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		Chapter 1 - Orgasmic Girls

		 

		“Yo! Chloë!”

		The red haired beauty in the skimpy bikini didn’t move. She had heard her friend’s call perfectly, despite the Queen of the Stone Ages blaring from the speakers on either side of the beach chair on which she had draped her slender body.

		“Chloë! Move your lazy ass!” The music ended abruptly as Zoë turned off the stereo.

		“Hey! Whassup? This is one helluva good song, you can’t just turn it off,” the girl protested, rearranging her long legs on the chair, looking up at her friend through her sunglasses.

		“Yes, I can. Come on now, get up and dressed. We’ve got an appointment we shouldn’t miss.”

		“I am dressed,” Chloë stated, standing up, wiggling her ass and shaking her boobies. “See? All the goodies are covered. It’s a friggin’ shame!”

		“We’re not going to model for the Wicked Weasel website and we’re not hooking, either, so wrap your ass in something less revealing,” Zoë replied dryly, resisting the urge to slap her friend on her firm ass.

		“Spoilsport.” Chloë disappeared inside the house with an exaggerated swaying of her ass. The effort was completely wasted because Zoë didn’t even bother to look. She had seen that ass before, in all states of dress or - more likely - undress and wasn’t too interested in watching it sway, although Zoë would be the first to admit that it was a very beautiful ass, round and firm and tanned and completely naked because the bikini bottom consisted of nothing else than a few inches of string and a triangle of white cloth that barely covered the girl’s pussy. Also, it got quite transparent when it was wet. Which, quite unusually, it wasn’t right now.

		She heard Chloë rummage around in her bedroom upstairs, opening drawers and closets, then the click-clack of her heels on the stairs as she came down again, her fire engine red hair piled high on her head, held there by a couple of paint brushes. She was still wearing the tiny bikini but had wrapped a pareo around her hips, making sure to wear it low on her hips, low enough to reveal the top of the crease between her buttocks. The pareo, not too surprisingly, was almost totally see through.

		“What’s that?”

		“What’s what?”

		“That,” Zoë pointed at the flimsy cloth.

		“That’s a pareo,” Chloë explained, walking past her partner, best friend and source of constant irritation towards the front door, snatching her purse from the pile of wooden crates which served as a makeshift wardrobe.

		Zoë rolled her eyes and shook her blonde mane, then followed the redhead. “I know it’s a pareo. I want to know why you didn’t dress appropriate as I asked you to.”

		‘Appropriate’ is a relative term. When it comes to dressing, it’s very relative. What might be considered appropriate for, say, Demi Moore playing an exotic dancer shaking her assets at the Eager Beaver in the move ‘Striptease’ or Kelly O’Dell playing one of the Queen of Hearts’ slaves in Alice in Bondageland is probably unlikely to be appropriate when going to an appointment with a prospective client, even if that client isn’t exactly a member of the social elite.

		It wasn’t like Zoë herself was dressed like a stripper or a slave in a bondage flick, but it hardly was appropriate for the occasion, either. She wore a tight tube top that was too short to cover both her breasts and her ass properly, made from a material that was both shiny and stretching, hugging every single curve of Zoë’s anatomy like a second skin, and there were quite a few curves, and all of them were in the right place. And so Chloë raised her eyebrows, squinted over the rim of her Strada del Sole eye-wear at the uncovered creases where thigh met buttock below the red dress her friend was wearing and shook her head, too. “Loca much?” she said dryly, following Zoë down the steps towards their car, a pink Lotus.

		“Huh? What?”

		“It’s Spanish, chica. Loca means crazy. You walk around like a whore and a cheap one too, and tell me to dress appropriately?”

		“This, mademoiselle,” Zoë replied, tugging at the hem of her dress, almost pulling it down over her breasts, “this dress has cost eight hundred bucks. It’s not a dress, really. It’s a piece of art.”

		“And you’re a piece of tart,” Chloë giggled and ducked to avoid being hit by the purse Zoë was swinging at her. Once strapped in the sports car’s seat belts she kicked off her heels and put her feet on the dashboard. “How come you’re always driving?”

		“You don’t know how to drive,” Zoë replied, flooring the gas pedal and bringing the rear of the car around skidding as she turned onto the driveway. A plume of smoke wafted up to the air.

		“Yes, I do,” Chloë protested, digging in her purse for her lipstick.

		“No, you don’t.”

		“Do!”

		“Don’t!”

		“Do! Better than you anyway.”

		“Oh? And who exactly totaled our last car?”

		Silence. Chloë was busy outlining her lips. But as soon as she was finished she went on. “That’s been me. Moi, yo, ich, io. But, as you might remember, I was being shot at. My scalp was creased by a bullet. I mean, the idiot actually ruined my coiffure. How’s that for being fucked up? Ruining a girl’s hairdo is about as low as it gets,” Chloë cried, still feeling indignant at the memory of the bullet zing-ing past her head, taking away a scratch of skin and a couple of strains of her red hair. “What should I have done but get out of there in a hurry? Huh? Huh? Tell me now!” she pressed on when Zoë took her time replying.

		“Relax. Take it easy. Don’t panic. That’s what you should have done.”

		“Right. Like you, eh? Except you didn’t relax and take it easy, you actually froze. Oh well, not all of you, if memory serves. Like your bladder, that didn’t freeze, that actually emptied itself on the upholstery.” Chloë giggled when she saw her friend blush at the memory. That had been an embarrassing moment, when everything had been over and Zoë had stood at her side, the bottom of her red skirt wet, the girl crossing her legs so nobody might notice.

		And yes, Chloë had indeed totaled their pink Cadillac, driving straight into a tree when the guy had drawn a gun on them. But then she had put it in reverse, had floored the gas pedal once more and, while pointing a lipstick at the bad guy in the hopes that he might be fooled into believing it was a gun, had steered the car backwards, smashing the guy’s car against a wall made of huge limestone boulders. The Cadillac’s tail had been barely dented while the little Japanese crap car of their opponent had to be cut open by the firemen to get the villain out.

		“Makes one wonder why anyone would want such a tin can,” one of the fire fighter had said while they all watched as the police locked cuffs around the asshole’s wrists and put him in a patrol car. “I’d rather go American any day.”

		“I’m American,” Chloë had said and given him her lewdest smile. “Wanna go?”

		“Me too,” Zoë had chimed in.

		“But you’ve wet yourself,” Chloë had said, eyeing her friend’s skirt.

		“I don’t mind, long as she takes it off,” the fire fighter had said, and that had been that. Zoë had taken off the skirt and gone to wash herself as soon as they had entered their house, as had Chloë. Then they had taken their time peeling the fire fighter’s uniform off his muscular body. And then they had taken a lot more time to make him feel totally, utterly and completely good, proving him right to go American any day, and not just when it came to cars. And in the process they had made themselves feel very good too, since they both firmly believed in the principle of quid pro quo. He had barely been able to walk when he had left the next day, but he hadn’t seemed to mind at all.

		 

		“OK, OK, touché,” Zoë conceded finally, eager to change the subject. She had, after all, a reputation to take care of. And wetting her pants, or, as was more likely in her case, her ultra mini skirt, just wasn’t the right thing to do to keep her reputation intact.

		“What appointment is it, anyway?” Chloë asked, wagging her toes on the dashboard.

		“The missing girl,” Zoë replied. “I take it you don’t remember the phone call,” she went on when she saw the blank expression on her friend’s face.

		“Umm… no, not really.”

		“This bloke who called us and said that his girl is missing. Maida or something like that.”

		“Ah, that.” Chloë fell silent again. A minute later she piped up again. “We could do with some money for a change.”

		“Yup, dunno how long Zolt will remain silent this time.”

		They rode in silence a couple of blocks, both of them thinking about Zolt coming on to them about the rent they owed him. It happened frequently, but not as frequently as they would have liked. Usually he left after a night with the two of them, exhausted, tired, sore, but not thinking about the money anymore. They couldn’t really count on that, though. He might eventually remember that they were way back on paying the rent. But then again, they also were rather skilled at screwing a guy’s brains to mush, so they didn’t worry all that much about Zolt.

		Zoë stopped at a red light, tapping the steering wheel, while Chloë dug into her purse for her mascara. “So we’ve got to find that girl?”

		“Yup.”

		“Cool. Finding things is my speciality. Although I don’t like it when I have to search too long. I prefer if it’s big enough to find it quickly. Nothing worse than sliding your hand down a pair of pants and then you have to fumble for five minutes until you finally find what you’re looking for.”

		Zoë remained silent but if eye-rolling made a sound they’d both be deaf now.

		“But then again, if it’s that small it’s not worth wasting your time anyway. So, yeah, I think I can say I like finding big things.” Chloë put her make up away and bounced her breasts in her hands. Although ‘bouncing’ isn’t exactly the right expression. The tits in question weren’t made to bounce. They were beautiful breasts, round and firm with cute, perky nipples and dark aureoles, but they definitely were too small to bounce. They trembled like pudding or jelly, they wiggled like, well, like small breasts, but they never bounced. “Talking of big things, do you think I should have a boob job?”

		Zoë looked at her friend. She was perfectly fine with Chloë’s breasts, she liked them small. “No, but you could do with a brain job.”

		“Ha, ha, ha! Very funny.” Chloë sulked until Zoë swerved off the highway and onto a one lane road that wound its way up the hillside. They were almost on top of the hill when Zoë steered the car off the road and parked it on the driveway of a large modern villa. “So who’s that bloke again? Philip Marlowe?”

		“Mosley, not Marlowe.”

		“OK, who’s that bloke Philip Mosley?”

		“You of all people should know him. He’s a famous porn producer, one of the big shots in the industry. Has a couple of night-clubs and escort services, too.”

		“I only ever watch porn flicks in which I star myself,” Chloë stated while she got out of the car and click-clacked her way to the front door. “I guess that’s a smart idea to have it all in house, huh? Like, when the girls aren’t busy filming they can shake their booties at the clubs or go hooking.”

		“Far as I know, it’s a fantastic business. Some blokes pay up to a thousand bucks an hour to screw the girls they perv over while at work.”

		“Sheesh, I gotta change job. Thousand bucks for an hour of sex? Hell!” Chloë clearly was impressed as she pressed the button of the bell. A woman moaned but apart from that nothing happened. Chloë looked at Zoë. “Didya hear that? Was that the bell or is there a girl having serious fun?”

		“That’s …” Zoë began but was interrupted by Chloë.

		“I know it’s a contradiction. Also known as an oxymoron. Now you’re impressed, huh?” But Zoë wasn’t. She knew that Chloë was much smarter than she usually let on. The girl just liked to play the dumb bimbo when in fact she had a master’s degree in history and another one in languages.

		“Ring again.”

		Chloë pressed the button and again they heard the loud moaning of a woman in ecstasy. “I could get used to that woman. Even better, I could get used to being that woman.” She pressed the button again as soon as the moaning stopped. “Think she’ll cum eventually?”

		“No, she won’t,” a voice suddenly said behind them. The girls both jerked around, looking at the source of the voice. The girl was just about eighteen or nineteen, with long, slender legs, brunette hair cascading past her shoulders, matching dark eyes and lips that made you wanna kiss her on the spot. She was wearing a pair of cut-off jeans short and tight enough for the remaining seam between the trousers’ legs to create what is known as a ‘camel toe’. Her huge breasts threatened to pop out of the skimpy red bikini top at any moment.

		“Hello, I’m Alice,” she greeted them. “What do you want?”

		“Hi Alice. I’m Zoë and that’s Chloë,” Zoë replied. “We’re here to talk to Mr. Mosley about a missing girl.”

		“Too bad, huh?” Chloë half asked, half stated towards the girl.

		“What’s too bad?”

		“The girl not cumming. Girls should always cum.” When Chloë saw the blank look on the girl’s face she went on. “The girl moaning whenever I press,” she pressed the button again, putting her hand behind her ear, “this button. She should cum. All girls should cum. Always.”

		“Ah,” Alice smiled, but her smile looked faked. “I did, but that wasn’t recorded.”

