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 Devonshire, Alabama 2315 hrs.

 I’m a cop. I’m going to tell you the truth about what happened.

 I’m going to talk about the night I met him, but not all of it makes me look good, or very professional. I can admit that, and some of what happened that night could get me fired, cost me my badge, which is the only thing I’ve wanted since I was 14 years old and my mother, an Atlanta Homicide Detective, ran down a serial killer in a dark alley and didn’t come out.

  But here’s the thing. They’re out there. Really out there, and they didn’t tell us about that in the academy, they haven’t written laws to address it, and sure as hell, when I saw a shifter for the first time, it turned my whole world upside down, in more ways than one.

 So if things got a little…crazy, try not to judge me too harshly, okay? Alabama nights get hot.

  I pulled the prowl car into the driveway. Under a Hunter’s Moon the misery lights spun red light bars off the trees, making crazy shadows out of the Alabama pines. It was less of a driveway and more like a quarter mile of unimproved road leading to a surprisingly upscale cabin in the woods.

  “Dispatch, 10-23,” I said, telling them I’d arrived on scene. It was a 10-42 call, simple welfare check. Or it was supposed to be.

  “Copy, that,” Dispatch replied. There was a moment of silence and then the dispatcher, Jan, who’s known me since middle school, added a bit of unorthodox advice. Not normal radio procedure at all. “Stay safe,” she warned. “You’re on the township of Devonshire and 10-96s are,” she searched for a world, clearly flustered. “Not uncommon,” she finished lamely.

  10-96. Radio code for “Mental Subject.”

  This wasn’t exactly true, for the record. But I knew what she meant: weird shit. Devonshire had a reputation all its own among the Alabama State Patrol. Jan knew this as well as most, she took the calls and sent the troopers.

  “Copy that, dispatch,” I said. Maybe the gratitude in my voice was a little unconventional as well.

  You should wait for backup, I thought. It’s the smart thing to do.

  I put the car in park and scanned my surroundings as I got out. The property was really more of a grand hunting lodge. Very big, very nice. It looked like what I imagined a Viking longhouse would be. Like something out of Beowulf (yes, you have to take English to get a degree in Criminal Justice, thank you very much), only with huge plate glass windows, and a gorgeous wrap around porch with hand carved Adirondak furniture.

  Ok, I’ll admit it, I have a thing for cabins, and I love the mountains. Love nature, actually. If it’s outdoors I’m drawn to it. If it’s wild, I’m drawn to it. I guess that’s part of what happened.

  But as I got out of the patrol car, nature didn’t seem to love me back. I was alone, isolated from the secondary county road that led off the state highway. I stood in an old stand of Alabama pine trees thick with shadows, and that strange sense of never being sure you’re alone that always creeps over you in a forest at night was making my skin crawl.

  The woods are lovely, dark and deep, Robert Frost wrote. But I have promises to keep and miles to go before I sleep.

  The woods were dark. The woods were deep. But, at the moment anyway, the woods were not so lovely. Putting my hand on the Glock 43 riding my hip, I shut the car door. I pulled my flashlight out of the holder on my belt to have it ready.

  I kept the high beams on, bathing the cabin in brilliant, stark-white halogen light. Some sense of dread that didn’t remind me of the usual strange dispatch call nerves, filled me as I took in the silent cabin, and I turned to scan the bushes along the dirt drive.

 Adrenaline flooded my body in a startle reflex. Luminescent yellow eyes glowed out from the dark. I stepped back, a little gasp coming out of mouth. It wasn’t fear, it was the body blowing off carbon monoxide and drawing in fresh oxygen to fuel my body for a flight or fight situation.

  Okay, it was maybe a little fear.

  The night was hot, muggy this far into Autumn, and I was instantly covered in perspiration. Unlike some delicate Southern Belles, I do in fact sweat, but I’d lived my whole life in the south and I knew the true sweating hadn’t really started yet.

  I stared into those baleful yellow eyes, frozen. They were terrifying, but a small part of me, way back in my brain, behind the screaming danger warnings, also thought they were beautiful. I don’t know how long the moment lasted. It seemed to stretch out forever, and I started thinking I could perceive something odd about the eyes.

  They belonged to something big. Maybe black bear big. Maybe Florida panther big. And they regarded me with a feral intelligence that seemed as curious about me as I about them. Slowly, I let my Glock slip back into the nylon holster at my hip.

  My heartbeat slowed in my chest. Some deep instinct in my Id caused my nostrils to flare and I inhaled. I smelled animal. Not animal stink, the way people claimed they did when they smelled bears, or the Skunk Ape; Alabama’s version of Bigfoot. It smelled musky, wild and mesmerizing. I hunted in my head for the word I wanted. I settled on male.

  The thing in the woods pinning me in place with its gaze was male, an Alpha, my subconscious realized intuitively, even if I didn’t know exactly what that meant in this situation. And deep down, down in the Reptilian part of my brain, something female in me was responding. If I’m being honest, it wasn’t just in my brain.

  Down between my legs something stirred, part vagina, part womb, but all instinctual. I began heating up, and felt dampness, and a sudden empty, longing pang. I had images of wild, rough sex, too quick and fierce for anything but the main act, bodies clashing together, thrashing as I was filled…

  The thing in the worlds snarled and I was jerked out of my unwilling fantasy. What the hell? What the hell! I thought.

  Lights appeared down the drive, high beams and flashing red-and-blues off the beacons on the roof of a patrol vehicle. It was accompanied by the guttural growl of the Hemi engine. Backup had arrived. I blinked.

  The eyes were gone.

  My body instantly relaxed and I sagged back against the car. Then I stood up and squared my shoulders. Back up was here. Someone in that cabin had called for help.

  Who’s going 10-96 now? I thought.

  Sherriff Deputy Gilbert Max got out of his car.

 He didn’t look pleased to see me as his back up. I’m a woman. I outrank him. I’m immune to his charms. I don’t sleep with cops though, more and more, they’re really the only people I relate to.

 I recalled the flash of sexual images in my mind, and felt the residual wetness in my panties. Horrified at myself, I shoved those thoughts away.

  “What do we have here, Bobbi?”

  I bristled, frowning at him. Only my friends call me Bobbi. Gil Max was not my friend. He smirked, silently daring me to protest about something as trivial as which name he used right before we went to check out a call for assistance. When he smirked he was a handsome sonofabitch.

  I should clarify; I don’t date cops anymore, and I’m immune to his charms now.

  I was young. Mistakes were made.

  Jokes aside, our affair was a painful lesson, both personally and professionally. That’s how life works right? You’re young, you get knocked around, you learn lessons, build up scar tissue. It called maturity.

  I retreated into cold professionalism.

  “You got the same dispatch I did, Gilbert.”

 He scowled, he hated his full name. To be fair, he didn’t look like a Gilbert. He looked like an Alabama State tight end, which he had been—but I always give as good as I got, most of the time better. It’s a point of pride.

 I suppose you can’t help but take that in more than one way. I won’t try and stop you.

  He nodded, also retreating into the easy shield of professionalism. Some lessons are universal. “Nine-one-one call, open line, no voice. No other info.”

  Well, I thought, there is this really big animal in the woods who can put you into heat—why the hell had I put it like that? “In heat”? Whiskey Tango Foxtrot, Bobbi...

  I put my hand on my Glock, pointed my chin to the cabin. “Let’s knock.”

  “Aye, aye,” Gil said. His hand rested on his Glock as well.

  We spread out slightly without being told. If dispatch reported screams, or someone begging for help, out weapons would have been out, no second guessing. If this had been a bad neighborhood in Atlanta, most likely the same. But, for now, this was just a well-check in a quiet corner of the Devonshire unincorporated area.

  But the house was dark. Utterly dark. The only sound was the background symphony of cicadas agitated by the Autumn heat wave. Truth? I was sweating now and the back of my shirt stuck to the small of my back.

  “What’s a detective doing rolling on a welfare check?” he wasn’t taunting me now.

It was a legitimate question, and if I weren’t here this would be his scene, his call to make on tactics. He didn’t like being outranked. It wasn’t just about me and our last disastrous weekend in Saratoga, he didn’t like anyone outranking him, at anything.

  It was probably a side effect of always getting everything you want by being gorgeous and charming. Outside of the Atlanta business district, metrosexual wasn’t quite the universal draw it was in other, more urban places. Gil did alright with the ladies.

  We came to the porch. I lowered my voice to match his. “I was cruising back from Devonshire, getting some evidence for the rash of animal attacks. I literally just happened to be driving by.”

  He made a typical cop face at the mention of Devonshire, then said, “so it wasn’t just to see me?”

  “Alabama State Police!” I hollered. I can be loud when I want to.

  I ran track and, less successfully, swam at Alabama Tech. I have a pretty good set of lungs under my Kevlar vest, and what Gil once referred to, with typical tequila-induced charm, as “surprisingly big skin pillows.” Did I mention I was young when we hooked up?

  The house bounced my voice back to me in an indifferent echo. The woods consumed the sound and the cicadas fell silent. There was no answer from the house.

  Behind me Gil drew his Glock, keeping the muzzle down. I looked at him. He nodded up the porch. “The door’s open.”

  That meant we could enter without a warrant. The call alone was enough, but an open door is an open invitation. I pulled my pistol clear. I hoped Gil didn’t notice I’d just had my nails done. Sure it was clear polish, very professional, but still, it suddenly seemed a sort of girlie thing when drawing on a possible perp.

  My nostrils flared.

  I smelled musk. Gil wore Calvin Klein for Men, not too much when on duty, but I knew the smell of it intimately. This musk was something else. Something like I’d smelled down by my cruiser…but different. This odor rankled me, made my hair bristle, a much different experience than the other smell...

  …scent...

  …than the other scent gave me. But it was familiar in a way. I couldn’t put my finger on how, exactly, but it was important. It made me feel the unease of an Ice Age female crouched around the fire, eyes looking beyond the mouth of the cave she huddled in. Staring in apprehension toward the night where something mean and hungry and aroused stalked.

  This weren’t random horny thoughts. This wasn’t a distraction. This was important. It was a clue. It was a warning. I put my hand on Gil’s arm.

  “Humor me,” I said. “This is coming out of left field, but I’m not joking.”

