strolled by her in the garden. No matter to whom she’s sold, you always will be her mistress. Act like it now.”


	wrung her hands, then, in a decisive action, grabbed Jane by the cheeks and softly spoke. Jane calmed, the creeping panic held at bay by her mistress’s voice. A nervous tension ran through her, but now she was manageable. planted a deep kiss on her slave, then hugged her. “Renee,” she breathed.


	At the mention of her former name Jane almost broke down in another crying jag, but slapped her. “Don’t! Don’t you dare! That is not the slave I know. Be proud. And I’ll be right out there. I promise, Renee.”


	At ’s stern command Jane finally got herself under control. Joel and Larry took charge of her, cinched up the last few buckles on her body harness, shoved a bright red ballgag deep in her mouth, and pushed her up and out on stage. She stumbled about, unsure of all those people who stared and assessed her worth. A few even applauded, given the tightness of Jane’s bonds and her wonderful figure. She glanced toward , waiting in the wings, to seek comfort and reassurance.


	“What did you say to her?” I asked.


	Eyes fixed on Jane, ’s voice wavered just the barest amount from her own buried emotions. “I told her no more dreams of a slave’s life. Time to make them come true.”


	And they started to when Irena announced Jane. “Ah, yes,” Irena said. “ X. As in Slave X. No name, no background or pedigree. Just what you see here. But terms of sale for this slave are different. Buy her and, if things work out between you, she’s yours – permanently.”


	Several people gasped in astonishment.


	Someone yelled out, “Damaged goods.”


	A few others nodded but Irena held up a hand and smoothly answered. “Not at all. As you can see Slave X is hale and hearty, but I do have trust issues with her. I will not tolerate anyone who comes to me under false pretenses.” The crowd hushed and in the front row Stockard’s shocked expression was enough to tell me that she recognized her former little piece of tail, but she kept quiet too.


	Irena had all their attention now. “And ladies and gentlemen, this one is ripe. She’s been teased, prodded, whipped and bound almost constantly the last few days, but not allowed any relief. That in itself should be incentive enough for this slave to please any master or mistress. But, since her abilities are now suspect, we’ve arranged a demonstration.”


	Irena clapped her hands twice and strolled out on stage. Like I said, cool, reserved, dressed in a tight leather body suit, black stockings and knee-high spiked boots. The classic domme. Oh, yes, she also sported a six-foot whip and wore a long, strap-on black dildo.


	cracked the whip. Jane screamed behind her gag, jumped and spun around. slowly advanced, flexed the whip in her hands. Jane backed away. She knew that whip. Knew how used it on her and made small, imploring noises with tiny shakes of her head. followed her all over the stage with a little grin as her sadistic side manifested. She raised an arm overhead and brought the whip down in a loud crack right on the side of Jane’s upper shoulder.


	“Eiiihhh!” Jane screamed behind her gag.


	“Now you tell me, is that damaged goods?” Irena asked.


	drove Jane all over the stage and runway. The whip’s blade exploding either near or just on Jane’s tender flesh. Fresh wheals spread all over her. Jane’s gagged protestations never stopped, but the way she danced, always at the edge of the whip’s range and never far enough away to avoid it, betrayed a deep lust.


	“Imagine the whip in your hands,” Irena said, “driving your slave before you to the dungeon or to your bed. Punished, but also eager to please.”


	That was ’s cue. She draped the whip around the back of her neck, grabbed Jane at the end of the runway, and released the body-harness crotch-strap. It dangled down in front, all wet and gooey, just like Jane’s red, enflamed pussy.


	“I ask once more. Is that damaged goods?” Irena clapped her hands again.


	wrapped her fingers around Jane’s collar and dragged her back to the stage proper. She forced her down, bent forward on her knees so that she faced the audience. Jane tried to turn around, perhaps to implore to stop, but her mistress tightened her grip around the collar to force the slave’s head still. Then came the rape.