		“See, that’s what I mean. If I’d thought of that, I’d have put up you screaming when you came. So whenever someone rings the bell I could hear your moment of absolute pleasure. Bliss, even. Or rather, my moment of absolute bliss.”

		“Is she always like this?” the girl asked Zoë, her brows arched.

		“Yup. Almost. She does shut up when she gives head, though.”

		“I see. Well, I don’t know if Mr. Mosley wants to talk to you, but please follow me anyway.” She looked the two private investigators over. “Although I don’t think Phil will be too interested. He likes … well, bigger girls.”

		Chloë eyed the girl’s tits. “Looks like. Well, I’m big too, at least my mouth is, I can swallow bigger things than I would ever bite off, ha, ha.”

		Zoë once again rolled her eyes, Alice joined her and did the same, then she turned and the girls followed Alice along a path that ran around the house and found Mister Mosley on a sofa by the pool.

		

	
		

		Chapter 2 - Something’s Fishy

		 

		Mosley stared at them as Alice told him what they were here for. He got up and greeted them, asked them to have a seat on the sofa opposite the one he occupied, then sent the girl to fetch them a drink. He openly stared at them until Alice returned with a pitcher of iced tea and two glasses.

		“I hope you don’t mind if she sucks me off while we talk.”

		Zoë and Chloë shook their head, although it had hardly been a question. Alice knelt down, untied the chord on Mosley’s swimming trunk and started to suck him off.

		“Good. I found out I can better concentrate when a girl has my dick in her mouth.”

		“If you could tell her to get off those pants I could concentrate better, too,” Chloë said grinning. “I recently found out that I can concentrate much better when I see the naked ass of a girl, especially when it’s such a nice one.”

		“You heard her, babe,” Mosley said and the girl opened the fly of her jeans with one hand and pushed them down to her feet, finally kicking them off without ever stopping to suck Mosley’s cock.

		“Perfect. Thank you,” Chloë piped, uncrossing and crossing her legs, making sure Mosley could see that her tiny bikini had ridden right into her slit.

		“You’re welcome. And moist, if I might add. Lesbian?”

		“Nope.”

		“OK, fine. In case you two ever need money I always need gorgeous chicks like you.” He locked his hands behind his head and sighed with pleasure. “Well, to business. I called you because I need you to find my girl.”

		“Yeah, guess you got more than one, eh?” Zoë replied, looking at Alice’s bobbing head.

		“Yeah, sure. Variety makes life interesting. And sex too. Yes, a few days ago my odalisque went missing. Might have been stolen.” He made a dismissive gesture with his hand, as if girls went missing on a daily basis where he came from. Which maybe even was true. Considering the business he was in, they’d be probably replaced faster than they disappeared.

		Chloë looked at him with a blank expression. “An odalisque? I thought this was about a girl? And who would steal an odalisque anyway? I mean, what can you do with that expect put it up - or is that erect?” she asked, looking at the girl’s head bobbing up and down, “erect it in your garden?” She shook her head while Zoë could barely suppress a laugh when she looked at Mosley who didn’t get a word of what Chloë was talking about. “Heck, I can totally relate to having one of those huge phallic symbols in my backyard. OK, I admit, I’d rather have one in my bed, except not just a symbol. But stealing one? Isn’t that taking things a bit far?”

		Either it was Alice’s less than perfect cock-sucking skills or Mosley’s theory about being at his best when being sucked off by a girl was faulty because he still didn’t get it.

		“Odalisque, Chloë. Odalisque, not obelis,” Zoë explained. “An odalisque is a servant to a sultan’s harem. Usually they were Georgian slave girls. Initially they were not the epitomes of servility and obedience they later became but merely servants to the females of the harem. Bottom of the food chain, human doormats, sort of. Later they were revered as love slaves, mostly due to paintings blokes liked to look at.”

		Mosley, who had watched the redheaded girl during Zoë’s speech, or, more to the point, had looked at her pussy beneath the pareo, finally got it. “Yes, that’s it. Mahider was - is,” he corrected himself, “my love slave, like Alice here.” He patted the girl’s head. “Obedient slaves trained in the art of pleasing a man.”

		“Ahh, OK, I get it. A chick, eh? You’re missing one? Your numero uno cock-sucker, huh?” Chloë said, oblivious to the stiffening of Alice’s back as soon as she implied she wasn’t Mosley’s favorite girl.

		“Yes. Except she isn’t just a chick. She’s a wonderful Nubian girl. And she didn’t disappear, either. She was kidnapped. I got a ransom demand.” He dug a folded piece of paper from his breast pocked and threw it towards them. Chloë unfolded and read it, then put it in her purse.

		“OK, I see. And now you want us to bring that wonderful nubile girl back, right?”

		Zoë shook her head and rolled her eyes. “Nubian, Chloë. As in Nubia. Black people from the Nubian Mountains in Egypt’s south. The man were ferocious warriors, forced to fight for the Egyptians once Nubia was conquered, the women made for good slaves in ancient Egypt.”

		“Yes, I want her back. Nobody steals Philip Mosley’s property. The way it is, I don’t really care about the money, but I’d prefer to have her back without having to pay a ransom. Your job is to find her, bring her back and tell me who stole the girl so I can make sure they learn their lesson.” Mosley stared at the girls. “Coming to think of it, I probably shouldn’t have called you. Ooohhh … Aaaahhh … just a mom … ahhhh,” he moaned, then he came in Alice’s mouth, pulling the girl’s head deep onto his cock. Mosley dismissed her as soon as she had licked him clean and tucked his dick back in his swimming trunks. The girl got up, licked her lips lasciviously, looked at Zoë, then shot Chloë an angry look before she departed into the house.

		“OK. That’s a thousand a day. Each.”

		“No way, girls. I’d pay you a thousand a day each if you spread your legs for me. That is, if you earned three thousand a day.”

		“Wow, you get to keep two thirds from your prostitutes?”

		“Of course. I provide a unique job opportunity, a job opportunity the girls have to pay for.” He looked at them. “A thousand a day for both of you.”

		Chloë got up. “Ciao Mosley. Have a nice day.” She nodded towards Zoë who stood too.

		“Wait. OK, OK, a thousand each, but that includes expenses.”

		“Fine.”

		“And if you want to spread your legs for me you just tell me. Some guys like chicks with small titties.” Mosley flicked a card at them. “I’m always in search of good whores and strippers.”

		“No thanks,” Chloë said and got up. “I’m not interested in leaving two thirds of my earnings with a sleazebag like you.” Then she went inside, scratching her ass and feeling Mosley’s hateful eyes on it.

		“Can you tell us when and where she was kidnapped? And where?” Zoë smiled at Mosley. She wasn’t too eager to get this job, but the pay was OK and they could do with a paycheck.

		“Two days ago. She was working in the ‘Forbidden Fruit’.”

		“So your girlfriends work as whores?”

		“Sure. What did you think?”

		“Apparently the wrong thing.”

		“Apparently.”

		“OK, we’ll do our best. Bye, Mr. Mosley.” Zoë shook his hand and stood to leave but turned around at the door to the living room. “Are you sure the girl, your odalisque, wants to be found by you?”

		“She’s mine. I don’t care what she wants.”

		“Uh huh … well, see you, Mr. Mosley.”

		Standing in the living room and looking around, Zoë wondered not for the first time why anybody would want to hire them. They didn’t exactly have the reputation to be excellent at finding people or experienced hostage negotiators. Nor where they babes you want to have around when the bullets started to fly. Sure, they had solved a few cases, one or two of them rather tricky and dangerous and their last stunt had been all over the media (luckily, without pics of her sodden skirt) but basically all they ever did was poking around and getting on people’s nerves. Maybe they should rename their business to “Zoë&Chloë, not so Private Investigations”.

		The walls of the living room were hung with posters from porn flicks Mosley had produced and between the posters hung pics in which more or less naked girls stood on either side of Mosley, his fat, stubby hands around them and on their breasts or asses. Most of them didn’t look too happy, Zoë thought. She strode towards the hall and saw Alice in the huge kitchen, a glass with iced tea in one hand, a vibe in the other, leaning on the counter and vibing herself.

		“It’s her,” Chloë said, standing in the doorway to watch the girl.

		“Huh?”

		“It’s her. The moaning. Exactly the same as the one they used for the doorbell.”

		“Ah. Yup.”

		“Hey, Alice,” Chloë shouted. Alice turned, not stopping to work her pussy with the vibe, her expression that of a woman who’s just about to cum. “Sorry about before. I’m sure you’re Mr. Mosley’s fave chick. With those tits you gotta be. And next time I’ll go down on you while you suck him off.” She winked as the girl came screaming. “Ciao, have fun.”

		Back in the car Zoë put on her sunglasses and frowned at Mosley’s house. “Something’s fishy.”

		“It’s not my pussy. I took a bath this morning.” Chloë lifted the pareo, slid a finger beneath her bikini bottom, rubbed her pussy and brought the glistening finger up to her nose to sniff it. “Nope. Smells like honey, not fishy at all.”

		Zoë smiled. “Yes it does. It always does. But this job is weird, I got a feeling.”

		Sucking on her finger Chloë nodded her head. “I wouldn’t be too surprised if it turned out the bloke’s telling us one big fib. About as big as the chick’s boobs.”

		“Time to get ready for a girls’ night out,” Zoë murmured, put down her shades and once again floored the gas pedal. The pink Lotus shot down the hillside with screeching tires.

		“Hey, my sexy angel!” Zoltan greeted Zoë from the love-seat out on the patio. As usual he had helped himself to their beer and as usual he didn’t rise to greet her. “How’s your pussy?”

		“Hi Zolt. You know, decent people ask ‘how’s life?’, or ‘how are you?’ They don’t ask about a girl’s pussy right in the beginning.” Zoë plunged onto one of the seats, eyeing Zoltan take a swig from his Bud.

		“Ahh, but I’m not decent and I don’t care about you or your lives. I do care for your pussies.” He looked at her as she rolled her eyes, trying to peek beneath her dress. “And your tits and asses, too, of course. Coming to think of it, I care about everything about you. Just not your lives or how you’re doing.”

		“Right. The one you want to talk to is on the toilet.”

		“Ah, good. I hate it when a girl has to take a break to piss. Unless the peeing is part of the play, of course.” He grinned at her, then turned to beam at Chloë when she stepped out. “Ah, my lovely girl, the cock-sucker of my dreams, favorite sheath of my divine dick, how’s your pussy today?” With a side glance at Zoë he went on, “she wouldn’t tell me, but I’m sure you will.”

		“Itchy,” Chloë stated grinning, untying the knot on the pareo and jumping into the pool.

		“Itchy? Then it needs to be scratched. Come here and I’ll make that itch go away. I’m the world champion of pussy scratching.”

		As a response she splashed water at him. Zoltan got up, unbuttoned his shirt, took off his slacks and jumped into the pool, grabbing the squealing girl by the neck. “Wrong move, babe. Now you gotta suck me off and be quick or you’ll drown.” He pushed her under water, directing her head to his groin.

		“Maybe you should let her get some air before she bites off your dick,” Zoë commented after about half a minute.

		“No. Chloë wouldn’t ever do that. She loves cock much too much to even think about it.” But he nevertheless pulled the girl up. Panting and sputtering Chloë looked up at him, one of his strong hands gripping her flaming red hair, the other around her upper arm. “Not bad,” he commented. “Not fast enough, though. But I’ll make it easy for you.” He carried her to the stairs and climbed out of the pool, Chloë bending her neck to ease the pain on her scalp. Zoë saw that his boxers where already around his knees. She also saw that his dick was its usual, extra large size and licked her lips. Once on the wooden planks which ran around the pool, Zolt put Chloë down on her back. Still holding her hair he yanked the bottom of her bikini off her ass, ignoring her protests that they hadn’t come cheap.

		“Shut up and spread ‘em so I can take care of that itching.” He got out of his boxers as Chloë shut up and spread her legs, pulling up her knees because she wanted him to have the best possible access to her pussy.