  His eyes, watching the house, cut to me. I felt him search my face, recognizing the intense undercurrents in my voice. He nodded once, sharply, then turned his attention back to the door.

 “What?” he asked.

  “I can’t remember from biology,” I said, aware of how odd this would sound. “Not right now, anyway. What’s it called when animals put out a sm—a scent when they’re ready to mate?”

  “Like when females go into rut?”

 Gil was a hunter. It was a prerequisite activity locally. He hunted deer and birds, but he’d used dogs to chase bears, too. While bow hunting he’d used lures to get his shot. I’d seen the trophy heads on his cabin wall.

  I nodded. “Yeah, like that,” I said. The hair on my forearms lifted up.

  “Pheromones,” he answered. “Animals can smell sexual, or mating, pheromones on another animal that’s ready to mate.”

  “Just the females?”

  He shook his head. “No, for instance, Alpha male wolves can put females in the pack into ovulation sometimes. Like, right after he’s killed or driven off the other Alpha in the pack and taken control from him. He then mates with all the females to establish his legacy and eradicate the former pack leader’s.”

  “You’re like the damn Animal Planet Channel,” I said, impressed despite myself.

  He looked at me to see if I was flipping him crap. I wasn’t. This was important, I just didn’t know how yet.

  Gil was no dummy. And maybe in his 40’s or so, he’d mature enough to make someone, not me, a good husband. “You think this has to do with the animal attacks out of Devonshire?”

  “I don’t know,” I told him truthfully. “But I think we should get inside.”

  Chauvinist ass that he was, Gil went through the door first. Not to be out done, ever, even for a moment, I followed in right on his ass. His tight, muscular ass.

  Don’t ask me why, when entering a potentially lethal situation I noticed Deputy Sheriff Gil Max’s ass. Truth was, I was getting damp again.

  Hey. I told you this night got weird. I told you I didn’t exactly behave in a completly professional way. And, if I’m being honest, getting hot over Gil’s ass, was only the beginning.

  In the military and law enforcement they call doors ‘vertical coffins.’ It’s the most dangerous point of entry. You’re silhouetted like a bull’s eye in the center of a target. Anyone waiting for you is going to have a perfect moment to put bullets into your body.

  If you’re lucky, the rounds strike your Kevlar and you can return fire. If you’re unlucky, like my mother in that Atlanta alley, then the shots get you in the head, in the face. Then your funeral is closed casket with just your academy picture sitting on top to let your family and friends know who’s laying in the $20,000 box.

  Gil went in, hugging the wall and cutting right. I followed him, crossing the X of his path and entered at a second angle, taking the left wall. We weren’t part of a SWAT entry team, we didn’t have a crew of operators with shotguns and M4’s backing us up. Instead, we tracked several vectors with our muzzles, eyes searching for movement.

  Unspoken between us, we clicked on our Mag-lites, crossing our wrists to synchronize the light beams with our barrel movement. We stood still for a moment in sturdy, basic, Weaver stances.

 Information had come back from the seemingly unending Global War on Terror. Soldiers were dying because when turning sideways. It was a tactic designed to slim their profile and make them smaller targets, but they exposed the sides of them least protected by body armor.

  Now, when you faced a bad guy, you faced him head on, where the Kevlar was the heaviest and your ceramic insert could take the rounds.

  I snapped my arms back and forth, caught flashes of little impressions. A big room, a large open space with dark wood and leather furniture. A wide staircase on a far wall leading upstairs, opposite a rock masonry chimney.

 On one wall hung a mammoth 12 point (by Eastern Count) buck. Impressive. On another hung what I took to be a Thomas Kinkaid painting of a house in the woods. Even seeing it for only a flash I realized it was big enough to run more than ten grand.

  Cold adrenaline splashed my stomach in greasy shots. I forced my breathing to slow, but I was still panting in the heat like I’d run a race. Something was wrong, really wrong, and I was galvanized with fear. I swept my muzzle/flashlight combo around, checking corners, hunting doorways.

  I was confused. The musk smell inundated the living room. It was a miasma of animal scent, and reeked with what I now understood were pheromones. Despite myself I cast a look at Gil. If I’m being honest, truth was, when I could get him to slow down and not focus only on himself, he hadn’t been that bad in bed. Sometimes he was positively inspired.

  Snap out of it, Bobbi, I snarled to myself.

  I didn’t feel self-conscious or embarrassed about my thoughts anymore. Far from it, I was furious, like a Sorority Girl who realizes she’s been ruffied. I bit my lip hard enough to draw blood, forcing my concentration away from the fire in my loins.

  Fire in my loins?

 Sounded a little Selena Kitt (though just between us, I may have read more than one of her books. But only on planes, on my iPhone.) But, yeah, silly or not, I was thinking of, as Gil puts it, ‘my holiest of holies,’ as loins. Like animal parts.

  ‘Can drive females into rut’ Gil had said.

 Right then I understood exactly how a female wolf felt when she watched a rival tear her Alpha’s throat out and her body suddenly flushed with a tsunami of hormonal urges to mate.

  “Bobbi,” Gil said.

 His voice was thick, throat tight. He felt it too. I knew he was hard, ready to go. I knew, like me, he was confused and fighting the impulses, but as if from telepathy, I knew the urge to bend me on all fours and take from behind was distracting him to nearly unbearable levels.

 My nipples grew hard against my Under Armour Mid Sports Bra, just tight, and sensitive, and burning with a need to be stroked, or to feel a hot, wet tongue sliding across them…

 I inhaled, fighting for a deep breath to help calm me. And I smelled it. Unmistakable. The Iron-rich, coppery tang of blood, the underlying smell of freshly slaughtered meat. In darkness there is danger. I swept the light around.

 “Bobbi,” Gil repeated.

 He was losing it, turning toward me with hungry eyes. I didn’t blame him, I understood how he felt, I felt it too, but we were in dire peril, I knew it in my gut. Hell, I knew it in my loins.

 “10-54,” I whispered, voice hoarse. Possible dead body.

 I heard Gil swallow. Hard. His muzzle swept to the opposite of the room from mine. He was back on point. He was still a cop. In the tack of his light, I saw it.

 There, across from the fireplace, a spreading black pool of blood and a pale, limp, feminine, arm, emerged out from behind a couch of Corinthian leather and black walnut. It rested in a lot of blood. Instinctively I swept my light over, muzzle tracking where my eyes were. More blood.

 Blood splattered the walls. Blood formed ponds, spreading beneath the couch and out into the room. I saw something and stopped, stunned. I held my light still for a moment. There were tracks in blood, and footprints leading across the room.

 “What is that?” I asked Gil.

 “What?” he answered.

 “What kind of tracks are those?” I asked.

 You didn’t learn animal tracking at the state academy. My dad was a Professor of Mythology and Medieval Literature. A brilliant scholar in his own, quiet way. He was a transplant from the West Coast, Portland Oregon. After my mom’s death he embraced the solitude of fishing with a passion, but he never took up hunting.

 “Fuck me,” Gil said, stepping closer. “Goddamn Devonshire—“

  “Gil!” I snapped, bringing him back into the moment. “What kind of tracks are those?”

  “I don’t know,” he said. “I’ve never seen anything like them. They’re not black bear, though they sort of are. Maybe. They’re too big for Red Wolf.”

  “Great.” I said. “Call in for back—“

  The shape came out of nowhere.

  I caught a flash of fur and sinew and flashing fangs. I heard a bestial snarl and tried to shout a warning but I was slow by a country mile. The reek of the creature rolled into me, raising instantaneous blood lust in my heart.

 It was the scent from before, not the one down by the car, but the one at the door. The one that reached down into the dark hidden places in my heart and made me want to kill.

  My lips came back away from my teeth as I returned the snarl and I started forward, weapon forgotten, as I intended to close and attack the thing’s throat with my claws and fangs. Gil’s light went tumbling as his hands flew wide under the impact.

  He had time to cry out in surprise, then he went down like a sack of loose meat, weapon falling to the hardwood floor with a clatter. I sprang forward and the shape, large for an animal, but lean, leapt off him, hit a door under the staircase, and disappeared through it.

  Weapon up, I rushed to Gil’s side. His face was a bloody mess but I felt a pulse. It was sluggish, but regular. Thank God, I thought, but even that sentiment was a struggle.

 I was enraged, furious to the point of lunacy, inebriated and impaired by that reeking, pheromone dripping scent.

  I was someone else. Only I wasn’t. I was me, but the ugly part you don’t show anyone.

  Pistol up, I yanked my handset clear of my belt. “Dispatch!” I yelled into it.

  Jen’s voice came back, worried, but calm, utterly professional. Good for her, she wasn’t close to monster who’d done this. “Go for dispatch.”

  I wasn’t standing on formality. “Jen, it’s Bobbi, send units to my 20, I’ve got an officer down. I repeat, officer down!”

  “Bobbi, sending you units now—“

  I threw the radio away and rose. My prey was through the door. I was going to run that thing down and put bullets into its face. I snapped my light along the door quickly, determining how it opened, where the hinges and handle were.

  Satisfied, I came up like I was busting off blocks at a 100 yard dash, and sprinted for the door. I hit it fast, I wasn’t getting caught in any goddamn vertical coffin. I entered, weapon up and cut right, hard.

  “Umph!”

  I made a hard sound as I bounced off the smooth, cool, and utterly unyielding surface of a restaurant model Frigidaire. I stumbled back, twisting and dropping my center of balance to keep from stumbling.

  The beast hit me. Hard.

  I went up onto the island in the middle of the kitchen and rolled across the burners. My breath was bludgeoned from my body and my arm lit up with fire as nails raked along it. I tried rolling with the blow, going with the force, but my arm blazed with agony and my Glock flew somewhere.

  I rolled, fell off the island and tried getting my bearings. The lights were off in here as well, but there was a row of huge windows above a breakfast nook and they let in some of that eerie Hunter’s Moon illumination. Just enough to get my bearings.

  Looking for a knife block, I saw a Teflon frying pan and reached for that instead. The beast pounced, sliding out of the dark with gnashing teeth and a bloody muzzle. Hot ropes of animal saliva splashed my face as it closed in.

  I got my arms up and sank my hands into the fur of its neck. We rolled Brazilian ju-jitsu at the academy, though going to the ground with a whacked out skell, or some violent perp, was hardly the optimal go-to option in most cases. Still it happened, so we trained for it. I was no Rhonda Rousey, and was better using my long legs to kick, than grapple, but I paid attention in school, always had, no matter the lesson.