	Jane’s grunts floated throughout the pavilion as controlled the pace. A deep thrust, then quick shoves of hips on buttocks. A few more slaps on Jane’s ass, then held a hand high, like she rode a bucking bronco.


	“Bitch!” shouted. “Give it up! Show these fucking bastards what you are.”


	Jane screamed deep in her throat, tears fell on stage.


	let go and pushed Jane away. She fell forward and her body was racked with spasms. stood up, legs planted apart. She crossed her arms and glared down at the slave, then at the audience. The shiny dildo dripped with Jane’s essence.


	Silence reigned.


	“Bids?” Irena asked.


	A tall, young, dark-haired man with perfect teeth that shone, a chiseled face that redefined handsome, and broad shoulders, stood. “Thirty thousand for the slave…and the mistress.”


	That caught Irena off guard. She glanced at who nodded the barest amount.


	“Mistress Olympia consents to her sale. The bid stands at thirty, any others?”


	A few more came in, but the handsome man outbid them.


	“Sold! For thirty-eight thousand.” Irena wagged a finger at him. “Now, remember young man. This slave is yours, as is. You already know she’s a liar so don’t come whining back to me.”


	“What about the mistress?” he asked. “It’s love between them or I’m blind. Do you want her back?”


	Irena gave a long look. “That’s up to her. She would be welcomed back, but she must follow her heart.”


	Again the barest thaw as ’s cool exterior melted, at surprise that Irena knew how she felt about Jane, then in gratitude at her graciousness.


	All three of them departed, Jane slung over the handsome man’s shoulder as she stared at who followed.


	A sense of conclusion overcame the crowd. Many folded up their programs and stood; ready to adjourn to the post auction buffet. But amidst the general hubbub Irena banged her gavel again and shouted out.


	“Sit down! Everyone sit down!” Her gavel didn’t do much good so she threw it aside and unhitched the long bullwhip from her belt. “I said everyone SIT DOWN!”


	!


	If ’s whip sounded like a firecracker, then Irena’s was a bomb.


	“This auction is not finished! There is one more item. That is, if any of you have the guts to bid.”


	“Who?” shouted Stockard, derisively. “You?”


	“Don’t be an ass! The last item up for bid is a slave. A very special slave. And with her ownership of everything else here.”


	People stopped in their tracks.


	“That’s right,” Irena said. “Buy the slave and you buy the Realm!”


	Chapter Twelve


	Fancy Desire


	No one moved for what seemed forever. Then, all at once with a roar – 


	“Minimum?”


	“Reserve?”


	“Dutch auction! Dutch auction!”


	One voice rang out above the others.


	“You’re not the owner! I am!”


	I suspect Stockard’s cronies expected her to say those words, but she didn’t. She just sat quiet, but her rage was plainly building. Stockard knew what would happen if Irena managed to sell the Realm; she would have to deal with the new owner and maybe get her investment money back, but it would kill any chance she had of swooping in and taking title to the property. Instead the claim of ownership came from another, but no less angry source.


	Wingard. He jumped up, face red. “What the hell do you think you’re doing? I have the majority interest! You can’t sell anything!”


	I stepped out from backstage and threw a rolled up sheaf of papers at him. “Oh, yes. She can. Read your contract. Better yet, we have a lawyer right here. Let him do it.”


	I signaled to Talbert Rollins who carefully picked the contract out of a stunned Wingard’s hands. No one spoke, no one moved, the only sound was Rollins shuffling through the contract. His brow furrowed in thought, then he clearly said, “This contract proves Vogel Wingard as majority owner of Irena’s Realm with entitlement to ninety percent of gross earnings…”


	“And more than that sometimes,” muttered Irena.


	A clear sigh went up from Wingard.


	“But…the managing partner retains all business decision making powers. Including the right to…” He paused and pointed at a certain passage. “‘The right to lease, sell, designate and/or otherwise assign title on said property and all contents within without any prior approval from any shareholder, investor and/or patron, as long as said sale includes said managing partner to assist in transition of management for a length of time to be determined.’”