		“Ooooaaahhhh,” she cried when he pushed inside her, her hands pulling on his firm buttocks. “Yes, yes, yes! Fuuuuuuck meeeeee!”

		Zoltan, although not exactly renowned as a gentleman, was happy to oblige and fucked her. Hard, deep, relentless, exactly the way he knew she wanted it, exactly the way he wanted it himself. After a minute or two he turned to look at Zoë, still pushing into Chloë’s cunt. Without a word she got up and crouched over her friend, raising the hem of her tube top to her hips before she pressed her dripping cunt onto Chloë’s mouth. Who, needless to say, immediately began to lick and kiss and suck.

		“You two are the bestest,” Zoltan said as they all had cum. His dick was still inside Chloë’s pussy and his weight flattened her body against the hardwood planks. Zoë had already dived into the pool and was now floating in the water, enjoying her post coital bliss.

		“I know,” Chloë replied. “But would you mind getting off of me? I’d eventually like to catch a breath.”

		“I was thinking about fucking you another time right now.”

		“Good idea, but we need to get ready for a girls night out.”

		“Oh?” He pulled out of her cunt and stood.

		“Yup. We got a job.” Chloë got to her knees and grabbed his wrist when he wanted to dive into the pool. “Whoa, not so fast.” Pulling him close she took his limp dick in her mouth and licked his cum and her juices off of him. “There’s always time for a helping of cum and my juices,” she grinned up at Zoltan when she was done, letting go of his wrist.

		“Yeah, it’s good to know one’s priorities, huh.”

		“Yep, it is.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 3 - Needle Play

		 

		“Why are you here anyway?” Zoë asked half an hour later, after they had cooled down in the pool. She was lying on the ground, looking up at Zoltan who was once again lounging on the love seat and sipping a beer while Chloë was busy lathering Zoë’s vulva and labia for a thorough shaving.

		“To fuck Chloë and watch you ride her face,” he replied. “What else did you think?”

		Zoë shrugged. “Dunno. I just thought that maybe you’d have come for something different than sex.”

		“You want me to come for the sex, babe,” Zolt replied, knowing that he was spot on. The girls just loved to fuck and suck and they’d be disappointed if he didn’t come around every once in a while. “Besides, if I’m not completely mistaken, this is my property. You are just allowed to use it. I also think we agreed on you paying rent, but I could be wrong, seeing that I didn’t notice any payments from you on my bank account for a rather long time. Either way, I got every right to be here.” He waved his hand at the house, the pool, the garden. “And I can’t help but notice that at least the garden has seen better days.” Indeed, the garden desperately needed to be taken care of. Bougainvillea, palmettos, ficus and oleander grew rampant, the lawn needed mowing badly and the hardwood planks and granite slabs around the pool could have done with a thorough sweeping.

		“The garden’s her job,” Zoë said, looking at Chloë. Chloë remained silent and concentrated on scraping away two or three hairs that were extra difficult to get at.

		“How come I’m not surprised?”

		“No worries. I’ll do it tomorrow or maybe the day after tomorrow. Next week at the very latest.” Chloë put away the razor and slapped Zoë’s inner thigh. “Lift your ass so I can shave between the cheeks.”

		“Tomorrow, or else,” Zoltan said.

		“Or else what?”

		“Or else you’ll be hanging from this hook and I’ll lay my belt across your ass.” He pointed at a hook he had himself screwed into one of the beams of the overhanging roof that shaded a part of the patio. “Hanging upside down, I might add.”

		“Shit, you shouldn’t have said that. Now she’s never going to do it,” Zoë giggled. Chloë glared at her.

		“Right, I forgot it’s Chloë I’m talking to.” He thought for a moment. “OK, better idea. I come by tomorrow afternoon and bring a friend. You get that garden in order again. In the meantime, my friend and I will have some fun with Zoë. As soon as you’re done, you may join in. Of course we will still hang you from that hook and belt your ass.”

		“I like that idea,” Zoë said and laid back to enjoy Chloë’s hands creaming her cunt and ass with lotion after she had finished the shaving. At last the redhead planted a kiss smack on her friend’s pussy. And then she slapped her hard with a wet towel, right across her snatch.

		“Ouch! Are you crazy or what? Why do you hit me?”

		Chloë gathered the razor, foam and the bowl with hot water and got up. “Traitor!” was all she said, then she went inside without another word or looking at either of them.

		“Hehe,” Zoë giggled, “I got a hunch this garden will be in pristine condition in no time at all.”

		She got up and pecked Zoltan on the lips. “See you later, got to get ready.”

		“Sure, I’ll be here.” Zoltan leaned back against the cushions and closed his eyes. Meeting the two girls had been one of the best things that had ever occurred in his life. And that wasn’t counting the fucking. He’d love them even if they didn’t roll over on their backs and spread their legs every time they met. But of course he didn’t mind that, either.

		 

		It had been both the worst and the best day of his life when he first met them. A commission to shoot two girls in the Joshua Tree National Park for one of the better soft-core websites. He had packed everything in his van; cameras, batteries, laptop, and reflectors, everything he needed to photograph two gorgeous young girls having fun with each other on the round boulders or among the Joshua trees, including his assistant, make up-whiz and skivvy Bree.

		“What are their names again?”

		“Zoë and Chloë. No idea about their last names,” Bree answered, studying the map to get them to the address where the girls shared a tiny apartment.

		“I guess it doesn’t matter.”

		“Yup.”

		They were both surprised to find the girls ready, their bags packed, coming down the stairs as soon as Zolt rang the bell.

		“Hi. I’m Zoë,” the blonde said, flashing them a smile.

		“And I’m Chloë,” the redhead piped, also smiling.

		Zolt had seen beautiful women in all kinds of shapes and colors, in and out of clothes. But he couldn’t remember that he had ever been smitten by one of them the way he was when he saw them for the first time. It wasn’t just their looks, though, although they both were very beautiful. There was something else about them, some kind of carefreeness, a joyfulness about being alive.

		“Hi, I’m Bree.” She pointed at Zolt. “He’s Zoltan. He usually knows how to talk, but I guess he’s too busy staring at you.” The three girls giggled and piled into the van, Zoë and Chloë in the back, Bree riding shotgun.

		Soon they were talking about books and to his surprise the girls weren’t just gorgeous, they both were very intelligent and witty too. It wasn’t that he thought that models necessarily had to be dumb, but he had often noticed that most of them were rather superficial, more interested in the newest line of lipsticks by Max Factor than a good book or the fact that the glorious state of California spent more money on its penitentiary system than on education.

		“Where we gonna stay?” Chloë suddenly asked.

		“Some Motel in Palm Springs,” Bree replied.

		“No, let’s go to 29Palms. There’s this fantastic hotel there, the 29Palms Inn.” She raved on and on about how cool and nice and friendly the hotel was until finally Zolt said that he didn’t mind as long as it wasn’t killing his expenses budget.

		“Woohoo!” the girl cried, leaning forward to kiss Zoltan on the cheek.

		“Whoa, I’m trying to keep us on the road here,” he said grinning. “And now you can tell us why you really want to go there.”

		“Huh?”

		“You don’t want to go there because the restaurant is fantastic and the rooms beautifully painted.”

		Chloë fell silent and so it was Zoë who eventually answered the question. “It’s where we fucked each other for the first time.”

		“Wow. Cool. You’re lesbians?” Bree asked, turning to look at Chloë and Zoë.

		“No. I’m totally non-discriminatory, as long as the sex is good,” Chloë said, noticing how Zolt relaxed behind the wheel. “Zoë usually prefers girls, but she doesn’t mind a good, hard cock either.”

		The 29Palms Inn had only one bungalow available but at least this one bungalow had four beds. However, since they’d be out shooting from dawn till dusk and probably would be very tired by the time they’d return to 29 Palms that wasn’t too much of a problem.

		“See, it’s even cheaper than two or three rooms in a crappy motel,” Chloë stated triumphantly. Zoltan apparently didn’t have the slightest problem to share a bungalow with three gorgeous girls. Bree, on the other hand, was less than happy. She didn’t mind Zoltan; quite to the contrary, as a matter of fact she had hoped to share a room just with him. Having two more chicks in the same room wasn’t going to help her with her plan.

		But Bree’s apprehension had been in vain. Sure, nothing she had wanted to happen had happened that evening. They had eaten dinner, then taken a dip in the pool before they went to bed early since Zolt wanted to be in the park with the sun rising. However, nothing she didn’t want to happen happened, either, like Zolt making out with one or even both of them. So that was that, at least.

		 

		“Rise and shine,” Zolt shook the girls awake, already dressed and trying not to stare too much when one by one they trudged to the bathroom in their underwear. Not much later they had all climbed into the van, the girls still sleepy. Bree joined the models on the back seat, brushed their hair and started on their make up even while they drove up the hill towards the national park.

		It was still chilly when they arrived at the site Zolt had chosen for the first shoot. “Ready, girls?” he asked, turning around.

		“Yup.”

		Then the hard work began. Zolt directed the girls up the boulders which were still cold, as was the air. “Perfect,” he commented. “Makes your nipples stiff.”

		“Ha! Look who’s talking! The wimp in the down jacket,” Chloë yammered, straining to stand on her tiptoes, her legs spread, leaning against the rock, the rising sun shining into the crack of her ass.

		“Wow!” Zolt exclaimed and shot a couple dozen pictures, zooming in on her pussy which shone golden in the morning light. Zoë joined her friend on the boulder and they started to caress and kiss, the curves of their slender bodies matching the shape of the boulders and rocks. “Yes, like this, yes, perfect,” Zolt went on and on, directing and encouraging the girls until the light had become too harsh.

		“Fantastic. Just fantastic,” he said when he had packed everything into the van again and joined the two models who sat wrapped in a blanket on a low rock, sipping coffee from a vacuum flask.

		“You know, next time we should bring climbing gear,” Zoë said.

		“You know how to climb?”

		“Yup. I’ve climbed a lot around here.”

		“Then we’ll do that.”

		It soon got warmer and the girls peeled off the blankets and put on cut off jeans and halter tops before they headed back to the car. “Are you gals hungry?”

		“We’re models. We never eat,” Chloë giggled.

		“But we’re always hungry,” Zoë chimed in.

		“Mind if we go look at another spot for the next shoot?”

		“No, that’s OK, I’m only starving.” Zoë wasn’t too keen about the idea but didn’t mind too much, either, and so they drove twenty minutes until they came to a place where cacti covered a gentle mountain slope that ran for about a mile until it reached the flats of the desert.

		Bree and Zoë sat down in the shade of the van while Zoltan took off in search of a suitable spot for the evening shoot. Chloë wandered about, enjoying the warm sun and the view across the desert plain. Glancing around she saw that there was nobody else in sight and took off her top to get an even tan.

		“He’s a cool guy,” Zoë suddenly said to Bree. “I hope he notices that you’re a great woman, too.”

		Bree eyed Zoë for a moment before she replied, not sure what she should make of this. “Thanks. I wished he would. All he seems to notice is Chloë.”

		“Don’t worry. I’ll talk to her. If you want, I can talk to him, too.”

		“No thanks, I’d rather not.” Once again she fell silent. Then, as if she had just found out that he wasn’t a man who could stay at home but would always stray, she suddenly burst out. “Damn, I wished I could stop loving him.”

		Zoë laid an arm around Bree’s shoulders and gave her a hug. “No, you should never stop loving someone. It’s the only thing worth fighting for.”

		Just then they heard Chloë’s scream. “Help! Help! Someone help me!”

		With images of a rattler or copperhead burying its fangs in Chloë’s calves on their mind they both jumped up and ran in the direction of the screaming girl. “What’s up, Chloë?”

		“I got stung by one of these fucking cacti. And when I turned to pluck it out of my ass I got stung again. Now they’re everywhere.” Chloë stood still amongst a stand of La Cholla cacti. Dark, spiny lumps, about the length of a finger and an inch wide stuck to her bottom, her thigh and her torso, the biggest one hanging on her left tit.