  Intuitively, I fell back, hands at the thing’s throat, going into guard position, legs wrapped around the things hips where I could control its weight better. And that was when the last semblance of rationale law enforcement officer left me.

  This close to the thing, there was no denying what I faced.

  I’d fell back and pulled guard out of instinct, it was what I was trained to do. But you don’t pull a ju-jitsu guard on a black bear, or a red wolf. You don’t “grapple” a wild dog or a panther. Their anatomy is a lot different than ours, it just doesn’t work. But my guard was working, at least for the moment.

  The thing on top of me was a human form. Impossibly, the snarling, fang-bearing monster on me snapping for my throat and covered in sleek fur, had a human, or humanoid, body. Heavy, feminine breasts mashed into my chest, human arms, tipped by long-nailed fingers tore at me. God help me, I felt the heat of what seemed a very human vagina burning down near my own.

  But the face, the snout and sharp, canine ears; thess weren’t human. I’d teased Gil earlier about the Animal Planet Channel, but who hadn’t remote-surfed past it on a slow cable night? I knew what a Jackal was. Maybe not African expedition guide level knowledge, but I knew what a Jackal looked like.

  I was wrestling with a Jackal human hybrid, a Hackal bitch!

 Even then, terrified, furious, totally focused on keeping those snapping jaws from my throat, impaired beyond good judgement by my hormonal response to her pheromones, a little voice (sometimes I think of it as my mother’s voice, the no-nonsense tell-it-like-it-is one) was coolly informing that, A] Hackal was a damn stupid name and, B] I knew what it really was.

  I knew what people whispered about Devonshire. I knew the word they used. The thing trying to kill me now in a blood frenzy was an honest to God lycanthrope, a Shifter.

  Her breath, hot beneath her bloody muzzle, blew into my face. She strained against my grip, driving those fangs closer to my jugular.

  I shoved, screaming, “Cunt!”

  I know that’s an ugly word. I know it’s not a sisterhood word. But get some damn perspective will you?

  I locked my legs tight around her hips and pushed down, locking up the muscles along my spine and pressing with my whole body the way I’d been taught. I wasn’t using just the strength of my legs or arms. I strained my whole body, and tried shoving her sideways to roll into a dominant position.

  It was like shoving a steel pylon.

  Those teeth snapped closer.

  Something hit us both like a runaway freight car.

  An avalanche of muscle smashed through us and sent both the bitch and I spinning. I came up hard against the cupboard, head slamming into it hard enough to see stars. Fuzzy, confused, feeling slow and stupid I blinked toward the flurry of violent motion.

  My eyes widened.

 It was a second shifter. More importantly, my senses were suddenly inundated by the original musk, the original pheromone fog I’d run into while getting out of my cruiser. There are two of them, I thought. It was an obvious conclusion, but too much was too weird about tonight to take anything for granted.

 The new shifter was not a Jackal hybrid. He was something else.

 Only a little taller than the shifter bitch, he was never the less easily twice as wide, maybe more. He simply burst out all over with muscle as if his skin were too small for his massive frame. He was ridiculously muscled for such a compact body. He had proportions that reminded me of a wrestler, or a gymnast, but on a much more intense scale.

  I’ve been trained to gauge suspects and give good descriptions, descriptions that can hold up in a court of law under cross examination. I didn’t second guess myself, though I knew it was hard to believe. Though only about average height, the male must have weighed in at close to 300lbs.

 His bunching, rolling sinews (first loins and now sinews?) ran sleek with short, tan fur streaked by black and white markings. The brute danced aside as the Jackal struck out, screaming, claws flashing in the moonlight, and I suddenly got further confirmation of his maleness.

 Lust slammed me hard, a primal force I had no control over. Again, ruth? I said this night got weird and I wasn’t lying. When I saw him exposed, splattered with the blood of his enemy, I went into rut.

 I don’t doubt you’d already guessed a little bit into what I’m telling you about what was going to eventually happen. Bully for you. That still doesn’t make you understand how swept up I was. This was beyond my control, but I didn’t want to fight it, though a part of me burned with shame. I wanted to be taken, I wanted to drag my nails down his back while he pounded into me, or feel his hands in the tangle of my hair as he mounted me from behind.

 I wanted, I wanted, I wanted. And, at last, pushed across the Rubicon of my own desire, I needed.

 There it is, stripped of my pride, stripped of poetry, stripped down to bone and sinew and yes goddamnit, down to loin; I wanted to mate.

 Radio forgotten, gun forgotten, I sat up, eagerly watching the combat unfold. That bitch had nearly killed me, nearly killed my partner on scene, a man who I once shared a family Thanksgiving with. I wanted her dead.

 More than dead. I wanted her ripped open and bleeding. I wanted to stare into her eyes as she breathed her last and realized I was going to mate with her killer in a pool of her blood.

 The male spun and lifted the Jackal up. She caught him along one jaw with razor claws, going for his throat, but missing. He shifted, and his massive shoulders bunched hard as he exploded into motion. She flew across the kitchen and slammed onto the Pegasus-cut Napoli granite countertops.

 She yelped in agony, and he sprang. Jackal’s are not wolves, they’re thieves and scavengers, eaters of carrion. They’re not Romanized the way wolves are, but in the next instant I saw the bitch for the fearsome beauty she was. She was lithe, smooth of limb and clean of line. She was a huntress, and a predator, and she was far, far more dangerous than I was.

 The male shifter leapt.

 She turned in a flash and exploded through the windows. Glass shattered, exploding outward in shards like dagger blades. She cleared the opening effortlessly, far quicker than the male. He reached the spot where she’d been, unstoppable as a freight train, but she was gone.

 Unable to stop himself, he crashed into a set of hand crafted, Mahogany cabinets with all of his considerable weight. He pulverized the heavy, expensive wood, and demolished an entire set of Lennox dishes inside.

 Dropping to the floor he lay stunned, chest heaving as his lungs tried feeding oxygen to all that muscle mass. He was a sprinter, an apex ambush predator, not a creature of endurance. That voice I attribute to my mother filed this bit of insight away for latter.

 His breathing slowed. He sniffed the air. The great hood of muscle between neck and shoulders clenched up as his head turned. He growled low in his chest, a deep rumble.

 He looked at me.

 I recognized those eyes. They were the ones from before. This close they were beautiful. Yes, masculine, but beautiful. The deep, dark brown was flecked with gold and I realized they’d only show yellow when reflecting the light of the moon.

 I felt fear, but not as much as you would expect.

 I knew he was a shifter. I knew I was neither his prey nor his enemy. I knew he’d saved me from the killer Jackal. I knew he wanted me.

 “You’re a shifter,” I said. “A wolverine?”

 I watched his breathing slow as he looked at me, wary. And I saw what was emerging from between his legs, hard and ready. My throat clenched. This didn’t feel like a situation where you could slow things down, take time outs. As I said, by that point I was hardly convinced even to myself that I wanted to slow things down.

 But there is a survivor inside me, a part of me that fiercely detests loss of control. That part of me, the strong part of me, the ‘my mother,’ part of me, fought as best it could. Just keep talking, I told myself. If you’re talking you’re not mating.

 “I feel it too,” I told him. “I know it’s the pheromones. Part of me doesn’t care,” I admitted. “But I know this is animal.”

 He began changing.

 The hair retreated, the long fangs retracted, the claws shrank. His cock remained on prominent display, however. I swallowed. He was handsome, heavy jaw, dark eyes, full hair swept back off his forehead and hanging to his shoulders. Not the hairstyle of a cop. Even some of the muscle went, though that seemed impossible. I guess it was all impossible, really.

 He was still an incredible 230 or 240lbs at average height. The muscles didn’t look blown up and inflated like a bodybuilders. They were heavy, very dense, and he looked one piece, a total unit, not a collection of overworked body parts. He wasn’t Boy Band lean, he carried some bulk, but, hanging off that frame, it hardly looked out of place.

 His hands were huge.

 I lifted my eyes from his erection and blushed as I found him staring at me. He rose out of his sitting position. He radiated intensity like a bonfire radiates heat. For that matter, his body burned like a furnace, so hot I felt his heat across the room. I could only imagine what it would be like having him on me, having him inside me.

 “I don’t understand,” I stammered.

 I was trying to stall, but I’d risen as well. I was sending mixed messages. I saw his nostrils flare and I knew he could smell, could scent, how wet I was. My hands shook.

 “You’re beautiful,” he said, it was almost a growl. “I can’t help myself. You’re ready.”

 He’s not wrong, I admitted.

“I don’t understand,” I said again. “I thought the pheromones were about an Alpha fighting an Alpha for dominance. That Jackal bitch-whore murdered that woman in there.”

 “Males aren’t the only Alphas in the natural world,” he said. We were both on our feet now. There can be something ridiculous about a penis. Sometimes it just looks funny sticking out like the handle of a pot. His looked like a goddamn truncheon. “There are female Alphas as well.”

 “This was a fight for dominance between females?” I asked.

 I remembered how lethal and sleek the bitch Jackal looked. I took an unconscious step closer to him. Fight it! A part of my mind thought. Shut up! Another part replied.

 He lifted his lip in disgust. “This was an assassination. They’re jackals, not panthers, it’s not how it’s supposed to happen.” He took a step forward. I’m sure there was nothing unconscious about his movement. He knew what he wanted and he was going after it. I wondered how hot that thick shaft would be in my hand, in other places.

 “Was the dead woman a…shifter,” I struggled to say it out loud. “Was she your mate?”

 He laughed. His gaze pinned me in my place. His body looked carved out of the same hard granite as the countertops, each line separating his muscles deeply etched so that they stood out in relief.

 In the wild, the much smaller Wolverines were so fierce they could drive a grizzly bear off its kill. If it had its back to something solid they could hold entire wolf packs at bay. Wolverines were hands down, bare none, the meanest sonofabitches in the woods.

 “Jessica?” He shook his head, naming the victim. “No. We were in…negotiations. We were through talking and I slipped out to leave. I was barely half a mile away when the wind shifted and I scented them both. I had to return,” he shook his head. “I’m close to the Earth, close to the wild, somethings you do not fight.”