	“And I’ll make sure that transition period goes on a damn long time,” Wingard said.


	“Really?” Irena said. “Then have a wonderful time with the new managing partner.”


	Wingard passed through several stages. Surprise, disbelief, then comprehension and back to rage.


	“You bitch! You didn’t—”


	“Oh, but she did.” I handed Wingard two more papers. “Here’s Irena’s resignation and the new managing partner’s acceptance of position, all effective yesterday.”


	Wingard read over the new managing partner’s contract. He appeared ready for an aneurysm. “No. NO! No business experience? No management skills?”


	“I wouldn’t worry about those,” I said. “The new managing partner may be short on details, but she has a good business instinct. Believe me, I know.”


	“And I suppose I should lay back and enjoy this screwing?” Wingard asked.


	“You’re not my type,” Irena said.


	I nodded at Rollins to continue.


	The lawyer read: “‘In the event of said sale, the majority holder and/or minority partners/investors may make an offer prior to said property being put up for public sale.’ In other words, Mr. Wingard, Mistress Irena has got you by the balls.”


	Wingard collapsed back into his chair.


	“You are certainly welcome to bid, Mr. Wingard,” Irena said. “As are you, Ms. Cuvier. Do I hear a bid from either of you?”


	Stockard glanced toward me, then at the slave who knelt by her side. The hooded Simone gazed up at her, ice-blue eyes filled with a hidden reservoir of vengeance, just waiting for the right moment. I think Stockard sensed it too, but she probably thought it was directed at Wingard. I almost felt sorry for Stockard. She didn’t have a clue as to what was really going to happen. But Stockard wasn’t ready to play what she thought was her last card, yet. She patted Simone on the head. “Not yet, baby,” she softly said. “But soon. Soon.” Then she turned back to Irena. “You know very well that I don’t have the cash to bid.”


	Irena gave a little triumphant smile. “What about you, Mr. Wingard? Care to make an offer?”


	Wingard glowered at her. At me.


	“You can’t either, can you?” I said. “All your liquidity is with Stockard. You loaned it all to her after her own money ran out. I wonder where it all went?” I raised both my hands and gestured all around us at the Realm. “You loaned your money to Stockard, at a hefty interest rate I’m sure, and she put it all here in Irena’s Realm. And when Irena couldn’t pay her back, thanks to you greedily skimming the tiny profits, Stockard was going to come in and take over. Then you’d call Stockard’s loans due and bankrupt her and not only still keep the Realm, but get all of Stockard’s property too. And then what? Make her slave to you as payback? Nice idea.”


	“What? What?!!!” Stockard almost yelled.


	“But what about Irena?” I said. “What would happen to her? She’d be out on her ass no matter who won. But that’s the price of doing business, isn’t it, Wingard? There are winners, losers, and someone who gets caught in between who pays most of all. Like Irena. Like me. But not this time. Make a bid or make way.”


	Instead of losing his temper, Wingard said, “I know when I’ve been outfoxed. Congratulations, Mistress Irena.”


	“In that case,” Irena said, “The Realm shall entertain bids for its sale. And to fulfill the conditions of said sale, the Realm’s new managing partner, and our last slave.”


	The lights dimmed.


	“You’ve seen her on the home page of our website, our poster girl and resident beauty. Fulfill your fantasies with Carmen St. John!”


	The suspension track whirred and a hanging figure rode out into the ambient darkness. The spotlight snapped on and people stared in shocked silence.


	Carmen was suspended, all right, but upside-down, her legs splayed wide open. Pussy juices and cum flowed down through her exclamation point of pubic hair, dripped onto her heaving stomach, her bound breasts. Some even landed on her chin, just above the large ring-gag in her mouth, while her hair remained as wild as when I left her with Larry. Scratches and burrs still covered her from the impromptu fuck. As she slowly traversed above the runway, more than one person crowded forward and Carmen indeed got a good look at their eager reactions. I had told her to trust me; that she wouldn’t have to hobble down the runway, her legs spread apart. She didn’t, but the legs were still spread, her pussy lips red and enflamed for all to see, hung like a captured animal.