		Zoë couldn’t help but laugh at the sight of her friend and Bree joined in, although a little bit more discreet.

		“Stop laughing and help me. It hurts!”

		“Wait, we’re coming to your rescue.” Bree had gone to the van and brought a pair of pliers and leather gloves.

		“They’re called jumping cactus for a reason,” Zoë said and pointed to a warning side not far from the van.

		“Yeah, right, smartass, as if I had time to read every goddam sign. Hurry up, please.”

		Bree had no problem plucking the cacti parts off the redhead. What neither of them noticed was that Zolt had returned and had shot one picture after the other of Chloë standing topless amongst the cacti, one of them sticking to her tit.

		One of those pics still hung framed in his living room, blown up to two by three feet. It showed Chloë in profile in a sea of cacti, her face a perfect mixture of pain and laughter at her own foolishness, her body framed by an azure sky and her flaming red hair whipped about her face by the wind. He still thought it was the best picture he had ever taken. But that might also be because he still loved her, much more than he’d ever admit.

		

	
		

		Chapter 4 - Dinner Rape

		 

		“How are Bree and the little lady?” Chloë emerged with a popsicle which she licked like she would suck a cock.

		“Fine, very fine.”

		“I still don’t see you as a dad.”

		“I do. It’s the best thing I ever did. You wouldn’t believe how serious and responsible I can be when she’s with me.”

		“Good.” Chloë slurped on the popsicle and sat down. “You know, I always thought it would be you who leaves Bree, not the other way round.”

		“Me too. But it’s OK the way it this. It was bound to happen and she’s happy now. Emma is happy too. She’s got two moms and a dad who all love her like crazy.”

		“And two wannabe aunts,” Chloë grinned.

		“Yeah, two wannabe aunts who love her like crazy because they are crazy. Me, I am doing very well, especially now, looking at an uber-gorgeous naked chick performing fellatio on a popsicle.”

		“That’s not looking what you’re doing. That’s staring,” Chloë stated but at the same time rearranged her legs to give him a better view.

		“As if you’d mind.”

		Chloë just smiled.

		“Are you ready, Chloë?” Zoë called from the living room, stepping out to the patio.

		“No,” Chloë replied and sashayed away.

		“Then make sure you are in twenty minutes. We got a job to do.”

		Chloë could be heard from the hall. “Twenty minutes? Chica, that’s never going to cut it.”

		Zoltan, the object of his staring gone, directed his gaze at Zoë. “Mmhh, you look yummy.”

		“Thank you.” Zoë looked indeed gorgeous. She was wearing red high heeled sandals, a black, tight mini skirt and a red waspie that didn’t do much to cover her breasts but a lot to accentuate her waist. Her eyes and lips were made up for a night at a night club.

		“I’ll invite you for dinner,” Zoltan said, feeling himself getting hard.

		“Only you and me?”

		“No, you, the crazy one and me.”

		“Then count me out.”

		“No. You’re both invited. Period. You’re being dinner raped.”

		Zoë raised an eyebrow. “What’s that? Dinner rape? A girl says no to dinner but is forced to go along anyway?”

		“Yup, that’s dinner rape. It’s not even a felony, so try and sue me. What’s that job, by the way?” He reached out and took hold of her wrist, then pulled her down on his lap, burying his face in her neck, sniffing her. “You smell just as good as you look.”

		“We got to find an odalisque.”

		“An odalisque? Your client is a Sultan?”

		“No, I wouldn’t exactly say he’s a Sultan. We’ve got to find a girl. The chick belonged to Philip Mosley. Belonged as in being his property, I guess.”

		“Uh oh. Better take care. He’s not a good person. Make sure to get an advance.”

		“We already got one. A generous one, too.”

		He slid a hand beneath her skirt, brushed her pussy. “No panty,” he stated, disappointed.

		“Surprised?”

		“Not really. But you know I’d prefer if you wore panties. It’s just great to peel a nice pair of panties off a perfect ass.” He felt her hot, moist flesh on his fingers as he glided along her slit. “I wished I could marry you both.”

		“Bigamy is a serious offence. Besides, who says we’d want to you?”

		“You wouldn’t be asked, girl,” Zolt replied, enjoying the look in her eyes and the moan escaping her lips when he slowly worked two fingers inside her molten pussy.

		“Dinner rape, marriage rape, next thing you’re going to rape rape us.”

		“Not possible. You always spread your legs wide willingly for me.”

		Zoë was about to say that this was true because they felt obliged due to their lack of paying the rent but instead she gasped when he suddenly pinched her clit. Also, she spread her legs to give him better access to her pussy.

		By the time Chloë was ready to head out Zoë’s make up was already in need of repairing and her skirt was more than just a little damp. But most of all she smelled perfect, like a woman in heat, which, of course, was exactly what she was.

		 

		Zolt took them to a seaside restaurant where the girls had fish while he had a steak. “So, tell me, babe; how does it feel to be dinner raped?” Zoltan eventually asked Zoë.

		“Fine. Dinner rape is cool.” She sipped some of her wine and ignored Chloë’s pleading to tell her what they were talking about. “What do you know about Mosley?”

		“Not much. Just rumors. You know about the porn, his clubs, the escort services? It’s rumored that not all of the girls selling their ass do so on their own free will,” he went on when Zoë nodded.

		“Yeah, which chick would enjoy being a whore?” Zoë began but stopped when Chloë coughed. “OK, which chick besides our little Miss Stick-it-in-and-fuck-me-already here,” Zoë corrected herself, remembering how she had met Chloë.

		“I’m not talking about girls having not much other choice. I’m talking about girls being forced. Forced as in being slaves. American girls, girls from the Far East, Latin America, Eastern Europe, Africa. Imported just like any other merchandise, to be used and abused and then thrown in the gutter or disposed off at night.”

		“And that’s what Mosley does?”

		“As I said, that’s just rumors. He was never charged, let alone convicted. But he might be dangerous. And he might be not telling the truth, so watch your backs.” It was evident that he was more worried than he wanted to let on.

		“Yeah, no worries. You know us.” Chloë emptied her wine and signaled the waiter for coffee.

		“That’s exactly why I am worried, babe. Because I know you,” Zolt said. He didn’t like it one bit seeing the girls mingling with guys like Mosley. That guy was bad news, especially for women.

		“Come on, cheer up. We always fall on our feet. Apropos feet, how are mine doing?” Chloë asked, who had been massaging Zolt’s dick with her stockinged feet under the table for a while now.

		Zolt shook his head. “You never take anything serious, huh?”

		“I take a lot of things serious and you know it. Like girls forced to work as sex slaves. I take that so serious it makes me wanna nail the balls of those responsible to the floor with my pencil heels. And then, once they’re writhing on the floor, I’d want to start doing really mean things to them. That’s how serious I take that slavery shit.” All the time during her gruesome speech she had kept her nicest smile on her face, which made for an eerie effect. “But for now, we’re just looking for a nubile Nubian. Not more, not less. And I promise my ass will be perfectly perfect tomorrow afternoon.”

		They had coffee, then the girls departed, their asses swaying, drawing lusty stares from the male patrons and envious glances from the women.

		 

		“’Forbidden Fruit’ is a crappy name for a club that claims to have class. Sounds more like a place for cheap pervs.” Chloë wiggled her ass out of the Lotus’ seat and slammed the door shut, looking across the street at the entrance of the club. It wasn’t much of an entrance, though. After all, it was a private club that apparently didn’t need much advertising, at least not in the form of a huge neon sign. “They don’t even have valet parking. Crappy.”

		Zoë locked the car and walked around to where Chloë was standing. “Maybe they do have, just not for the girls working here.”

		“I don’t work here.”

		“But you look like you work here, sweety.” Zoë eyed her friend in the skimpy silver dress and the silver strappy sandals. Yeah, she would easily pass for a stripper on her way to work, a girl walking the streets or on her way to meet a customer in one of the rather cheap hotels down the street. “Any idea how we should handle this?”

		“Go in, kick asses, ask our questions, leave.”

		Zoë rolled her eyes. “Subtle as always, huh? You’re a lousy ass-kicker. Not with those shoes.”

		Chloë looked down at her shoes. The five inch pencil heels did indeed make for lousy ass kicking, but if she managed to properly kick someone they could easily nail a guy’s balls to a wooden floor. On the other hand, if Chloë had to leave in a hurry, she wouldn’t even outrun a slug. “OK. I go in and ask for a job. Might be able to talk to the girls. You go in as a guest. We ask our questions and meet here again.”

		“Sounds like a plan.” Zoë watched as Chloë crossed the street and knocked on the steel door. It opened and a mean looking bouncer with his arms crossed on his chest looked down at the redhead. They talked for about a minute, then the bouncer held the door open for Chloë and she stepped inside, flashing a V-sign behind her back before she disappeared.

		Zoë sat in the car again and waited a few minutes, watching a limousine stop in front of the club. The driver opened the door and a tall guy in an expensive suit and a girl wearing a hooded cloak got out and approached the door. They were immediately admitted and the limousine left. Ten minutes later Zoë got out of the car, walked down the street and looked at a couple of shop windows, then crossed to the other side of the street where she strolled back until she reached the club. The door was opened and she, too, faced the bouncer. He was tall and broad and ugly and he didn’t look friendly at all.

		“This is a private club,” he said.

		“Yes, I know. I want to become a member,” Zoë purred, making sure to push out her breasts.

		“Wait,” the guy said, not too politely. He closed the door without a further word. When he came back he wasn’t alone. The guy who accompanied him looked a lot better but not much friendlier.

		“Ma’am, how can I help you?” He didn’t even try not to stare at Zoë’s boobs.

		“I’d like to become a member,” Zoë replied.

		“You know our club?”

		“I’ve heard about it. Sounds exactly like the club I would enjoy being a member of.” She flashed him her most lascivious smile. The guy scrutinized her, then stepped aside. “Follow me.”

		Zoë went after him, giving her ass an extra wiggle when she felt the bouncer’s eyes on it. They followed a long black corridor, dimly lit by indirect light until they reached a blood red door where the guy turned around, stepping closer until Zoë started to retreat but was soon stopped by the wall behind her.

		Zoë smelled tobacco and whiskey on his breath when he talked to her, his voice low and raspy. “Before we enter, I need to tell you a few things.”

		She swallowed and looked up at him. He was about a head taller than she was, which meant that he was at least six feet four. He looked good, in a tough kind of way, like someone who had grown up on the streets and had managed to survive and get out of the dirt and scum of the gutter. Wide jaw, dark eyes, black hair he wore like David Beckham when he still played football. His left eyebrow was parted by a scar and one of his incisors blinked golden when he talked. She smelled his aftershave as he leaned into her, the lapel of his jacket almost touching her breasts, whose nipples got hard and strained against the flimsy fabric of her dress. It didn’t escape his attention that she was getting aroused, both by him and his threatening stance.

		“Nervous?” he asked in a low voice.

		“A little bit.”

		“Good.” He stared into her eyes some more. “Aroused?”

		“More aroused than nervous.”

		“Even better.” Stepping back, but still cornering her against the wall, he suddenly reached for her nipple and rolled it between his fingers. Zoë didn’t move, just kept looking into his eyes. “More aroused now?” he asked after a minute.

		She licked her lips and remained silent, letting him play his game, her eyes firmly locked on his. At last she reached beneath her skirt, slid a finger along her dripping cunt and brought it up to his face, showing him the glistening sheen of her sex juice.

		“That answer your question?” she asked in a husky voice and then licked her finger clean, playing with her tongue around it.

		“Good. Very good,” the guy said with a lopsided smile, letting go of her nipple after pinching it a last time. “I think you will indeed enjoy being a member of this club.” He offered her his hand. “I’m Mike.”

		 

		On the floor above them, Chloë was having a job interview like she had never had before. But then again, considering that it was her first job interview ever she probably was a bad judge when it came to job interviews. The bouncer had asked her in and as soon as the door had closed behind her he had grabbed her arm and reached beneath her dress with the other hand. After a minute of roughly fondling her pussy and kneading her tits he apparently had deemed her fit for the job, or at least fit worthy enough to give it a try and had told her to go down the corridor, through the steel door at the end and up to the first floor where she would be expected.