 Somethings you do not fight, I repeated to myself. He’s right. Somethings you do not fight. I stepped forward and he came in close. I saw blood seeping slowly from his lacerated jaw line. I felt something like electric current flow through us as he came up close, still starring into my eyes.

 It terrified me.

 What passed between us frightened me more than being forced into rut by preternatural pheromones. That was a thing of the body but, on my mother’s grave, I swear what passed between us in that look was something more than the hardness between his legs, or the wet between mine. I felt a sharp pang behind my sternum.

 What passed between us was something of the heart.

 I know, I know. How could that be? Surely it was just the surging, pounding hormones sweeping through me. But I promised you honesty, and that’s what I’m giving you. What passed between us, the searching, questioning hunger I saw in his look, was more.

 As I said, it terrified me.

 I had to stop this, to slow this down, to find a way to take control of the situation. But I had this racing engine inside me, as unyielding as the moon pulling the tide. I knew he was feeling it too, that it was strong in him. He’d fought and tried to kill to protect me. I felt his want and need in the heat of his body.

 His big hands found my pants, strong fingers opening the belt and yanking apart the buttons. I gasped. He leaned his head in and kissed me. He tasted wild and male. I moaned into his mouth and helped push my pants down.

 I had to stop this, to slow this down, to find a way to take control of the situation. Don’t judge me, I did the only thing I could think to do.

 Quickly, I sank to my knees on the kitchen floor, putting my face even with his cock. His dick jumped as my breath blew across his feverish, straining skin. The thing ran like a river delta with veins.

 I wasn’t coy, or teasing, I couldn’t afford to be. I just went right to work. My hand came up and wrapped around the shaft, jacked up and down a couple of times, and then I leaned in and swallowed the head.

 “Goddamn!” he hissed as my hot mouth wrapped around the smooth helmet of his glans.

 I moved my tongue slowly, sucking gently on the head while stroking one hand up and down along his rigid shaft. He shivered and I felt his cock swell in my mouth. I’d been right, it burned hot as an acetylene torch. I felt like a lion tamer, able to make the big cats do what I want as long as I could keep their minds on my whip and chair, and not eating me alive.

 After a moment, when I built up sufficient spit in my mouth, I started bobbing my head in time with my hand strokes, Almost (almost, mind you) of its own volition, my other hand crept down between my open thighs.

 My finger traced along the groove of my swollen lips, brushing the hooded nubbin of my clitoris. I tensed, it felt like I’d set the thing on fire. I’m in control, I told myself. I’m in control. And I was, in control of him, and in control of me.

  I looked up and found him staring down at me. He still looked fierce, but he was too absorbed in what I was doing to seem threatening. Our eyes locked and stayed locked as my tongue roamed around his cockhead, the tip flickering across the slit at the top and massaging him there.

 He groaned and his butt cheeks clench hard in response to the technique.

 His balls drew up tight against his belly, and I knew he was feeling the stirrings of an intensely tingling, Grade A, orgasm beginning to build. I worked my hands faster between my legs. I was so wet they slipped in easily, and my fingers found that special spot on the roof of my cervix as the heel of my palm rubbed against my clit.

 On my knees, but fully in control of the situation, as I kept telling myself, I sped up, taking more of his prick into my mouth as I bobbed. I made a wet sound and sucked overflowing saliva back into my mouth.

 Deep inside me, down low under my belly, a faucet opened up and warmth rushed out, enveloping my vagina and racing up my spine. An explosion of pleasure hammered into the back of my head as I ground my palm into my clit and rubbed my g-spot. My legs began shaking.

 I moaned, letting the vibration rumble down low in my throat.

 That little bit of extra stimulation was enough. He grunted once, then began bucking his hips forward into my mouth. It was not a night to stand on protocol. I’d only narrowly avoided being bent over the kitchen island and taken the way a buck takes a doe; I could forgive him some impolite enthusiasm.

 I didn’t slow down, even as I started to gag a little as he went deeper.

 I pressed both my hands on the slabs of muscles making up his thighs, and his knees locked up under my touch. He made a sound like an animal on a kill, and my own orgasm finished ripping through me with blazing intensity.

 His hands, big and bullish strong, still stained with the blood of his enemy, came down and locked into my hair.

 Lava hot, semen rolled up his urethra and spurted into my mouth. I pushed forward, taking him deep down my throat. He came up on his toes and I grabbed hold of his hard clenched ass cheeks to maintain my balance. They were like marble battlements in my hands.

 We froze like that for a moment, his hands locked in my hair, mine digging into his ass, joined at mouth and loin, a seamless unity of sweating flesh. I closed my eyes tight at the memory of our shared gaze.

 Then, slowly, he began to relax. His butt cheeks unclenched beneath my fingers, and he eased back down off his toes. Feeling him soften, I leaned back and let him slip from my mouth. He stepped back for a moment then leaned down brought me to my feet. I was like a child in his grip.

 He leaned in close and kissed me. I felt dizzy and drained. I couldn’t think about what could happen next. Part of me realized I didn’t seem gripped by the same madness that swept me up only moments before. We broke the kiss, both breathing hard, like runners in a race.

 Outside sirens wailed up the drive.

 Just like that the moment was over, shattered.

 I looked up at him, pants still open and down. Only now I felt silly. One hand went to a snap pouch on my belt, automatically. To cover my embarrassment I retreated into what I knew. Yes, I’ve practiced the motion. A lot. I pulled the hand cuffs free, they weren’t connected by a chain. They were Smith & Wesson hinged cuffs.

 I snapped them in place and dared him with a look to try and resist.

 “Name,” I demanded.

 His eyes flashed, angry at my tone. Good. He looked down at his handcuffed wrists with disbelief. He looked up. I met his gaze. He lifted his lip in an irritated snarl, but looked away first.

 “David,” he said. Then he looked at me again. “I know you think what happened here is your job,” he said as the sirens grew louder. “But this isn’t a police matter, it’s a Devonshire matter. Your people will only get hurt.”

 “Go to hell!” I snapped. “You don’t tell me what to do.” I was pleased to see him flush with anger.

 “Fine,” he snapped. “Arrest me. Explain to your back up why I’m naked and your pants are open.”

 This time I flushed. I had lost it. I understood even then that, on some very real level, I’d had little choice, and that I’d come within a moment of sleeping with a murder suspect during an active crime scene while my partner (who was also my ex) lay unconscious a few feet away and another suspect escaped into the woods.

 No, there would be no explaining this one. I started buckling my pants, cursing. I hated him.

 Still cuffed at the wrists, he lifted my chin with his hand and I stopped, looking into his eyes. “Tell me your name,” he said, voice soft.

 “Bobbi,” I managed.

 “Bobbi,” he said. His voice was softer but still rough. “I have to go. Unlock these cuffs. We both know what happened here isn’t something that goes into a police report.”

 He’s right, I thought. Then, goddamn him, he’s right, the sonofabitch. I tend to get foul mouthed when I’m nervous. I looked at him, standing there naked. I could still taste our kiss, among other things, in my mouth.

 Outside car doors slammed. Officers began shouting mine and Gil’s names, then identifying themselves as State Patrol, and County Sheriffs. I turned the cuff key in the lock.

 “Go,” I said. He made to move and I suddenly grabbed his arm, his sexy, heavily muscled, utterly masculine arm. He turned back to me. “We will talk again,” I said.

 He smiled then and the heavy, brooding, barbarian warlord of a face, turned boyish under a heavy 5 ‘0 clock shadow. His teeth were white and square, his lips surprisingly generous. They made for good kissing.

 “I know we will, Bobbi,” he said.

 Then he was gone.

 I heard my back up enter the house, heard them shout as they saw the dead body and Gil lying on the floor.

 “In here!” I yelled.

 This wasn’t over. David was right, what happened here wasn’t something you could put in a police report. Not in a thousand years. But this still wasn’t over. A person had been killed, “assassinated,” David said, on my watch.

 Maybe shifter justice was the law of the jungle, but the body lying in there looked human now, and I was still a law enforcement officer. Just like my mother.

 I turned as two troopers armed with pump action shotguns entered the kitchen. I was already thinking up a plausible story. I’d be believed.

 But for myself, I had no lies. I knew what I had and didn’t have. I had a victim name, Jessica. Researching her would provide clues, leads. I had a way forward. I had a hell-bitch of a suspect. One who would kill me without hesitation. I also had a protector. One I couldn’t lie to myself and say I didn’t want to see again.

 But mostly what I had were questions. There was only one place I could for answers.

 Devonshire.

 The apartment stood empty and dark when I got home. Mind still swirling from the events of the night, I entered, running scenarios together in my head, turning them over and looking at them from different angles. When I get like this I might as well forget about sleep, there’s no damn point.

 My key turned in the lock and the deadbolt shot over. Pushing through the door, I reached out and turned on the light to my little room. It was decorated a touch more feminine than I would have felt comfortable with my brothers in blue seeing.

 I wasn’t alone.

 I drew my gun without thinking and brought it up as I dropped into a modified Weaver stance. Yeah, I’ve practiced this move a lot, too.

 David looked at me.

 If he was flustered having a Glock pointed at his face he didn’t show it. In fact the smug bastard had a little smile on his lips. I slowly straightened, not exactly lowering my weapon. I’m not a big fan of strange men, and they didn’t get stranger than David, showing up at my house unannounced, and making themselves at home.

 Not even men I’ve, ahem, been intimate with.

 Or murder suspects for that matter.

 He looked at me, really looked at me. It was disconcerting. I lowered the gun a little more.

 “What do you want?” I snapped to cover my discomfort. “How did you find me?”

 He flared his nostrils, inhaling softly. He could smell me, I realized, and I blushed.

 “I made it my business to find out about you.”

 “Why?”

 “I want to help you catch a killer,” he said. Then he looked away, clearly uncomfortably himself. “Also, I wanted to see you again.”

 “Look,” I said quickly. “What happened, happened. But if you thing that’s how I normally—“

 He cut me off with a curt shake of his head. “I know better than you how hollow and confusing the actions we take in a mating frenzy can leave someone. That’s not why I’m here.” The cocky sonofabitch grinned but it was almost boyish. “Well,” he amended. “That’s not only it, completely.”