	“Meet your new managing partner, Wingard,” I said.


	Irena rapped her gavel for attention. “We didn’t know what to make of Carmen when she came to us; bondage model, poseur, all style but no substance. As you can see, we were wrong. Who but a slave would submit to this? Who but a slave would push her boundaries with a never before experienced inverted suspension? Who but a slave can offer herself so brazenly, legs open for anyone to inspect her most intimate self, ring-gag declaring, even challenging you, to use her mouth? Who but a slave?”


	The overhead track whirred and Carmen retreated to the stage. She swung in a lazy circle.


	“Bids?”


	“Thirty-thousand!”


	“Thirty-five!”


	“Fifty!”


	They were all looking for a steal. A catch-lightning-in-a-bottle type of purchase. Not only would they get a beautiful, willing slave but a hot piece of property for a bargain basement price worth ten or even fifty times the prices they bid.


	“Fifty-five,” yelled an olive-skinned man with an Arabic headdress and attendant accent. Several large bodyguards surrounded him.


	A silence settled over the crowd.


	“The bid stands at fifty-five thousand,” Irena slowly said. “Going once…”


	A clear voice rang out from the back of the pavilion.


	“One million.”


	Heads spun around in whiplash moves.


	Mr. Sun. He stood up in the back, his stature small, but proud and confident. He was the leader of the new investor group that had slipped in before unnoticed. No one had any trouble picking him out now.


	I swear Irena gave an audible gulp. “Very…Very well. The bid stands at one million dollars. One million dollars for the Realm and the slave. Any challengers? One million going once. Twice. Three times. Sold!”


	The gavel banged. The overhead track whirred and Carmen disappeared behind hastily parted then drawn curtains.


	The new ownership papers were completed quickly after that. With people crowding around us, Wingard had no choice but to affix his signature to the contract. Mr. Sun followed suit and said, “My accountants want to see the books. Now. And if there is one dime missing more than what you are owed, Mr. Wingard, I will demand immediate repayment. But I am open to renegotiate the agreement.”


	Wingard perked up. “Renegotiate?”


	“What would you say to your remaining on as a consultant? To help the new managing partner find her way. Payment would be a seventy for me thirty for you arrangement.”


	“Uh, well it sure isn’t ninety.”


	“Or do you prefer bankruptcy?”


	Wingard laughed, back in his element of ruthless business deals. “I’ll take it. On one condition. You assume all responsibility to my one debtor.”


	Stockard’s eyes widened.


	“Done.” Mr. Sun turned to Stockard. “You owe me some money, Ms. Cuvier. Pay up.”


	“Go ahead, Stockard,” I said. “Ask your slave, the one and only Simone Jones, aka Fancy Desire, to cover your debts with her money.”


	“What’re you talking about? Of course she will!”


	Stockard reached down, undid the noose around Simone’s neck, peeled off the latex hood and practically tore away the gag wadding from Simone’s mouth.


	“Go ahead, sweetheart. Tell them that you’ll cover my debt. Tell him!”


	Simone’s eyes were filled with hatred. Not for Wingard, but for Stockard.


	“Oh, my god,” Stockard said.


	“Fool,” Simone croaked at Stockard, then to Wingard. “Master…”


	“Yes, slave,” Wingard said. “Come here.”


	Simone shuffled over on her knees to Wingard who brought her under a protecting arm. Stockard remained still in shock, mouth open. I don’t think she fully comprehended when Mr. Sun stood in front of her and he traced a line along the front of her throat.