		She had already turned around and started down the corridor when he had grabbed her wrist again. “You owe me, chick, and I’m used to getting paid with fucks and blow-jobs.”

		“Yes, sir,” Chloë had whispered, figuring that she best play the scared girl, which she wasn’t. Then he had let go of her wrist and she had gone up where she had been expected by a young girl wearing nothing but a collar and matching cuffs on her ankles and wrists. Chloë didn’t see the cuffs on her wrists, though, not until the girl turned around, because they were locked on her back, connected to a ring on the back of her collar with a short enough chain to keep her hands at about the middle of her back. It looked very uncomfortable and not very practicable.

		The girl hadn’t greeted her, just said” follow me,” and then led her down yet another corridor, this one lush with thick carpets. On the walls hung tapestries and paintings of girls in bondage or hanging from racks, their bodies striped, their faces contorted in agony. Chloë had been beginning to have second thoughts about asking for a job here by the time they had reached the far end of the corridor, but it was too late. Plus, Chloë wasn’t a chicken.

		“Knock, wait till you are asked in, go in and kneel,” the girl said, then departed again, her ass swaying as she headed down the corridor on her high heels. ‘That chick’s barely eighteen’, Chloë thought, admiring the girl’s lean body and the way she held her back straight. She turned, knocked on the heavy wooden door and waited. And waited. And waited some more. Just when she raised her hand to knock again a male voice said “come in.”

		The office was big. The desk was big, the chair in which the owner of the club sat was big, the paintings on the wall were big, the marble statue of a young, naked girl led away on a rope, probably into a life as a slave in Rome or Sparta was big. And the man behind the desk was big, too. Not tall, but massive, with broad shoulders, a large belly and a huge head from which glinted small, pig-like eyes at Chloë. She instantly thought of a boar when she looked at him. She also immediately disliked him.

		But despite that she stepped forward, until she stood three feet from the desk, then, remembering the girl’s words, she dropped to her knees. And waited once more.

		The boar looked her over carefully, noticing every detail. At long last he said a single word. “Strip!”

		

	
		

		Chapter 5 - A Boar, Stocks and fresh Cunt

		 

		“Well then, gorgeous, what do you have in mind?” Mike asked, ordering a beer for himself and a glass of wine for Zoë with the naked girl behind the bar.

		Zoë didn’t have to think long. As soon as they had entered the club, she had noticed that all the women were naked and all the men were dressed. Well, they were more or less dressed, one of the guests was undressed enough to screw a petite blonde who knelt on a lounge table doggy style, a few others were reclining in the comfy seats, naked girls kneeling at their feet, some of them giving head, others merely providing tits to be fondled and squeezed. Equality among genders clearly wasn’t a principle those people held in high regard. In this club women served and men were served, that about summed it up. The only questions were: How far did it go and how far was Zoë willing to go along?

		“Wild, uninhibited sex is on my mind,” she answered smiling and lifted her glass to a toast. “Lots of that.”

		“On lots of wild, uninhibited sex then,” Mike answered and they clinked their glasses. He licked foam from his upper lip and put his beer on the bar. “As you might have noticed, women have to be naked here. They are available to everybody. The house slaves are available for everybody and for everything, the others may have limits.”

		“Do I get to use the house slaves, too?”

		He laughed. “Looking at you I doubt you’ll have much time. Gorgeous girls like you tend to be very busy.”

		“Fine with me. I’m not here to sit around and watch the action, after all.”

		“That’s my girl.” Just then a middle aged fat guy in leather pants and a bare chest approached them. “New here?” he asked Zoë and let his eyes wander all over her body.

		For a second she pondered whether she should say that polite people started a convo with a greeting and not with blatant staring and a rude question. But she decided not to. “Yes.”

		“Fresh cunts are always welcome. Join us at our table.” He reached for Zoë’s arm and pulled her away. She had just about time to say thanks to Mike.

		“What’s your name?” the guy asked her while they threaded their way towards one of the niches.

		Figuring that there was no reason to give her real name Zoë said that her name was Eve.

		As soon as they reached their destination the guy stood behind her, reached around her and cupped both of her breasts, squeezing and shaking them. “Guys, this is Eve. She’s new here, she’s got great tits and now she’ll get on that table and strip for us.”

		 

		Boar kept staring at Chloë, his eyes never blinking. He didn’t even blink when she took hold of the hem of her dress and pulled it over her head. Even his lips barely moved when he gave his next command. “Spread them!”

		Obediently she spread her legs and waited again, feeling both repulsed by this man and aroused because it was kinda hot to kneel here naked and do what he told her, even if she didn’t really want to. She had to wait for a long time, in which he just stared at her, until he finally told her to stand up and put her hands behind her head.

		Once again nothing happened for a long time, except for her nipples stiffening and a growing tingling in her pussy. “Turn, hold your ankles.” Chloë could feel his pig’s eyes on her exposed pussy. The seconds turned into minutes until she began to wonder whether he had fallen asleep staring at her tits and cunt.

		But he hadn’t. “You want to work here.” Not a question, just a statement. Chloë heard the chair creak when he got up and walked around the desk, then she felt his hand on her ass, going straight for the hole, forcing a thumb inside her, hurting her. He steered her around with the finger in her ass, turning her and pushing while she struggled to stagger forward without letting go of her ankles until the small of her back touched the front of his desk. Chloë strained her neck trying to look up between her legs, seeing only his black trousers, but when she heard a zipper she knew what was about to happen.

		It didn’t come as a big surprise when he rammed his cock brutally inside her cunt and Chloë wasn’t for the first time glad that her pussy got easily wet and ready to be fucked. Otherwise she’d been screaming now. But she wasn’t. The only sound that could be heard was a loud “haaarrrrggghhh” from Boar, followed by his grunting and the slurping sounds of his dick pumping into Zoe.

		He twisted his thumb inside her ass and started to fuck that too. Chloë didn’t mind it too much, like she didn’t mind being fucked by him. After all, she had come here to do exactly that. She didn’t particularly like it, either, but since her pleasure was clearly not high on the list of Boar’s priorities she kept her mouth shut. What she did mind, though, was that her lower spine smashed into the mahogany desk with each of his thrusts. That fucking hurt like a bitch.

		And so Chloë didn’t remain silent but started to moan with the pain, which only made the Boar fuck her harder. By the time he increased both the pace and intensity of his thrusts because he was nearing an orgasm she thought her back was about to snap.

		“Yes, such a tight cunt, yes, yes, yes,” he panted, thrusting into her one last time, with such force that the table was moved by the impact. Then he shot his cum inside her, his cock pumping and twitching, his thumb pulling her ass upward, intent on hurting her. This wasn’t a man who held women in high regard, that much was clear. At least not when it came to fucking them. They were just here to provide holes to fuck and whether they enjoyed it or not didn’t matter at all to him.

		Boar remained inside her, all the time working her ass, while he conducted the job interview. Although job interview was probably the wrong expression. He just gave her the facts. “One thousand cash a night. You do everything that is asked from you. And I mean everything. You say no you’re out, without payment for the current night. Work begins at eight in the evening and ends at eight in the morning. Any questions?”

		“No sir.”

		“Fine. Now lick me clean and get your ass down to the club!” He pulled out of Chloë’s pussy and after she had knelt down and licked him clean and tucked him in again he walked away and plunged into his chair behind the desk, starting to tap away at the keyboard without looking at her again.

		Picking up her dress and purse Chloë made for the door. Outside, the girl who had shown her in was already waiting. Now here hands were free, though. “Follow me,” she said and led Chloë down the corridor, past the stairs and into a tiny room where the girls apparently prepared themselves for duty. “You can put your belongings in here.” She pointed at a locker, then rummaged around in a closet for a minute. When she turned she held black leather cuffs and a matching collar in her hands and proceeded to lock them around Chloë’s neck, wrists and ankles. While she knelt in front of Chloë she noticed the Boar’s cum oozing out of her cunt and looked up. “Never wipe that away. It’s considered a sacrilege to waste a man’s sperm. Either spoon it up and eat it or have a slave clean you. Apart from that there are not many rules: Do what you’re told and don’t cum without permission. Which is almost never granted.”

		“I see. Doesn’t sound like fun.”

		The girl turned and looked at her as if Chloë had just said the most stupid thing she’d ever heard. “You’re not here to have fun. You’re here to provide it.”

		“Uh huh. Figures. I’m Chloë, by the way,” she held out her hand but the girl didn’t take it.

		She got up and looked in Chloë’s eyes. “Nobody cares about your name. You’re a slave. Just like me. Turn around,” she commanded and when Chloë had turned around she pulled her wrists up and chained them to her collar. Chloë had been restrained before, had enjoyed the occasional bondage session, but that had been with people she had known and more or less trusted. To be restrained among people she had never seen before, people who obviously didn’t give too much of a damn about a girl’s well-being, wasn’t what she had bargained for. But there wasn’t much she could do about it, except running out the door and into the street naked and bound. Which, considering the neighborhood they were in, was probably even worse than stay here and do her job.

		“Umm …” she said when the girl was done shackling her, “dontcha have to lick that cum off my cunt?” If she was going to be tied up among guys all night, going to be used and abused, she sure as hell wanted to have as much fun as she could. And having her pussy licked by the pretty girl promised to be quite fun.

		The chick looked up, sighed and knelt down in front of Chloë. “You’re right,” she said.

		“Hmm, I knew it,” Chloë moaned with pleasure as the girl’s tongue glided through her folds, and rested on her clit for a moment.

		“What?”

		“That your would feel pretty awesome between my legs,” Chloë answered, beaming down at the girl.

		“Thanks.” For the first time, the girl cracked a shy smile.

		“No, it’s me who has to thank you.”

		As soon as the girl was done, leaving Chloë wet and wanton, she got up and showed the private eye cum sex slave the way. Chloë followed the girl down another stair, through a curtained passage and into the club. The first thing she saw when she looked around were all the men, leering at her. ‘Fresh meat to fuck’ was clearly written all over their faces. Then the girl led her to the centre of the room, an empty space between bar, stage and the lounge area, and told her to kneel and wait.

		Chloë, being the obedient girls she was, at least for once, knelt, her legs wide open, back straight, and waited. And looked around curiously. She liked what she saw: Lots of naked women sucking cock or clinging to guys in expensive suits. A stage where a guy had tied a girl to a bench and was now fucking her mouth while another was vibing her cunt. A bar behind which another naked girl served drinks. The girls were mostly very young and all of them were good looking.

		Then she saw Zoë. Naked, slowly grinding her hips on a low table, presenting herself to a small group of guys, her hands on her head, tousling her hair.

		“Look, a new cunt,” someone said and grabbed Chloë’s flaming red pony tail, snapping her out of her reverie. Chloë looked up to see three guys standing around her, looking down at her, tongues licking lips in anticipation. She could see they all had a boner in their pants, a boner she was pretty sure she’d get to know intimately during this night.

		“Hello,” she said, but nobody returned her greetings. Girls apparently weren’t expected to talk, just to provide holes and bodies for the guys to have fun with. Usually that was fine with Chloë; she’d never been a big fan of too much talking during sex. In her opinion, if you had enough working brains and breath left to talk while screwing, the sex wasn’t intense enough. Good sex left you moaning and gasping and whimpering and yelping and crying. And speechless. But not even returning a greeting was taking things a bit far, in Chloë’s not so humble opinion.

		“Yeah,” the guy beside him said. “Never seen her before. Let’s put her in the stocks.”

		“Yup.”

		Chloë was pulled to her feet by two guys holding her and then frog marched to old, worn out wooden stocks next to the stage. Since her hands were still tied behind her back they only put her neck between the heavy boards. It was quite low, about the height that would be perfect to fuck her mouth. One of the guys laid a leather strap around her forehead and pulled her head back.