 I blushed, again. Immediately, I chastised myself. “I hope you don’t think you were just going to show up here and I was going to…”

 “Bobbi,” he said. His gaze held mine. He was intelligent, you could see it in his eyes. He was looking at me with an animal intensity. “My world is dark and full of terrors. I saw for myself how you handled yourself when confronted with it. You saw blood and death and you pushed on. You were confronted with a creature from your nightmares and you fought.”

 I looked away. I felt stupid holding my weapon and I holstered it. “It’s my job.” I pointed at the badge pinned to my shirt. “Cop, remember?”

 “Not everyone would have behaved as you did,” he said. “If you’ll let me,” Jesus, he looked almost bashful! “I’d like to help you with this case. You’re going to need someone who knows what’s going on in Devonshire. The victim, Susan, deserves justice.”

 “That’s why you came? To help me catch a killer?”

 “It’s the perfect excuse to get to know you better,” he admitted.

 I felt a tightness in my throat and I swallowed. If he thought I’d behaved bravely earlier, my words now were positively courageous.

 “I’d like that too,” I said.

 End
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Jessica James is romantic Eros at its most sizzling and explicit! Jessica is a globe trotting, international espionage contractor and private investigator. Struggling to control a little predilection she has for voyeurism, she’s got an Air Force Special Operations Pararescueman, named Hank Maximum, as a partner, bodyguard, and sometime lover; she also has a knack for getting into trouble of the most salacious kind.

Contacted by a US Senator with a delicate problem, Jessica skydives into a Caribbean paradise to rescue the man’s daughter. It seems daddy’s little brat has gotten herself mixed up with an infamous copulation cult, and the Senator wants her back by any means necessary, and he’s backing up his request with too much money to turn down.

Jessica’s role is simple; waltz into the highly guarded compound by pretending to be a sweet young thing, looking for a real down and dirty, good time. But once inside the compound walls she discovers a horrifying secret. The. cult leaders maintain control of their subjects through the use of a hypnotic incense that reduces anyone who inhales it into a quivering pile of raunchy desire.

Now she in a place where her secret voyeuristic yearnings are being fed beyond belief, and her will is not her own. She’s got swinging cult members eagerly participating in every kink act under the sun, from group participation, to four on one, and some off the roughest escapades she’s ever witnessed.

Thanks to the incense freeing her deepest passions, she’s going to be coming every which way but loose until the sun comes up. The tropics are going to get very hot indeed!

But in the bright light of morning she’s still going to have finish her job and save the girl, even if she has to fight every inch of the way out. Still, no matter how many bullets she has to dodge, the hard part's going to be having to explain everything she’s done to Hank…

Join Jessica James on her first exciting, sizzling adventure—you’re going to want to keep one hand free at all times!

 SAVING DADDY’S LITTLE BRAT FROM THE WHOLE GANG!

 Hank Maximum’s big hand grabbed Jessica’s ass and squeezed. She squealed and in the next moment he...pushed.

 Jessica James, JJ to her friends, went out the open door of the Cessna and fell. Spinning, the warm tropical air pushed up against her, forming her jumpsuit around her curves. She spun in a tight circle as the aircraft powered away, 145-horsepower Continental engine droning.

 Around her the sky was dark, moon hidden by clouds. There was just enough light for her to see the strip of beach she was aiming for, growing larger as she plunged downward. Palm trees waved gently below her in the soft breeze. Dropping down from a thousand feet, the breeze was anything but gentle.

 She still felt Hank’s handprint on her ass. The sensation made her damp between her thighs. His hand wasn’t the only thing big on Hank, and before they’d gotten on the Cessna Skyhawk, he’d bent her over the back of the couch in their Hilton Suite, and steadily pounded her to a toe curling orgasm as she watched the setting sun paint the sky vermillion over the Caribbean.

 She remembered the feel of his cock, like a velvet wrapped iron bar, moving inside of her. She liked the way his hands always wrapped possessively around her hips when he did her from behind. It made her feel primal and protected all at the same time. With the thick, veiny shaft see-sawing back and forth against her G-spot, he got her every time.

 He grunted like a goddamn ape when he came, his heavy balls slapping against her pussy lips and swollen clit. Hank, with his full beard, army of tattoos, and pedigree as a former Air Force Pararescue Jumper to boot, took the term “alpha” to extremes.

 Lost in the memory, her pussy still throbbing from the beating it’d taken just two hours before, Jessica let her eyes wander over to her altimeter.

 Oh shit!

 She snatched for the ripcord and pulled. The dark silk of her parachute unfurled out behind her like a parade flag, then the canopy popped and she was jerked upright in her harness.

 “Damn!” she swore. The thigh straps had ridden right into her crotch and the sudden jerk made her ache.

 Reaching up, she hauled down on the chute risers and cut sharpley to the left. Eight seconds later, she made a running landing on the soft, white sand of the beach. At the edge of the wall of palm fronds separating the beach from the jungle, she turned and hauled the parachute in before shoving it under a lilac bush.

 Her time frame was tight, and she had to move fast. Her cover before she got into the compound, was a lost tourist wandering the beach, so under the jumpsuit she wore a string bikini. After she was in the compound the situation could turn dicey.

 Stripping off the cover alls, she felt the nipples of her C cups tighten under the caress of the offshore breeze. The string of the thong rode up between the golden globes of her ass cheeks as she bent and stuffed her Fendi sneaks and the jumpsuit in with the parachute.

 She wore a compact pair of Zeiss binoculars around her neck. She thought an ornithologist in a string bikini was pushing things, but she’d use her tits and ass for distraction and, it was vital, she already looked the part of a mistress to some jet setting day trader.

 Finding a little dirt path she knew was there thanks to Google Earth, she cut through some trees, climbed a small knoll with a vantage point, and scoped the compound of Gordon Geller-Smith. She ran the glasses around the palatial two story mansion, six foot stucco walls, boathouse, and helipad. The place could have been featured on Getaways of the Rich & Famous. Of course Mr. Gordon Geller wasn’t exactly seeking the notoriety.

 She heard the pulsating tempo of rave music blasting from the house, as predicted, the orgy was in full swing. It’d taken a thousand bucks, U.S., in bribes to the maid to get the party schedule, but it’d been worth it.

 She caught a flash of motion and and turned in that direction, focusing the binocular lenses. There, in the little sheltered cove where Geller-Smith kept his Pavati AL26 speedboat (in fire engine red), and a 30 meter long displacement yacht named The Rigid Member, were two people by the boathouse. She zoomed in.

 A blonde model type in a Agua Bendita designer two piece, was talking to one of Geller-Smith’s security staff. The guy was big, bigger even than Hank, his skin burnished obsidian, and he wore neatly pressed cargo shorts and a camouflage pattern t-shirt painted over his muscles. It was rumored Geller-Smith hired ex-Jamaican Defense Force combat swimmers as bodyguards. This guy looked buff enough to fit the bill. He had a H&K MP7 submachine gun hanging from a 3-point tactical harness.

 The blonde was chatting away, a little unsteady on her feet, and swinging a half empty martini glass around in one hand. She said something and the man’s white teeth flashed as he laughed. Casually, the blonde reached over and put her hand on the sizeable bulge in the guard’s shorts.

 “Oh my,” Jessica said softly. “Well, they are a demented sex cult, so…” she let the words trail away as she watched the woman unbutton the guard’s fly one handed. When she was done she pulled a semi-hard, firehose of a cock.

 “Jesus wept!” she said.

 The blonde tossed back the rest of her drink and casually flung the martini glass onto the emerald green lawn behind her. Still jerking the big black cock (the guard wasn’t laughing now) she sank to her knees. Jessica zoomed in closer.

 The blonde was Eurotrash hot, all sharp cheekbones and full lips. She stroked the cock with first one hand, and then two, as it grew fully erect. Leaning in, she opened her mouth; wide. The lighter colored flesh of the guard’s cock head slid between her lips. Still beating him off in a hand-over-hand grip, the blonde began bobbing her mouth up and down the hard on.

 The guard put one huge hand down on her head and Jessica could almost hear his groan of pleasure from a football field away. As she watched, he took control of the blonde, palming her head like a basketball, and began moving his hips in a smooth, piston-like motion.

 “Shit, you’re good, sister,” Jessica said, impressed beside herself.

 The blonde was taking that cock, throating it like a sword swallower at a carnival. The Zeiss was powerful enough for Jessica to see the drool building up in the corners of the blonde’s lips. The guard’s shaft glistened with her spit and Jessica could hear the moist slurping in her mind.

 Unconsciously, her hand trailed down to the little triangle of fabric covering her pussy. She’d had a Brazilian done, naturally, as soon as she learned the case was in the Caribbean. She loved the way Hank’s facial hair felt against the shaved skin when he was eating her out.

 Now her finger found the swollen little bean of her clit and she gently rubbed it, making small, concise circles. In the lens, the blonde’s head bobbed wildly, hands placed on the guard’s thighs as she sucked him off. The guy’s cock seemed like an overfilled balloon, so swollen it looked ready to burst at any moment.

 She sighed a little as she felt her orgasm building. She had a secret. She liked to watch, it turned her on to see people in throes of passion, unhibbited and just giving into every bit of carnal desire rocking through their bodies. She liked to watch women’s nails rake a man’s back as he fucked her hard and fast.

 Luckily, as a private investigator and intelligence contractor, she was called upon to “get the goods” for clients all the time. Sometimes she and Hank would sit side by side in the surveillance van, her jerking him, he finger fucking her, as they watched a target having sex through hidden cameras on the monitors.

 A liquid, burning sensation surged up between her thighs and she rubbed harder.

 “Fuck, fuck, fuck,” she moaned. Her teeth found her bottom lip and she bit gently.

 Her hand flew between her legs, rubbing through the thin fabric of the suit. Her pussy was wet and she smelled her own arousal as she began soaking the suit bottom. In her binoculars the blonde, obviously inspired by internet porn, leaned back, took the fire hose in one hand and aimed it at her B cups, jerking quickly.

 Jessica gasped as her orgasm struck, and her knees buckled a little. Thick, white cum spurted out the end of the big black hose and landed on the blonde’s chest. Sagging a little, Jessica shuddered through the sensual, molten pleasure burning below her belly. The guard came up on his toes as the last of his spunk dripped onto the blonde’s cleavage. Almost delicately, like a cat lapping up milk from a bowl, the blonde began cleaning the guard’s cock.