	“Such a lovely neck for the collar. Come, Ms. Cuvier. I’ve already bought one slave and property tonight, but right now I’d like to discuss the terms of your repayment. Mistress Irena, Mr. Rollins, would you also come with us? This concerns both of you as well.” He firmly gripped the hair on the nape of Stockard’s neck and started to lead her away. At the edge of the pavilion he stopped and turned. He mouthed to me, “I thank you.”


	I bowed Japanese fashion.


	Wingard gazed at me knowingly. “Pretty neat, the auction, the new managing partner and the property sale. You set this whole thing up yourself?”


	“No, I had help,” I said. “Like you with your slave.”


	“Ah, yes, the lovely little slaves.” Wingard patted the heads of both Deandra and Simone. “That’s what all this is about. And without them where would we be? Frustrated, lonely.”


	“Then why did you send one away?”


	Wingard didn’t immediately answer. He gazed lovingly down at Simone who returned it measure for measure. “Did you ever read Story of O? No? At the end the slave is taken to a fancy party, dressed only in a collar and owl mask. People think she is there as a captive, but she is the one who captures a slave for her master.” He caressed Deandra’s cheek.


	“And look at you now,” I said. “You’ve got not one, but two. And Fancy Desire no less. Although I’m still not sure which one she is. But you could do a lot worse.”


	“Why, yes. Yes, I suppose you’re right.” Wingard laughed again, this time long and hearty. “But then what does it matter which one of these beauties is really Fancy Desire? She’s just a dream, a dream for all masters and mistresses, isn’t she? And it turns out I had her all along. And you had a version of her too, even though you didn’t know it.”


	“What?”


	“Now, now, Mr. Hawk. Don’t tell me you’re too blind to see it. There’s a slave running around here with your name practically tattooed on her ass.”


	
				
			*

	


	


	The rest of the night passed like a dream, a dream in which Carman shifted in and out. Vaguely. I remember getting a message from Larry to report to Irena’s residence. In the dungeon I found her, Mr. Sun, Talbert Rollins and Stockard. Stockard was tied to the same chair that Renee/Jane Doe had been tied to and was just as naked. A jeweled leather collar graced her throat while ropes pressed in on her arms, legs and stomach. A thick dildo gag was crammed past her lips while her knees were spread wide. A steaming cup piled high with shaving cream and a straight razor next to it sat on a little round table nearby. Stockard couldn’t tear her eyes from them.


	Rollins dipped his hand in the cream and lathered up Stockard’s pussy.


	“As trustee of Ms. Cuvier’s estate you will see that she abides by our contract,” Mr. Sun said to Rollins.


	“Yes, sir,” Rollins said.


	“Good,” said Mr. Sun. “I give her to your keeping.”


	That tore Stockard’s attention away from the razor. “Uuuhhmmm?”


	Irena leaned over and stroked Stockard’s shiny, dark hair that was pulled back tight in its usual, repressed fashion. Irena loosed and spread it about Stockard’s shoulders. “You thought Mr. Sun was going make you his slave? And that would entail just a little rope session and fuck about every six months or so when he came into town. You could do that standing on your head, couldn’t you? But like the Realm, your debt can be assigned too.” Irena nodded at Rollins. “Meet your new master, honey,” she cooed. “It’s been a long time coming. And he’s going to make you pay. Regularly.”


	Rollins snapped tight a leather strop and, with quick, experienced moves, sharpened the razor in front of Stockard. She shook her head, tried to move her knees closer, but they were too well tied apart. With precise care Rollins dipped the razor in the warm cup and carefully shaved Stockard’s pubic hairs. A little swipe here, a little bit more there. With each scrape Stockard held her stomach absolutely still, but Rollins didn’t once make her bleed. He had probably lived this moment so many times in his dreams that doing it for real now was almost anticlimactic. He took his time, relished every single cut of a hair while Stockard silently wept. When he finished Stockard’s pussy lips stood out, engorged and as red as her face.


	Irena nodded. “Those should be quite sensitive.”