		Another one told her to step onto a footrest. Her ankle cuffs were locked to rings on either end of the footrest, making sure that she was spread wide and that her pussy and ass where exactly at the right height for an average male to fuck either of her holes comfortably. But to Chloë’s great surprise she didn’t get fucked. At least not right away. Considering what happened next, she would have very much preferred if one of the guys would have rammed his dick inside her and fucked her, though.

		 

		“Looky here, a new slave,” one of the guys sitting around the table on which Zoë was showing off said, leering past Zoë. As a matter of fact, he wasn’t leering past her, but between her legs, as she was gyrating her hips, legs spread, most the guys’ eyes riveted to her glistening cunt.

		“Looks cute,” another one said.

		“Will look even better when her ass is as red as her hair,” the first replied and they all chortled.

		Zoë didn’t have to turn and look to know who they were talking about and so she kept dancing, the guy’s attention turning back to her again. Only when she heard a series of loud smacking sounds and then the voice of her friend as she cried did she turn to look. Chloë’s ass was on full display, her sex clearly visible between her buttocks. A man stood on either side of her, each of them spanking one of her firm buttocks. It was obvious that this wasn’t some fun spanking. The guys clearly intended to hurt her friend.

		“Like it?”

		Zoë turned again and smiled, thinking about her reply. “Yes, she’s got a nice ass.”

		“We’ll introduce you to that ass later. Now come down, sit on my lap.” Sitting wasn’t exactly the right word, for the guy had gotten his dick out of his trousers and Zoë didn’t need too much of her brain power to figure out that she was expected to straddle and fuck him.

		“How many cocks can you take at the same time?” the guy sitting to the right asked her when she had impaled herself on the cock and was riding him slowly, enjoying the feeling of being filled and spread, as she always did.

		This time, Zoë didn’t have to think. “As many as you can bring on,” she smiled, clenching her cunt and gasping when the one who she was fucking started to knead her breasts and pinch her nipples roughly.

		“That’s my girl.” The one she was fucking slid forward on the couch, lay down and pulled Zoë on top of himself, then spread her asscheeks, thus exposing her ass. She felt a finger slide in her cunt beside the cock, felt it stretching her, then slip out again to smear her juices on her ass. Twice more the finger scooped her juices from her cunt and lubed and dilated her anus, then the guy doing it apparently thought that this was enough preparation and started to work his cock into her tight ass. Although Zoë had made quite a few experiences concerning sex, she had never been double penetrated. But it felt good, to be stuffed full, to be really filled and stretched, even when the cock in her ass made it quite difficult to properly fuck the cock in her cunt. But she was smart and egoistic enough to let that be the guy’s problem and concentrated on herself. If being screwed by two guys at the same time was necessary to find the missing odalisque, then she would make the best of it.

		She soon came for the first time, sticking her ass out and at the same time clenching the cock in her cunt as hard as she could while riding it.

		

	
		

		Chapter 6 - Never take the Fun out of Fucking

		 

		In the meantime, Chloë fared much worse. Strapped in the stocks, helpless and immobilized, her poor bottom was spanked harder than ever before. Not even her stepfather’s belt which he had used on her whenever she had fucked up or just because he had felt like had hurt so much as the hands of the two guys did now.

		But Chloë wouldn’t have been Chloë when she hadn’t made her own situation even worse by talking without thinking first. As soon as the guys stopped for a moment and as soon as she had caught her breath she stammered that her tits felt quite neglected. That earned her a “shut up, cunt!” and an extra hard slap on her left buttock, a slap which was met by a wail from the girl. Then one of the bystanders went to fetch clamps which he attached to her nipples. That, too, hurt like a bitch, but not as much as it did when he hooked a weight onto the chain connecting the clamps. Once again she wailed as it felt as if her nipples where stretched all the way down to the floor, but this time her wail was quickly muffled by a cock.

		From then on, it was gangbang central. The spanking continued until she thought her ass was going up in flames, the weight on her nipples swung back and forth with every slap, pulling and pinching, pinching and pulling, whoever was fucking her mouth took some delight in forcing it deep down her throat and leave it there until she started to gag and struggle for air.

		As soon as the guys were done with spanking her ass her neither holes were fucked, too. Nobody cared about lubing her anus, but Chloë knew enough about being fucked up her ass to relax as good as she could. Dryness was much less of a problem with her pussy, because that was dripping wet. In the beginning she thought she might as well count the cocks since there was nothing else to do anyway, except enjoy the agony in her tits and on her bruised butt cheeks, which exploded in white hot pain whenever the hips of the guy fucking her slammed into them. However, she soon was so far gone that she didn’t even hear her own crying and sobbing, nor did she feel the tears of pain run down her cheeks.

		“Oh goody, it’s so much better to fuck a girl when she’s crying,” the one currently fucking Chloë’s mouth commented, then thrust into her extra hard and extra deep and extra long.

		For Chloë, getting fucked was about all she did in that club. She was fucked, then fucked some more and when she thought that they must have all fucked her at least twice it started all over again. Her pussy and ass were raw and bruised, her jaw hurt so much she worried that she might never be able to close it again, her throat was sore and her whole body was covered with sticky cum.

		Yet despite all this, she came quite a few times. Cumming was great, forgetting that she wasn’t supposed to cum without permission less so. And since her mouth was almost all the time stufffed with a dick she couldn’t ask for permission, although Chloë doubted very much that she’d be granted permission to cum. Sometimes she managed to cum silently, so that nobody noticed, but a few times she didn’t and each time she was punished with more slaps on her ass and whiplashes on her tits.

		No, this certainly wasn’t a night she’d have fond memories of.

		 

		Zoë, on the other hand, was quite enjoying her time. In addition to the cock in her ass and the one in her cunt she soon was sucking another one off while at the same time stroking one with each hand. If not to get the guys to cum, then at least to have them ready to replace whichever guy was going to fill her with his jism next.

		“You’re a terrific fuck,” the one in her ass said, echoed by another one, probably one of those she was giving a hand-job. It was hard to tell, what with all she could see was the hairy belly of the one screwing her mouth. “Yeah, I hope you return next week.”

		Zoë smiled at them, straining her ears for sounds coming from Chloë. But there wasn’t much to be heard except for the slapping of the hands on her butt and those eventually finished, too. What she heard a lot were the exclamations and moans of the guys fucking the girls, the slurping and smacking sounds of cunts being fucked, girls yelping and crying when their nipples were pinched or their asses whipped, every once in a while she heard someone go through the passage, probably heading upstairs. But basically she was too busy servicing five guys at a time to pay too much attention to her surroundings.

		Eventually they had all come at least twice in or on Zoë’s body and took a short break. One of the guys told her to stand before them while another fetched a girl who was then ordered to lick every last drop of cum off her body. The girl started with her feet, licking her way up Zoë’s backside, taking extra care of her asshole, rimming it for several minutes while Zoë made a mental note to do that on Chloë next time she had the chance, because, honestly, having your whole body licked from toe to head and then back again by a skilled girl was one of the things every woman should experience at least once in her life.

		Once the girl had reached her head and walked around to lick her face, Zoë reached out and held her head and kissed her passionately. The guys didn’t like that, one of them commented that they weren’t here to see some girly girl action, but Zoë just ignored him, continued to taste the girl’s mouth with her tongue, her hands on the girl’s back and ass, feeling her relax with the unusual tenderness.

		When the girl finally broke the kiss and opened her eyes again Zoë saw gratefulness in them. And deep down something that made her shudder. A fear nobody should ever carry in their eyes, as if the girl knew she’d have to pay for what Zoë had just done. At least that’s what Zoë saw or felt in that short moment. Then the girl was already out of sight, or at least her eyes were, as she kissed and licked her way down Zoë’s throat, to her chest, once again dedicating some time to her breasts, leaving them only when the nipples were hard as bullets.

		Zoë moaned, already aroused again, despite having cum several times during the multiple fucking earlier. The girl left a trail of spittle on Zoë’s flat belly and then the moans became gasps and little whimpers when she started to lick the pussy, just as skilful as Chloë but with just that much difference to make it a new experience.

		Finally, when Zoë reached down to press the girl’s head onto her cunt, one of the guys had enough, got up, yanked the girl brutally away by her hair, told her to get lost and even kicked her ass as the girl apologized and turned to hurry away, to await the next man or men to abuse her slender body.

		“You’re not here to enjoy yourself,” the guy hissed, although it wasn’t clear whether he directed his words at the girl or at Zoë.

		“Yes I am,” Zoë replied, not willing to let some misogynist dictate whether she had fun or not. “And if you have a problem with that you can now kiss my ass before I leave.” She turned, seeing that Chloë was being fucked by two guys and seemed to be fine, or at least as fine as could be, stuck her ass out and reached back to spread her ass cheeks. “Just think about kicking me and you’ll have to collect your balls in a different ZIP area.”

		The guy glared at her. “Fucking cunt, don’t get fresh with me.”

		“I’m not getting fresh with you; I’m just telling you the rules. My rules. I have fun whenever I want. You don’t like that, you can kiss my ass and I’m out of here.” Zoë stood straight again and turned. The guy got up, too and stood about an inch in front of her, still glaring.

		“Methinks you need to be taught a lesson, cunt.” He raised his hand to slap her hard, but even before he could bring it down Zoë had grabbed his other arm, jumped around him, twisting his arm back and up until he fell to the floor screaming. When the guy realised what had happened Zoë stood between his legs, one heel of her shoes on his sack, poised to nail it to the floor. His face was contorted from the pain in his shoulder and he winced when she pushed it even further, right to the point where a tiny twist would have it popping it from its socket. He immediately stopped struggling and making any sound when she put a little bit of weight on the heel on his scrotum.

		“A little respect goes a long way.” Zoë’s voice was hard and cold, despite the lovely smile on her face.

		The guy growled through his teeth, trying to be menacing which didn’t really work with Zoë. “Cunt, I’ll get you for that.”

		“Yes, sure, of course. Now, please, mind your language in the presence of a lady. I’d really hate it if I had to clean your balls off my fake Manolo Blahniks.” Just to make sure he got the message Zoë stepped a bit harder on his sack. The guy froze.

		“Come on, Frank, leave her. There’s enough cunts to have fun with,” one of the guys said, struggling not to laugh too hard at his friend’s misfortune.

		“Yeah, go take a break, I want to have some more fun with the gal,” another chimed in. Finally Frank relaxed, Zoë let go of his arm and helped him to his feet. He stared at her, failed to make a lasting impression on the gal, then he departed, still glaring at her and fuming while the guys turned her attention towards Zoë again.

		“Guess we better not mess with you then,” one of them said. He obviously was still amused what had happened to his mate.

		“I’m usually quite easygoing, but when someone thinks he can take out the fun from fucking, well .…” Zoë smiled lewdly. “So, let’s have some more fun, shall we?”

		“Definitely. How about we pay the redhead a visit? It looks as if one of her fuck holes doesn’t get the attention it deserves.” Indeed, when Zoë turned to follow the guys across the room to where Chloë was locked into the stocks she saw that nobody was fucking Chloë’s ass or cunt and the one fucking her mouth was about to cum, too, with no replacement nearby. Both her holes were gaping wide, cum oozing out of them and running down her legs.

		“She needs some cleaning, babe.”

		“Yes, sir, that sounds like fun,” Zoë returned with a smile and knelt behind her friend while the guy walked around the stocks to keep Chloë’s mouth busy.

		 

		Several hours later and with her pussy, ass and mouth sore from all the penetration and fucking Zoë put on her dress again, found her purse and made for the door. She would have preferred to make sure that Chloë got out safe too, but they had decided to go here each on their own and not let anybody know that they belonged together. The last time she saw Chloë the girl was still standing in the stocks, not being used for once, her head hanging low, her flanks twitching, her body once again covered with sticky sperm. After she had licked Chloë clean, making sure the girl had come violently, then been forced to watch as a guy used a crop on her thighs because apparently the slaves weren’t supposed to cum, Zoë had been taken upstairs where she had had to watch how three of the men had brutally whipped the girl who she had kissed earlier. They had even asked her if she wanted to join in, but Zoë had declined, mentioning that she’d rather suck those off who weren’t busy tormenting the girl hanging from a pulley on the ceiling. Sucking them off had had the benefit that she didn’t have to look at the girl, but hearing her moans and cries had been bad enough.