 Almost falling jolted Jessica back into the moment and she remembered her mission. There was a girl in there, the daughter of a rich man, who needed rescuing; whether she wanted it or not.

 “Damn it, JJ” she chastised herself. It would have been a perfect moment to scale the fence while the guard was so thoroughly distracted. She hoped the moment wasn’t over.

 Then, a usual, she got lucky. Two more guards, just as tall, just as muscular, and just as black, appeared from inside the grounds. Their eyes were locked on the kneeling blonde and their hands weren’t holding their submachine guns, but were instead wrapped around their hard cocks.

 “Thanks, blondie,” Jessica grinned. A good, hardcore menage was just the thing to keep the sentry’s eyes turned inward.

 Cutting down the trail, she hurried along the outside of the stucco wall. The music grew louder, but as she got closer the sound of people's’ voices grew as well. The party was a rager, and if the side show performance on lawn by the docks was any indication, she could only guess at the orgy going on inside.

 She crept up next to the inland side of the boat house, across from the bodyguards. The first guard stood watching the other two pulling the blonde’s almost non existent bikini off. Her nipples stood out in dagger points, and Jessica was close enough now to hear everything.

 “Okay, Miss,” one of the guards said. He had a gold tooth and it flashed, reflecting light now spilling out of the upper windows of the house. His dick was thick as a beer can, and it had a head like a clenched fist. He held the blonde’s bikini top in his hands. “You ready for a real good fucking now?”

 Jessica loved the way the dirty words came out of his mouth with the thick, laid back Caribbean accent. If anything, hearing that kind of raunchy talk made her ready for a real good fucking.

 She thought about Hank. Their plan was simple, the way the best plans were. The pilot was to circle back slowly around so as not to arouse suspicion of anyone in the compound, and Hank was going jump, only about half a mile into the warm waters of the ocean. A trained combat swimmer himself, who’d dove on operations with both Navy SEALs and Army Special Forces, he was going to infiltrate the boat house and secure the Pavati speedboat for their escape.

 He was also going to be bringing the SPAS-12 shotgun incase things got messy. She really hoped he didn’t need to use it.

 All she had to was find the Senator’s daughter, convince her to stop loving the orgy, and sneak out the back.

 “I’m ready,” the blonde said. “Good and ready.”

 It was immediately apparent from her accent that the Nordic princess was actually Swedish, or German, or Austrian. Truth be told, Jessica couldn’t always tell one from the other at first blush. That wasn’t terribly sophisticated off her, but there you go. She was really more of a margarita girl than a cosmo drinker.

 She inched forward and risked another glance. The group hadn’t wasted anytime putting the bang into gangbang. The third guard stood with his back to Jessica, cargo shorts dropped around his ankles and muscular butt cheeks clenching furiously as he rammed into the blonde. He had her bent over at the waist, but he was so tall she was up on her toes as he fucked her. Each thrust shivered through her as he went balls deep on every stroke. Her head bounced around and each time the flat plane of his hips slammed her ass cheeks, it made a wet slapping sound. The blonde was like a ragdoll in his grip.

 Gold tooth took her by the back of her head to steady his aim, his fingers entangling themselves in the honey-gold curls of her hair. He guided his fat cock to her lips and she eagler began slobbering over it, her jaw stretched tight to accommodate it.

 “Uh, uh, uh,” the blonde managed to get out.

 I take it back, Jessica thought. You’re not just good, you’re goddamn fantastic!

 Reaching out with both hands, the blonde clung to Gold tooth’s hips. She was soaking wet now, and each new stroke of cock into her pussy made a moist, squishing noise. It was the sound of a good fuck to Jessica’s ears.

 She looked quickly at the first guard but she didn’t need to worry. He watched the show in front of him like a teenager looking at Pornhub on his laptop. He jacked off slowly, building up an erection for a second round.

 Quickly, Jessica slipped around the corner, putting the wall between her and mini-orgy. She was in. Her toe nudged something and she looked down, seeing the blonde’s cast off martini glass. She picked it up as a prop and sauntered around a thick Golf Ball Kohuhu hedge into the pool area. There were people fucking in the shallow end of the kidney shaped pool. There were people fucking in the hottub. There were people fucking on the Adirondack patio furniture.

 Jessica stopped, impressed despite herself.

 The heavy pungent scent of Jamaican Marijuana hung in the air and she immediately got a contact high. She and Hank had infiltrated a lot of places before. Swinger clubs, high end brothels, and even a live sex show in a Mazatlan strip joint, once. She’d seen hundreds of people getting down and dirty while doing the nasty, but this took prize.

 First off, by some manner she didn’t fully understand David Geller-Smith, (international arms dealer, narcotics money launderer, middle man to Cayman Island bankers and Middle East despots, and leader of the Fiery Brand Tabernacle, a rather infamous sex cult known for recruiting among the Hollywood elite and Ivy League colleges) had managed to convert, or brainwash, whichever, some very attractive people.

 The groups of people didn’t seem constrained by any one certain preference. On one of the cushioned lounge chairs, a beautiful black woman with a derriere like Kim Kardashian, lay on her belly, gripping the legs tightly as she took it in the ass from a tanned surfer looking twenty-something. As he finished, one of the four men lined up behind him took his place without missing a beat.

 Over in the hottub two brunettes took turns sucking off a hispanic man and fingering each other viciously. In the pool, a man had a beautiful redhead up against the side and was between her legs, pumping away, as a broad shouldered man stood directly behind him, pushing his own cock into the guy ass with perfect synchronicity.

 Moans, groaning, and gasps filled the air and Jessica realized she was smelling something else other than just marijuana. There was some sort of jasmine and lavender incense in the air and, now that she noticed it, its scent was actually stronger than the pot.

 Feeling light-headed, and disturbed by a growing sexual urge she wasn’t sure she was entirely in control of, she forced herself to focus, to scan the writhing bodies and make sure Holly McCabe wasn’t among them. She saw a lot of hard cocks sliding into willing bodies, and her natural appetite for voyeurism pushed her to keep staring, to keep watching the looks of satisfaction on the faces of beautiful women as they took those cocks in every part of their bodies.

 A dark skinned man of perhaps Indian nationality, sat himself down on the lounge chair in front of the black woman who was getting ass fucked by the third man since Jessica had come upon the scene. His erection curved up like a banana, and the woman eagerly put it in her mouth. She made soft, suckling sounds and her fingers slipped under his testicles to massage his balls. Jessica reached for her own pussy.

 What’s wrong with me? She thought.

 Stubbornly, she shook her head, forcing her mind back on the task at hand. None of the orgy party goers out by the pool were Holly. She blew out a pent up breath. Time to enter the house.

 Holly McCabe was twenty years old, and from all the photos and snippets of family video Jessica had seen, was as bubbly and vivacious as a high school cheer captain, which, of course, she had been.

 She was supposed to be at UPENN, getting a degree in Communications. Her father, the Senator, had not been pleased to learn that, after sending his little darling to the islands for Spring Break, she’d fallen under the spell of the most infamous sex cult in the world.

 Worried about his own security clearance, and reelection chances in his deeply Red district, he’d sought the help of some “discrete” professionals not afraid to “get their hands dirty.” Basically, for a fee in the mid five figures, plus expenses, little Miss McCabe was coming off orgy island one way or another.

 Coughing, Jessica entered the mansion. It was a little dimmer in the building, and it took a moment for her eyes to adjust. The smoke was thicker in here, the effluvious fog of pot smoke soaked into her, but again it was the jasmine and lavender incense that overpowered everything else, and made her head spin.

 The dizzier she grew, the hornier she became. By the time she’d taken three steps into the room her vagina felt like it had a pulse, and her nipples were hard enough to cut glass.

 Her hand came up and brushed one. Instantly lightening bolts pleasure arced from her breast to between her legs. Moaning, she rubbed her thighs together. All around her people coupled. Off to her left in a sunken living room area, an intertwined train of men and women formed a circle, each participant performing oral on each other, seemingly without regard to gender.

 “It makes you hot, doesn’t it?” A masculine voice purred in her ear.

 Jessica nodded without thinking. “Yes,” she said, her voice hoarse. All around her was that overpowering miasma of jasmine and lavender. There was something about that incense…

 She turned, leaning into the man next to her, desperate to feel the touch of someone else’s skin next to her own. The man was tall, past six feet four inches and very lean, like a swimmer, blond hair tousled, blue eyes a little glazed and over-bright, but still sexy as hell. He was also completely naked and his hard cock stuck out like a tree branch.

 She turned further and leaned harder into him, parting her legs so she could shove her pulsating clitoris against the long muscle of his thigh. Her arm encircled his narrow waist, and she pressed against him, smelling his clean, male smell.

 Hugging him closer, her tongue began circling his nipple. Her hand crept down and wrapped around his hard on. He shuddered a little in her grasp and she felt powerful. She pressed herself harder against his leg, working toward get herself off.

 Fight it! She heard Hank’s voice telling her. It’s the goddamn incense!

 She blinked in surprise, realized she was jerking a complete stranger off as she tried rubbing herself to climax against his leg. She was alarmed, but she also didn’t want to stop. If I do, she thought, I’d look pretty damn weird as the only person not joining in, and that could actually be dangerous.

 She tightened her grip around the dick in her hand, felt the warm, spongy flesh give a little over the unyielding inner shaft. The tall man hissed and she picked up the pace. She kept grinding against him, feeling her own secretions soaking his leg, making it easier to slide against the rigid column of muscle.

 She had to find Holly, quickly. Much more exposure to this smoke and incense and there was no telling where she’d end up. Her swimsuit top fell away, and her already barely restrained breasts swung free. The tall man moved his arm around her and his hand moved from caressing her back to squeezing her tit. He began pulling her nipple and she gasped out loud.

 She was practically panting like a dog.

 Unable to fight it any longer, she at least summoned enough presence of mind to let her eyes roam the room, looking for Holly McCabe. Two beautiful women, on all fours, faced eaching other, made out as two men fucked them doggy style.

 Next to them, two other women sat on their knees, fingering themselves, a standing man positioned in between them. One of the women, with deep, beautiful, olive skin, had her face buried in the man’s ass cheeks, tongue fucking him in an enthusiastic rimjob as her opposite, a redhead with absolutely gigantic fake tits, deepthroated his dick.