	“I hope so,” Rollins said. He stroked the pussy lips just the barest amount. Stockard shivered, then her whole body tensed and finally shook uncontrollably.


	“And this is just her first night as a real slave,” Irena said. “After you train her, imagine what else she might do.”


	Rollins grinned. “There’s only one way to find out.”


	Stockard screamed into her gag.


	“Now stop that!” Rollins grabbed Stockard by the chin and wrenched her head up to face him. He drew his hand back to slap her and she flinched, but instead he softly caressed her cheek, wiped away her tears. “It’s not going to be that hard. Or maybe it will. But we will do it together.”


	Stockard held still, now unable to tear her eyes from this strong, confident man. Then realization seemed to hit her. All this time, her master was right next to her and she never saw it. Tears welled up again and Rollins drew her head close, let her cry onto his torso.


	Irena gestured that we go upstairs. The last thing we saw was Rollins as he removed the gag and Stockard eagerly taking him in her mouth.


	In Irena’s office, she and Mr. Sun got down to business. Real business. Mr. Sun announced that Irena’s Realm was being incorporated. And he named a CEO.


	Uh, that would be me.


	“Now, wait a minute!” I said, and the waking dream of Carmen vanished.


	“You’ve proven you can handle big projects,” Irena said. “Just look how you brought down Stockard and Wingard at the same time. Not to mention how you got little Carmen to take my job, for at least a day. You wanted back in the S&M business? You got it.”


	“A victim of your own success,” Mr. Sun said.


	“But, but I can’t run this place by myself!”


	Mr. Sun stood up. “Then you figure it out. I’m just the money man. And right now, I have a slave waiting for me.” The French doors swung open and he headed for the main house.


	You ever get the feeling that you’re getting railroaded? Even though said act is for your own good? I had it now, but, as I drummed my fingers on Irena’s desk, I determined I wasn’t going to be the only one dragged kicking and screaming into victory.


	Irena placed her hands palms downward on her desk. “Well, that’s it then. I’ll be out by the end of the week. I’ll leave the keys—”


	“Not so fast, Headmistress.”


	Irena stopped halfway out of her chair. “I beg your pardon?”


	“Or in corporate language Personnel Director. You’re not getting away that easy. You need to do what you love best, like manage the staff and do your own sessions with clients. You also need to forget about the numbers. So, like it or not, you’re staying.” As CEO I dictated Irena’s new responsibilities and she listened in silence. I, as the man, would take care of business while she the woman managed the household. Stereotyped? Chauvinistic? Perhaps. But it’s an arrangement that even to this day works for us. And I think new Headmistress Irena for once enjoyed taking orders.


	But for all this to work I had to convince the new managing partner. One that, if she didn’t have the business experience, certainly had a mind of her own. A partner somewhere off in a dungeon, probably under the lash right now. I left Irena and wandered through the garden, past various public scenes of slaves obeying orders, hearing their cries under the whip when they didn’t, and their soft keenings when they did. Yet, with each scene I only saw Carmen. It was her tied to a whipping post, it was her on bended knees before the master, it was her…


	“Boss? Hey, boss, snap out of it.”


	“Huh? What is it, Joel?”


	“It’s that Sun guy. There’s a problem. He wants you. Fast!”
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	Crap. That’s all I needed. One of the girls giving a client a bad session, and Carmen at that! She knew better!


	We found them in a little room, not normally used for sessions but, given the amount of clients who already decided to stay and use the Realm’s facilities, one that got pressed into service. A little bed was shoved into a corner and Carmen hung in the middle by her wrists, all stretched out on her toes. She wore an owl’s mask that doubled as a blindfold. Its fixated eyes stared straight ahead while snow white feathers shifted this way and that. Red stripes covered her back.


	Mr. Sun stood outside the door, his arms crossed, a whip dangling from a hand. “About time you got here.”