		Later she had talked to Mike again, said that yes, she had enjoyed herself, but not the way the girls were treated around here, to which Mike had just laughed condescendingly and said that they were only cunts and whores, after all, and that they could be glad they got the chance to earn a few bucks here. Then he’d asked whether she’d be back to which Zoë had replied “yes, you can count on that,” flashing him her most lascivious smile and rubbing her tits against his arm.

		 

		She was about to open the door at the end of the corridor when she was stopped by the bouncer with a firm grip on her arm. “Not so fast, girl. I didn’t have any fun tonight.”

		“So? You’ve got two hands, right?” She looked neutrally at him. “It’s called jerking off. I presume it’s because jerks like you do it.”

		The bouncer who apparently had expected Zoë to drop on her knees immediately, ready to suck him off, tried to grab her neck. But he, like Frank earlier, had to learn that just because Zoë was gorgeous, a woman and scantily dressed didn’t mean she was also willing to do whatever she was told. Neither was she as defenseless as he had expected. Zoë stepped down hard with her heel, almost piercing his foot. He let go of her arm and was still screaming when she grabbed his arm, turned, bent over and using his momentum she rolled him over her own back, enjoying the dull thud when his back crashed onto the hard concrete floor.

		“Eighth Dan judoka, thank you,” she smiled, twisting his arm, knowing that he wouldn’t do anything stupid for the moment since the fall had knocked the air out of his lungs. He gaped like a fish out of the water and looked up at her bewildered, unable to say something.

		“Good night, jerk. Take care.” Zoë let go of him, waved and walked back to their car where she curled up on the driver’s seat and tried to catch some sleep until Chloë returned, too. It was an attempt at sleeping which was doomed to fail, as she well knew. She wouldn’t be able to rest as long as her friend was still among those blokes and so she thought about their case. They still didn’t know anything. She hadn’t succeeded in talking to one of the girls, and even if she had managed she doubted that they’d be willing to talk. They seemed to be much too much afraid and scared of what might be done to them if they did, and judging from the way they had punished the girl merely for kissing a moment too long, they had every reason to be scared shitless. And talking to the guys had seemed to be even more of a waste of time. They didn’t care about the girls the least little bit, a missing gal would hardly get noticed by them, let alone interest them beyond the fact that there was now one cunt less to fuck.

		Maybe Chloë had better luck. After all, she was one of the girls; maybe she found a way to get one of them to talk to her.

		 

		Chloë would have objected to the notion that she had better luck. She didn’t feel too lucky. Quite to the contrary; by the time she was freed from the stocks and her hands were untied she felt as if she had been hit by a freight train. But despite being dizzy and aching and tired she still managed to think of the job at hand. First, though, she sat on the floor beneath the stocks for a while, gathering her senses, wincing with the pain that shot through her body as her ass touched the floor but too tired to get up. Apart from the girl behind the bar everybody had left or gone upstairs. Eventually she struggled to her feet and walked gingerly and with broad legs to the bar.

		“Can I get something to drink, please?” she asked hoarsely, after clearing her throat. “Something tasty, to get the taste of cum out of my mouth.”

		The girl looked at her not too friendly. Then she shook her head. “No, cunts don’t get any drinks here. Go drink water from the tap.”

		For a moment Chloë was tempted the smack the girl a good one and get herself a coke from the cooler, but then she merely sighed tiredly. “You really do a terrific job looking after your girls here,” Chloë said and turned away.

		She was stopped by the girl’s next words. “Cunts. They are cunts, not girls.”

		“Whatever. I’m rather a cunt than a stuck up, heartless bitch like you.”

		“With that attitude you won’t make yourself many friends here.”

		“Thanks for the advice, but I don’t think I want friends here. Not when they’re fuckwads like you. Ciao bella e vaffanculo.”

		“Huh?”

		“It’s Italian. Means ‘fuck yourself up your ass.’” She departed through the passage and up the stairs before the girl could say something else, something that would likely get her smacked by Chloë. Once upstairs she went directly to the little changing room. The shower was running and a blonde girl was raising her face towards the shower head, letting the cold water wash all the filth from her body.

		Chloë found a glass, filled it at the sink and emptied it twice before she tried to sit down to wait for the girl to finish. But sitting was too painful and so she leaned against the wall, looking at her surroundings. There wasn’t much to look at. A few chairs, a few hooks screwed into the walls for the girls’ clothes, two of them still in use, a table against a wall with a mirror and a chair and the little shower stall. Bleak, dull and cheap. At long last the girl stepped out of the shower, her naked body streaked with red welts and dark bruises. She smiled weakly and said something Chloë didn’t at first understand until she realized that it hadn’t been English.

		She tried French, Italian, German but the girl just looked at her blankly and shook her head, looking frail and timid and not happy at all. Finally Chloë tried the little bit of Russian she still remembered. The girl’s face lit up and she started to talk much too rapidly for Chloë to be able to follow her. It took a while to make the girl understand that she had to talk slowly. The girl said that her name was Tatiana and that she was from Belarus and then she whispered in Chloë’s ear that she couldn’t say more “because they are listening and watching.” She pointed at a camera above the door.

		“Come,” Chloë whispered back and told the girl that they couldn’t be heard if they stepped into the shower and let the water run. It was a win-win situation. Tatiana, who obviously was very glad she could talk to someone, washed Chloë carefully with a soft sponge while Chloë struggled to find the right words to ask her questions.

		 

		By the time she knew what she had wanted to know and a lot more which she had never wanted to hear she was shivering from the cold and trembling with anger. Apparently hot water was considered too much of a luxury for the cunts and so they had to shower with lukewarm water at best. But even that lukewarm water had run out halfway through their shower.

		“I’ll be back, Tatiana. I promise,” she said after she had toweled herself dry and kissed the blonde on the mouth. The girl nodded, her eyes blazing with hope and fear at the same time, then turned and went down the corridor to the stairs. Chloë put on her dress and went back to the office where Boar resided.

		This time she didn’t even bother with knocking. She knew what she wanted to know and there was no reason to ever come back again, at least not to get abused for a whole night for a lousy thousand bucks. However, she wanted those thousand bucks.

		But Toad wasn’t even there and for once she withstood the temptation to snoop around and went downstairs. Mike was still present, told her that he was sorry, but he didn’t have that much money in his pocket.

		Chloë stared at him, thinking that she could do with the money, but then she decided that it wasn’t worth making a fuss about and so she turned and left without a further word. The bouncer was gone, too, to her delight. That would have been the last thing she wanted, to get screwed by the ugly guy or to have to give him head.

		The night was chilly when she stepped out and she was heavily underdressed for the occasion. Also, there were still a few people about and they seemed to think that a scantily clad girl hurrying through the neighborhood at this time of day was either a whore or a girl who was easy prey and so she took off her shoes and started running as fast she could. The door of the Lotus opened; she collapsed on the seat and cried out when the pain from her sore ass shot through her body.

		“Thanks for being here, Zoë,” she said as her friend started the engine and burned rubber even before Chloë had fastened the seat belt.

		“Thanks for being back, Chloë,” Zoë replied, then she fell silent, sensing that her friend wasn’t in the mood to talk.

		Neither of the two women said anything while Zoë drove them home. Only when she parked the car on the driveway did Chloë speak. “I don’t think I’ve ever been so pissed off in my life.”

		“Yes, I can tell. Want to talk about it?”

		“Not now, no. Now I want to crawl into bed, now I want you gently rubbing a soothing ointment on my ass and then I want to sleep in your arms.”

		Zoë smiled. “That can be arranged.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 7 - The soothing Effect of Tom Waits

		 

		Chloë was lying on her belly on the lawn in the garden, a silk damp cloth providing shade and cooling for her ass, when Zolt arrived the next day. Zoë was in the kitchen, fixing scrambled eggs and bacon. “Hey babes! Wassup?” he asked and looked over Zoë’s shoulder, making sure to put his hand on her buttock and squeezing it. “Hmm, eggs and bacon.”

		“Hi Zolt. Not much. Want some?”

		“Sure. Where’s my favorite redhead and why are you listening to this terrible music?”

		“Out in the garden and the music is Tom Waits. Apparently Tom Waits has a soothing effect on your favorite redhead’s ass.”

		“Fuck! I have a soothing effect on her ass. I shall have to exterminate this Tom Waits dude, there can only be one guy soothing my fave redhead’s ass.” Zolt crossed the living room after a light slap on Zoë’s butt and stepped out to the patio. “Ahoy Chloë!”

		“Go away!”

		“Oh, having a bad day?”

		“Fuck off!” Chloë didn’t even look up.

		“Yeah, I love you too.”

		“Which part of ‘fuck off’ didn’t you understand?”

		Unconcerned and even less stopped by her hostile reaction Zolt stepped up to Chloë and crouched beside her. “I hear your ass needs soothing?” He lifted the cloth on her ass and peeked beneath it. “Shit. Tell me who did that and they’ll will sue their mother for not having had an abortion.”

		“Do. Not. Touch. It.” Chloë’s voice was devoid of its usual lightheartedness. She looked up at him and he saw that she really was in a bad mood, not just having a bad day after too much partying. He replaced the silk cloth tenderly on her bruised buttocks, hurried to his car and returned not much later with a little jar in his hand.

		“This will help.” He knew Chloë well enough to make sure she didn’t have no choice but lie still and since that was easiest done by sitting on her legs and thus pinning her to the ground, this was what he did.

		“Go away, you’re hurting me, noooo, don’t touch my ass, you brute!” she protested wiggling and struggling but her crying got meeker and stopped as soon as she noticed that whatever magic potion he was carefully applying to her ass did indeed have a very soothing effect.

		When he was done he kissed her ass gently and covered it with the silk cloth again, then left her alone and went inside to talk to Zoë.

		“No, I don’t know whether she’s found anything out. She hasn’t talked much yet, just moved from the bed to then bathroom and then the lawn. But I guess as soon as she has eaten she’ll talk.”

		“Was it that bad?”

		“Yes, apparently. They’re a horde of misogynist fucktards. I don’t know what upset her so much, though. But I don’t think it was only the way she was treated by them.” He set the table on the patio, carried coffee and fresh squeezed orange juice outside while she finished the bacon and eggs and when all was ready they sat down, waiting for Chloë to get up.

		“I can’t sit,” Chloë complained after she had scrambled to her feet and gingerly wrapped a sarong around her hips.

		“Kneel,” Zoë smiled. “We don’t mind.”

		“I bet. And before you even think about asking: No, I won’t work on the garden today.” Chloë started to wolf down eggs and bacon and soon she heaped another portion of eggs and bacon on her plate.

		Zolt looked at her and leaned to the side to look around the table at her slender body, not seeing an ounce of fat. “Where do you put all that stuff?”

		“Into anger,” she replied chewing. When she was finished she washed everything down with a mug of coffee and finally started to talk. “We got to get them out of there.”

		“Who? The girls?” Zoë asked.

		“Yes, they’re like slaves. The one I talked to is from Minsk. Tatiana.” Chloë paused before she went on, the words pouring from her mouth quickly now. “She was lured here by the offer of a modeling job, then her passport was taken away, she was beaten and finally forced to prostitute herself.” She took a couple of deep breaths, her nostrils flaring, before she went on. “The girls are treated like shit. Worse. Dammit, even I wanted to get out of there ASAP and I knew that there was somebody out there who would get me out if need be. All those girls know is that they’re completely alone. That nobody gives a shit about them.”

		Zolt and Zoë waited while the redhead blinked her eyes a couple of times. “Fuck! We got to help them. I promised Tatiana.”

		“I know you did,” Zoë said with a smile. “But we’re not the police.”