 Something riveted Jessica’s attention. She saw a woman sitting on the lap of black man, riding his hard dick with short, hard strokes, crushing her breasts against his broad chest. Another man stood next to the first and the woman was giving him a blowjob over the black man’s shoulder. As Jessica watched, a third man, chiseled as a professional bodybuilder (was no one here not gorgeous?) came up between the splayed legs of the man the woman was riding.

 Jessica felt her third (her fourth?) orgasm building and she began pumping the hot flesh throbbing in her hand all the harder. The tall man hissed in pleasure through gritted teeth and began pulling her nipple harder. Biting back a scream of pleasure, she couldn’t take her eyes off the scene unfolding on the divan.

 As she watched, the third man put a warning hand on the small of the woman’s back and she went still. Slowly, he pushed forward and Jessica heard the woman gasp as the head of his cock pressed against her anal opening.

 The man bent his head forward, letting a long loop of saliva trail out of his mouth. The spit landed on his cock and, with the extra lube in place, he pushed the rest of his shaft into her willing ass. He grunted as both men began slowly moving, and Jessica wondered what it must feel like to have two cocks rubbing back and forth inside you like that…

 “Oh, god, oh, god!” she shouted as her orgasm ripped through her.

 She felt a faucet somewhere in her belly open up and waves of pleasure raced down her legs. She clung weakly to the tall man as the spasms washed through her, she longed, ached, to feel a cock moving inside her.

 In her hand the hard dick jumped a little and began spurting. She watched his cum jettison out and land at the floor. She milked the hard on, getting every last ounce of pleasure out of it she could. The tall man gave his own strangled cry and shot again as she finished him off.

 Her eyes came up, endorphins surging through her, and in a small moment of clarity she saw the open doorway leading to the stairs. Geller-Smith wasn’t down here, and his rooms had to be upstairs. Without looking back at the tall man, she stumbled around the oral copulation circle, and towards the steps.

 Moving through a cloud of smoke, she saw the altar of the Fiery Brand Tabernacle set up like the narthex of a chapel against one wall. The strange, Egyptian, symbol dominated the wall, and several copper brazzers, large as cooking pots, burned, pumping out the jasmine and lavender incense that filled the room.

 Unable to do anything but breath the mind altering substance, Jessica pushed on through sheer force of will. Thoughts of hard cocks sliding in and out of her, all of her, was a cacophony in her mind. She wanted to taste a cock, to grind down on one as it ploughed into her. God help her, she couldn’t get the image of the woman on the divan taking on three guys out of her head.

 I’m high as fuck, she thought. Then, Hank, I’m sorry, but if I don’t find Holly soon, and get the hell out of here, there’s no telling what, or who, or how many, I might do.

 At least now she knew the mystery of how FBT did its recruiting. She also felt pretty comfortable in the fact that Holly McCabe wasn’t truly a willing participant. She might have shown up for some cocaine and a nice group grope, but leaving everything, including her own bright future, behind, was most probably a result of the incense.

 Geller-Smith had built his own little Disneyland After Dark here. Just move a pallet of heroin in Europe, a few crates of hellfire missiles in the Middle East, and a metric ton or two of cocaine in the Western Hemisphere, and then jet off to your own private island for round the clock group bangs with hypnotized human sex dolls.

 Walking up the stairs, she passed a couple making out. The boy and girl were innocent enough looking to be on the cover of Teen Cosmo magazine. Sitting just below them, one of the Jamaican combat swimmers had set his submachine gun aside and was servicing both of them.

 His skin was the color of old mahogany, and the kid’s prick looked very white sliding in and out of the muscular man’s mouth. His fingers, big and blunt as cigars, slid in and out of the girl’s pussy, rubbing the G-spot along the roof of her vagina. The two deep kissed as the boy’s hand roamed across the girl pert, pink-nippled titties.

 Jessica resisted the urge to take the beautiful boy’s head in her hands and push his face into her sopping pussy. She imagined what a warm, strong tongue could do to her right now, and she let out a little shuddering sigh of resignation.

 Eyes on the prize, JJ, she told herself, eyes on the prize.

 But, dammit, watching was her thing, her favorite kink. With her trusty Magic Wand vibrator, she could have sat in the middle of all this activity for days, observing, masturbating, cumming again and again and…

 She shook herself out of the image. Her swimsuit bottoms were soaked. Distracted, she quickly pulled them off as she came to the top of the stair. A long, hardwood hallway stretched out before her, running the length of the house. On either side stood open doors. Against the wall on the landing was a small altar, featuring the Eye of Horus FBT sigil and a burning incense brazier.

 At the far end of the hall in front of a picture window was a larger FBT sigil and two braziers. Cautiously, she started down the hall, her bare feet noiseless beneath the pounding bass rumbling up from below.

 Coming to a door, she heard wet sounds and a soft moaning. Without thinking she looked in and froze, transfixed.

 The Asian woman was beautiful, heavy breasted and long legged. She sat on a doctor’s examination table, feet up in the stirrups. To either side of her two young, hispanic beauties sucked her erect nipples. The girl on her right stroked the Asian beauty’s swollen clitoris as she made soft little cooing noises of delight.

 Between her propped up legs stood one of the uniformed bodyguards. He was biggest one she’d seen yet, with a brutal face, and massive lumps of muscle hanging off his body. Naked, except for the submachine hanging muzzle down on his back, his onyx skin glistened with sweat.

 Slowly, he pushed his fist into the Asian woman. When he met resistance at his scarred knuckles, he stopped for a moment. Picking up a tube of lubricant, he squirted more down over his hand and her pussy. Her pubic was cut in a narrow landing strip just above her slit. As the fist worked, Jessica could see the inside of her pussy, the skin was very pink.

 “Do it,” she whispered. “Please, I want to feel it all inside me.”

 The bodyguard grunted and pushed. With a slurping sound, his big fist disappeared into her folds, sinking up to the thick wrist of his arm. The Asian moaned a low, guttural groan. It was an animal sound of pleasure.

 “Yes, yes,” she urged. “Do it, fuck me! Harder!”

 The girl rubbing her clit sped up her motions and the Asian began tossing her head back and forth in ecstacy. The man punched into her pussy with the steady, mechanical rhythm of an engine piston.

 The bodyguard’s cock stood out, hard as a piece of lumber, crawling with swollen veins. Eyes locked on what was happening, Jessica moved forward, once again entranced a trance. Drawing close, she heard the bull of a man snorting through his nose with each thrust of his muscular arm.

 “God yes! God yes!” The Asian shrieked.

 As Jessica grabbed hold of the black cock, the man began twisting his fist as he pushed in and out. The Asian screamed, hiccuping the cries in a voice gone hoarse. Jessica felt the fat prick in her hand quiver and she squeezed tight, jerking it up and down. She kissed the bodyguard’s shoulder and tasted his sweat. She was dripping down her own leg as she ran her other hand across the haunch of muscle forming his ass.

 The Asian grew soorgasmic her pussy sloshed as the Jamaican fisted her. The hispanic girl, eyes red from narcotics and incense, slid her hand back and forth across the Asian's clit, rubbing like someone playing the cello. She looked up and Jessica met her eyes.

 On the bodyguard's body her searching fingers found the puckered opening of his asshole, and she pushed in searching gently for the prostate. He let out a long, slow sigh, groaning deep in a basso profundo voice. Inside him now, Jessica started finger fucking his ass as she jerked him off.

 “I’m cumming! Cu-cu-cum-cumming!” the beautiful Asian announced.

 The bodyguard pumped once, then abruptly pulled his hand free. The Asian squirted a stream of fluid from her pussy in a jet like a fountain.

 The ejaculate splashed Jessica’s and the bodyguard’s legs, running hot and honey-like down their skin. Jessica smelled the musty arousal on the woman like a bitch in heat. Her finger pushed in and out of the bodyguard’s ass as she pumped down hard on his cock.

 “Uh, uh, goddamn girl...uh!” he cried.

 Under her guiding hand, she directed the shooting cum at the Asian, splurging the warm sperm across the woman’s belly and the hispanic girl’s hand. The big bull went up on his toes as she pumped the last drop of goo from his cock.

 Like someone waking from a dream, Jessica came suddenly to her senses. She stumbled backwards, shaking her head to try and clear it, and then left the room even as they called out to her, begging her not to leave.

 Burning with lust, she staggered into the hall. She had to get control of herself! But the look in the Asian's eyes as the bodyguard fisted her, feeling the quiver power of the big cock’s orgasm thrum in her hand. It left her wanting more, drunk with need.

  Almost falling over, she put out a hand and caught herself on the wall. For long moments she stood there panting, fighting the need for cock. She wanted sex. No, wanted to be fucked. She felt crazed, a bitch in heat herself, now.

 Moving down the hall, she opened a large pair of ornate double doors. They flew open and she entered, breasts swinging. The room was red, and filled with a ring of four men in strange, ceremonial robes. Around them cushioned tables and divans of various sizes stood ready for use. There was a table filled with BDSM toys next to a pommel horse. The men’s robes hung open and each man’s cock pointed out like a sword.

 Bent over the pommel horse was Holly McCabe.

 Jessica blinked in recognition. At last, she thought, but how in the hell am I going to get the little brat out of here?

 Holly’s legs were tied to the supports at the ankle with soft silk rope, the same with her tiny wrists on the other side of the structure. She was blindfolded and her lips, beautiful and full, were sticky with spilled cum.

 Four brazzers fumed, pushing out the incense. Forced to breath it in or actually suffocate, Jessica took a lungful and felt it rush through her body.

 David Geller-Smith threw back his hood and smiled like the devil. Bald, he wore a sinister looking goatee and large gold hoops in either ear and through his nipples. His cock stood 10” long if it was an centimeter.

 When he spoke his voice was melodious, but filled with command presence. “Stay, watch, serve.”

 When Jessica answered her voice was hoarse with longing, her mind utterly clouded. “That’s not going to be a problem.”

 Like a king starting a feast, Geller-Smith stepped up behind the bent over, tied-up, and blindfolded girl. As soon as the fat, plum-colored head of his cock touched Holly’s pussy she gave a little, soft, gasp that turn into a low, long moan as he slid the hard on in, inch by inch.

 “This’ll teach that Senator to try and get me put on a no-fly list,” he snarled.