	I started to push past him and shouted, “Carmen, what have you done—”


	Mr. Sun got me by the arm. “She can’t hear you. I had her ears plugged. So she wouldn’t know from where the whip came.” He shrugged. “A little fetish of mine.”


	“What did she do? If she insulted you—”


	“Relax. Nothing like that. At least not intentionally. But I like to hear my slaves scream and beg. And she does. Beautifully. Only…Well, you find out.”


	Mr. Sun offered me the whip.


	“But you bought her,” I said. “She’s your slave.”


	“The only thing that can make her my slave is her. And she already belongs to someone else.”


	A certain name tattooed on her ass.


	Numbingly I accepted the whip.


	Mr. Sun nodded. “Come, Mr. Kirby, let us find an aspiring model and I’ll demonstrate the karada style for your photos.”


	Kirby and Mr. Sun gently pushed me inside. The door closed.


	I circled Carmen. She turned this way and that, tried to track me. Maybe she sensed my presence or felt my breath on her tender, bare skin. Or maybe she just couldn’t hold still. Trepidation at when the next blow would fall and where, translated into nervous actions. I let the whip’s blades slide over her shoulders. She gasped and her lips trembled. I wrapped it lightly around her neck, acted like I would cut off her air, then let it fall over her tits, her stiffened nipples. She cried out like I had struck her. Then, without quite realizing it, I stepped back and let fly. The whip whistled through the air, scored her back and Carmen screamed, then again and again with each blow as they got harder. Her hands wrenched around in the cuffs, the chains that she hung from clanked against each other. Her voice rose until it reverberated off the hard walls and tiled floor.


	“Aaaiiihh! Aiieeee! No, please! Aeeeeeiiiiaaaa!”


	Whack!


	“Eeeiiii! I can’t! Oh, god, I can’t!”


	Whack! Whackwhack!


	“Aiiihhhh! Please, sir! Please!”


	I put everything into it. Whackwhackwhackwhack!


	“Haaaawwwwk!”


	I threw the whip aside and it thudded against a wall. My cock sprang out and I lifted Carmen up and impaled her on it. Her hands still above her, legs around my hips we went at it like never before and again I lost all sense of who I was, where I was. All I wanted was her, my cock inside her wet, eager cunt. Her body around mine, her scent in my nostrils, her bare skin scourged under my hand, her hair draped down her back as she lifted her head to the ceiling and screamed. I tore away the mask, planted my mouth on hers, my tongue deep inside her and she in mine. God, what a woman!


	And then she came. Fuck, her orgasms were always huge and this one was the biggest. Her legs squeezed my waist, so tight I almost couldn’t breathe. She tore her mouth away and tiny little teeth bit deep into my shoulder, then tore and rent my shirt. Nails from overhead bound hands scratched at the top of my head and I swear she pulled out some hairs. Finally, my cock let loose. Jet after jet of hot cum seared her pussy, up and up further inside it flowed until, my legs and arms too weak to continue, I pulled out. Cum dribbled along the sides of her legs.


	With care I released Carmen and her arms immediately surrounded me and mine her. Together, slowly we stumbled to the bed and passed out arm in arm.


	Later I found her above and beside me, softly stroking my chest. Her eyes were closed, her face serene. By the way my chest rose and fell, she sensed I was awake and she opened her eyes. Once before, at Stockard’s, I caught a glimpse of the real slave woman. Now I saw all the way into her soul. I liked what I found.


	“You’re name isn’t really Carmen St. John, is it?”


	She smiled and shook her head. “No. It’s Cindy. Cindy Kopacka. And yours isn’t Garrett Hawk. You mind telling me the real one?”


	I told her.


	Her smile grew. “Well, isn’t that common? So common it’s almost fantasy like. Tell me, do I match up to Fancy Desire? Am I another one of your fantasies?”


	I drew her close and rolled on top of her. “There is nothing unreal about you.”


	“That is good, my master.” She reached up and kissed me, her mouth wet, her body eager for another, gentle rape. We lost ourselves in reality.
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