 Transfixed, Jessica walked forward. Geller-Smith took a few, long, slow strokes, smearing the girl’s lubrication across his grotesquely large shaft. He began picking up speed until, in four or five strokes, he was slamming her balls deep with every stab. Holly rocked back forth under the assault, squealing. Drool dribbled from her mouth in clear ropes.

 “Whose pussy is this?” Geller-Smith demanded.

 “This pussy’s yours, master!” she shouted back. “Fuck your pussy, master! Fuck your pussy hard!”

 Reaching her, Jessica looked up. The other robed cult members stood in a line behind their chief priest, obviously waiting their turn banging the Senator’s daughter.

 “Kiss her,” Geller-Smith commanded.

 Without hesitation, Jessica went to her knees.

 Reaching out, she took the blindfolded girl’s head in her hands. Leaning in, she pushed her mouth into Holly’s soft, giving lips. Instantly, the girl responded, thrusting her tongue forward wildly. Each slam of the cult leader’s cock pushed them together. Jessica tasted the salty residue of cum on Holly’s lips and tongue.

 How many cocks did she suck, anyway? She wondered. Probably all of them. I would, right now.

 “I give you the seed of a god!” Geller-Smith suddenly shouted.

 Jessica pulled a way for a moment and watched him sliding that ugly, great, long member from Holly’s pussy. Cum dripped thick as glue from it. Geller-Smith seemed to have cum about a quart of sperm. With a laconic motion he stepped to one side and the next man in line stepped forward and began fucking the girl. His cock slid in easily, slick with both Holly’s pussy juice and Geller-Smith’s copious amounts of cum.

 Jessica used her tongue to remove the tiny capsule tucked in her cheek near her molars. Biting down on the thin plastic lining, she felt the ultra-condensed Naloxone, far more powerful than that used by paramedics in ambulances, slide down her throat.

 Naloxone was an opioid antagonist that prevented drugs from clinging to the receptor sites in the brain. It was a real buzz-kill. Literally.

 Almost instantly, her head cleared. But she only had that dose for herself, and it wouldn’t last long in this environment. Reaching out, she wrapped her hand in Holly’s hair and twisted until the girl’s face was pointed up at her.

 “Open your mouth, whore!” she ordered. “Take my spit, slut!”

 Holly, simpering with passion, did as commanded.

 Squeezing shut the girl’s nose, Jessica bit the second capsule and, leaning down, squirted the condensed Naloxone into the girl’s mouth under the guise of spitting. Leaning forward, she mashed down on the girl’s lips, forcing more of the medication into her.

 After a moment she leaned forward and whispered in the girl’s ear. “Are you clear?”

 Holly nodded.

 “Good, I’m here to help, play along and then do exactly what I say, got it?”

 Again the girl nodded. Behind her the man doing her doggy style grabbed her hips with his hands and began stutter-pumping as he shot his load inside her.

 “What are you two slaves whispering about,” Geller-Smith demanded.

 Jessica rose, fully herself again. She wasn’t an expert hand-to-hand fighter, and, while fit, was not abnormally strong. Hank had taught her five or six, general moves, which they practiced not quite as often as they fucked. He’d also given her one guiding fight rule--cheat.

 Turning to the table filled with BDSM implements, she snatched up a pair of metal handcuffs as Geller-Smith came toward her. She turned, found her center, then whipped her right shin into the side of the man’s leg in a Muay Thai sidekick. Surprised, Geller-Smith stumbled and she followed up instantly.

 Using the handcuffs like brass knuckles, she threw a left-cross as she pulled her leg back. The energy of her twisting body adding power to the strike. The hard metal slammed into his temple and he went down, eyes rolling up in the back of his head.

 “What--!” the three cult members began yelling in confusion.

 Though bigger and stronger, they were highly drugged, and taken by complete surprise. Jessica exploited this without mercy.

 Dropping the handcuffs, she snatched up a Cricket bat S&M paddle with several tidy rows of holes drilled into it.

 “Get it on, bang a gong! Get it on!” Jessica belted out, not sure why, just feeling the justified rage and loving it.

 She swung the paddle in a two-handed, over her head, grip like chopping wood. The edge of it struck the man who’d just shot his load of cum into Holly square on the top of his head. It made a brutal crack sound, and he fell.

 “Hey, bitch!” a cult member yelled.

 She stepped forward and drove her knee into his free swinging ball sack. Taking the long paddle in both hands, like a baseball player holding a bat ready to bunt, she shoved it forward and drove the edge into the man’s throat.

 Already crumpling in agony from the ball strike, he went over backwards, gagging with the same sound the woman sucking off the bodyguard by the boathouse had made.

 “I’m a bitch! I’m a woman!...something, something,” she sang.

 “What’s going on!” Holly demanded. Her blindfolded face turned this way and that in confusion. “I can’t see! Why are you singing!”

 Only two left standing.

 Too stoned, or too stupid, or too arrogant, to call for help, they charged her from around opposite sides of Holly. Jumping back, Jessica picked up a handy bullwhip and popped it sidearm.

 Who the hell could take getting whipped by this thing? She wondered, amazed.

 She snapped the leather whip into the first guys balls and he crumpled just like the rest of them.

 Then the second guy was on her, and there was no time to dodge him. As he tried grasping her in a bear hug, she executed another of Hank’s moves. It was one of her favorites.

 Dropping the whip, she grabbed the man’s arm high up on the triceps by the shoulder, and down around his wrist. Twisting her body in a tight pivot, she heaved the startled attacker over her shoulder.

 “Fuck!” he shouted as he went tumbled.

 He struck the table holding the toys, and smashed through it with a crash. That’s sure to alert someone, Jessica thought.

 “What was that!” Holly hollered. “What’s happening! I’m getting really horny again!” She paused. “Is there any free cock around?”

 Jumping forward, Jessica reclaimed her handcuffs. With two quick clicks, she snapped the bracelets around the out flung wrist of the man she’d just tossed, and then to the incoherent Geller-Smith’s ankle.

 Turning, she pulled the blindfold off Holly.

 “Hold on,” she said. “We’re getting out of here.”

 “Thank god you came!” Holly said.

 Literally, Jessica thought. Several times, in fact.

 “This started out as a fun party, plenty of X to go around, and tons of cute guys. Then I just got confused and super horny, and missed my plane.”

 “We’re taking a boat out of here,” Jessica said.

 She finished untying the girl. Cum leaked from Holly and ran down her tan, shapely legs. The ever present incense was beginning to affect her again because, for a moment, Jessica was lost in thought, imagining a willing, eager Holly taking one cock after another.

 “No! Goddamnit!” she shook her head to clear the fugue.

 Grabbing Holly by the hand, she drug her to the door, stopping only long enough to reclaim the long S&M paddle. They stumbled out into the hall just as a bodyguard rounded the corner, submachine gun in hand.

 “What be going on here, mon?” he shouted. “What’s getting broke?”

 “The window,” Jessica said.

 Spinning, she threw the paddle through the big window at the end of the hall, shattering it.

 “Trust me,” she told Holly, giving the girl a shove. “Jump and swim! You’ll be alright!”

 Holly went with the push and dove through the window, knocking down the knock off Eye of Horus that was the FBT’s sigil. The bodyguard unlimbered his submachine gun.

 That’s not in the plan! She thought.

 She went for the window as the guard opened up. The chattering bangs of automatic gunfire echoed down the hall. 9mm rounds flew like swarms of steel hornets, striking the window sill beneath her as she dove to safety. Bullets tore into the brazzers and cracked the FBT sigil which crashed to the floor.

 Jessica felt like she was leaping from another airplane as she flew through the broken window. Tumbling, she hit the blood warm water with a clumsy splash. Down the short stretch of beach, Hank suddenly burst out of the boathouse, the Pavati held wide open as he raced toward her.

 The bodyguard appeared in the window.

 “Dive!” Jessica shouted.

 Putting her hand on Holly’s head, she shoved the Senator’s daughter underwater and dove after her, kicking strong. The sound of the approaching speedboat rumbled like thunder below the surface. They swamp deep as bullets knifed into the ocean.

 The speedboat passed above them and slalomed around to a stop, powerful Jacuzzi engines churning the water. Jessica, guiding Holly, kicked for the surface. They came up on the far side of the boat, and Jessica pulled herself up and over the gunwale. Hank, shirtless and looking like a hero in a 1950’s war movie, began unleashing round after round at the upstairs window with the SPAS 12 shotgun. The bodyguard ducked for cover as Jessica scrambled behind the wheel.

 “Pull the girl in! I’ll drive!” she yelled.

 “You’re naked!” Hank yelled back.

 “I know!” she shouted.

 “This wasn’t the plan, JJ!”

 “I know!” she answered.

 Sliding into the seat, she looked back. Hank reached over the side of the speedboat and hauled the naked Holly into the boat. As soon as she touched the deck, Jessica slammed the throttle forward, and the high performance watercraft shot away.

 Turning the prow toward international waters, she pushed the engines to the limit. She looked back again. Holly seemed to be enjoying herself in Hank’s arms, maybe a little too much. Hank didn’t seem to be hating it if the bulge in his pants was any indication.

 “Hey, big hero, you mind using the radio to call our Coast Guard rendezvou?” she said. Her voice was a little sharp.

 She realized how ridiculous her being jealous might be construed, given the circumstances of the last twenty minutes. Looking a little sheepish, Hank extricate himself, adjusted his crotch, and came forward.

 “I--” he began.

 “Honey?” Jessica interrupted.

 “What?”

 “Remember how we promised to always tell each other everything?”

 “What did you do?”

 “Remember that time you got drunk at that club in Key West, and showed the waitress your cock because she asked so nice?”

 “What exactly did you do, Jessica.”

 “I may have inadvertently jacked a couple of guys off…”

 “A couple of guys!”

 “And given one a finger blast in the ass…”

 “What the hell?”

 “Also I might have rubbed my clit up and down on a good looking guy’s leg until I came all over it.” She paused, then added. “It was a good thing he wasn’t wearing any socks, I’d have soaked them.”

 Hank plopped down in the white leather co-pilot seat. “Was there any particular reason you started acting like a cheerleader in the back of the football team’s bus?”

 “Yes! A very good reason!”

 “Then let's go get paid, JJ,” he sighed.

 “Hey,” Holly thrust her head between them. “You guys want to have a threesome or anything?”

 END
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