		“You know just as well as I do that the police don’t do shit. They take in the girls and if they’re lucky they find themselves on the next plane to wherever shithole they came from. If not, they go to jail first. The fuckers behind it, they walk away because there’s nobody to testify against them.”

		“I’ll take care of that.” Zolt said quietly, leaning back in his chair. The girls looked at him and once again wondered what they didn’t know about him. Since he had stopped being a photographer and had made a big inheritance from some obscure uncle in Hungary he had appeared and disappeared randomly. Once Chloë had joked that maybe he was a contract killer but it hadn’t been funny because, if they really thought about it, that would explain a lot of things. Like, how all of a sudden he had gotten rich, bought the little two story house they were living in now, had spare money to finance them a car after the last one had been totaled and paid his ex-wife a lot of alimony and still had money left to spend it on dinners in expensive restaurants.

		“Thank you, Zolt,” Chloë said in a low voice. “Please make sure the girls are safe.”

		“For you, I’d do anything. Heck, I’d even keep my hands off a gorgeous girl if you told me to,” Zolt grinned, then he smiled when he saw Chloë’s eyes light up and the corners of her mouth turning upwards. “I won’t keep them off of you, though.”

		Finally, Chloë smiled. Then she told them what she had learned about the odalisque from Tatiana. The blonde Belarusian had indeed seen the Nubian on the night she had disappeared. “Apparently the girl’s been with a blonde woman in her mid-thirties, all dressed in black leather when she last saw her. She had the impression that Mahider, like her, wasn’t there on her free will but of course they couldn’t communicate so she wasn’t sure. She was pretty sure that Mahider left on her own free will, though.”

		They sat in silence for a while, until Zoë voiced what everybody was thinking: “So, if she hasn’t been kidnapped, who has sent that ransom note?” she wanted to say, but was interrupted in mid sentence by the blast of an explosion. Half a second later both girls were lying on the floor with Zolt pushing them down, then he told them not to move and was gone in a split second.

		Chloë whispered into Zoë’s ear as they lay beneath the table. “I tell you, he didn’t push pencils around while he was in Afghanistan.”

		“I tell you, you’re right,” Zoë whispered back.

		“Did you pee your pants?”

		“Nah, for once I didn’t. How bout you?”

		“I never pee my pants, unless it’s part of kinky play.”

		 

		They didn’t move until Zolt returned a few minutes later, a fire extinguisher in his hand. “OK, babes, all’s fine. Well, except your car. Looks like you pissed someone off and now they took it out on your car.”

		Indeed, as soon as they stepped out the door to the driveway they saw the pink Lotus was a charred and smoking skeleton, covered with white foam. Two of the windows in the front of the house had been blown out too, but apart from the windows and the car nothing and nobody was hurt.

		“Huh? Who would want to blast our pussy wagon to smithereens?” Chloë tiptoed around the wreckage of the car, peeking inside to see whether maybe her new Pink Cherry lip-gloss, which she remembered to have left lying on the car’s floor, had survived the explosion.

		“Beats me.” Zolt scratched his balls, then looked at the girls. “You sure you haven’t pissed someone off royally?”

		Zoë remained silent. Too silent, for Chloë’s liking. “Zoë? What have you done?” Chloë walked up to her with her hands on her hips and her brows arched.

		“I … umm … I might have indeed pissed someone off. Royally. Actually it was two guys. The bouncer and one of the guys in the ‘Forbidden Fruit’.” She went on to tell them about Frank and the bouncer, who probably both were pissed off and humiliated enough to torch their car.

		When she finished, Zolt was ready to crash on the ground and roll around, laughing. “You girls are so crazy,” he chortled, then got serious again. “Then again, it might be someone from the club telling you to stay away.”

		“Why ‘you girls’? I’m not crazy. She is, not me!” Chloë protested, but not too loud. She knew she had had her moments too in the past and most likely would have them again.

		“Look, it’s only a car.” Zoë clearly wasn’t ready to let a blown up car spoil her mood. She told the neighbors who had appeared and started to ask questions that everything was under control, a friend of hers who had pimped the car had obviously pimped it too much “and now it just began to burn when I wanted go to the bakery for rolls.”

		Which wasn’t a very smart explanation, since she was only wearing a nightie that just about covered her ass and was pretty much see through. But this was California, where people are used to crazy and weird stories and as long as it wasn’t their car they apparently were also pretty easygoing about cars blowing up.

		 

		An hour later the car was towed away, a carpenter was already repairing the windows and the two belles were frolicking in the pool while Zolt had gone to make a couple of phone calls and talk to some people.

		“He’s cute, isn’t he?” Chloë said, idly treating water, listening to the whining sound of a buzz saw on the front side of their house.

		“Who? The carpenter?”

		“Yeah.”

		Zoë agreed. The guy was indeed good looking, what with all those hard muscles rippling beneath his T-shirt and his tan from working in the open all day. “Uh huh, he is. But you know, honey, you don’t actually have to screw every cute guy.”

		“Well, sure. I mean, I know I don’t have to, but what if I want?”

		“Right. Of course. I forgot for a second that I’m talking to you.” She thought of Chloë’s ass and the ordeal she had gone through the last night. “I thought you were still sore?”

		Chloë dived the length of the pool and came up snorting. “The day I can’t fuck because I’m a bit sore you can call the undertaker.”

		Zoë rolled her eyes, but secretly she was glad that her friend was back to her old self again. She knew that Chloë hadn’t forgotten, the girl would only relax about the whole affair when Zolt had made true on his promise and all the girls were safe. And if Zolt couldn’t do it, Chloë would probably take it in her own hands, regardless of the dangers that might bring upon her. But in the meantime and since there wasn’t much to do right now she was smart and strong enough not to let it beat her down too long.

		They were both drying in the sun, lying on beach chairs, when the carpenter emerged from the living room. Four eyes devoured him as he walked around the pool where the girls were lying, and two pussies started to tingle more with every step he took. “The windows are repaired, ladies.” The guy stopped and stared at the girls in their skimpy bikinis, taking in every detail of their anatomy, as did the girls. Although, to their shame it must be said that they concentrated on that part of his anatomy that bulged beneath his jeans.

		Chloë turned on her chair, propped up a leg and pushed her shades up. “Terrific. Are you in a hurry or do you happen to have time for some fun?”

		“Fun?”

		“Fun as in fucking her,” Zoë remarked dryly.

		“Fun as in fucking both of us,” Chloë expanded. “She just acts like a stuck up bitch, but in truth she’s right now peeling those jeans off your butt right now in her mind.

		The dude’s mouth fell open for a moment while he stared at Chloë’s crotch, then it opened a bit more when he looked at Zoë’s. “Oh. He he! Sure, I guess I got a bit of time for some fun.”

		“Perfect,” piped Chloë, got to her feet and walked up to him. “You look hot, sweetheart. Wanna cool down a bit while I fetch you some iced tea?” she asked and fumbled with the button on his jeans.

		“Yeah, why not.”

		The jeans fell to the ground, followed by the boxers. A formidable erection sprang forth, making the girls lick their lips in anticipation. “Hmm. I like that,” Chloë purred, slowly stroking the carpenter’s erect cock. “I hope you’re not too hot and thirsty, I think I can’t let go right now.”

		“No worries, babe. I’ll be fine,” the carpenter grinned.

		“Oh, I’ll make sure of that.” Chloë sank to her knees, all the time stroking his cock, then took him in her mouth.

		Zoë watched them, an amused smile playing on her face. The guy’s eyes met hers and he actually blushed a bit. “Not used to being sucked off with onlookers?”

		“No, ma’am.”

		“Got a girlfriend?”

		“No, ma’am,” he replied, starting to moan as Chloë took him deep inside her mouth, her hands caressing his balls.

		“What a shame. You could have brought her along next time.”

		“Are you lesbians?”

		“Ha ha ha! Does it look like she is one?”

		“Umm, no, not really.”

		“Well, I’m not, either. But we both believe in the principle of ‘the more, the merrier’. You, your girlfriend, well, if you had one, us two. That would be fun.” He didn’t say what he thought about the idea because he was too busy enjoying Chloë’s blow-job, followed by being too busy moaning and groaning and pumping his jism into her mouth.

		“Hmm, that was yummy,” Chloë said and smacked her lips after she had pulled her head back and kissed the tip of his cock. “Now be a good boy and wait for me in the pool while I hurry to get you a drink.”

		Chris, as was the carpenter’s name, was a good boy. And so he got a drink and a lithe girl wrapped around him, slowly fucking him while he clung to the rim of the pool and fingered and licked another girl. He was also a polite young man and agreed to a switching of positions so each of the girl could feel that he didn’t just have a lot of hard muscles, but also quite a hand full of hard cock.

		He thanked the girls profoundly after he had toweled himself dry and put on his clothes again. Then he departed, saying with a wide grin that although he didn’t hope their windows got broken anytime soon again he wouldn’t mind it too much, either.

		“Sure, we’ll call you when we need a window repaired,” Zoë said with a wink.

		“Hell, we might call you anyway,” Chloë said, feeling much better, now that she’d been properly laid.

		 

		“Now what?” Zoë said eventually, putting the book she hadn’t really been reading down.

		Chloë looked up from the pool, pushing her wet hair behind her ears. “What ‘Now what?’”

		“What are we going to do now? About the girl we’re supposed to find.”

		“Ah. That. Nothing. We wait for the kidnappers to say where and when they want the ransom.”

		“What if they don’t?” Zoë wasn’t so sure anybody would demand a ransom. After all this Tatiana had said that the black girl had looked quite fine when she’d left.

		“Huh? Why shouldn’t they?”

		“You know, I got the feeling this is all staged. We’re being set up. Except I’ve got no idea why.”

		Chloë pondered this for a while, then had an idea. “We could also go in search of the blonde in leather. Sounds like a Domme. She might be connected to the BDSM community.”

		“Haven’t you had enough of that?”

		“Yeah, but this time we’d do it differently. I’d be the Mistress. In an uber-hawt leather ensemble. Skin tight. You are the slave. Naked, of course. Cuffs, collar, leash. Maybe a chain. Nipple clamps. Yeah, I’d definitely want you to have clamps on your boobs.” Chloë grinned at the thought.

		“No way, girl. Me, Mistress. You, slave.”

		“Forget it, Zoë. Look at you, you’re born to serve!”

		“I’m not. Rock, paper, scissors?”

		“Yup. Best two out of three?”

		“Sure.” A minute later it was determined that Chloë would be the slave while Zoë would be her Mistress. Chloë pouted, but Zoë knew she didn’t mind too much. “OK, I go get outfits, you find out where we go first.” Chloë was already halfway to the door, wearing nothing but a sarong and sandals, when Zoë called after her.

		“What are you doing?”

		“Going to get an uber-hawt Mistress’ outfit for my Mistress and some cuffs and chains and stuff for her slave. What did you think?”

		“On foot?”

		Chloë stopped and face-palmed. “Right. Shit. Call a cab.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 8 - So Beautiful

		 

		It was ten o’clock when they headed out with not much of a clue what they were doing but plenty of enthusiasm to do it right. “Woohoo! I feel like a Mistress,” Zoë exclaimed as they walked to the entrance of the club she had picked as their starting point in their investigation among the kinky scene. She certainly looked like one beneath the black cloak she was wearing. Chloë had made true on her promise to buy an uber-hawt skin tight leather dress. It was a red and black sleeveless cat suit with short legs and zippers in all the important places and it went perfectly along with the thigh high boots. To complete her outfit, she was carrying a riding crop and in her other hand she held a leash which was attached to Chloë’s collar.

		Apart from the collar Chloë wasn’t wearing much. No cuffs on her wrists and ankles, only chains framing her small and firm breasts and another length of chain wrapped around her waist and between her legs, neatly tucked between the folds of her sex. More steel dangled from the nipple clamps. “I don’t feel like a slave,” she replied.

		Zoë pulled on the leash while they waited for the door to open. “That will change once you’re kneeling at my feet,” she smiled and kissed Chloë passionately on the mouth. As it turned out, Zoë had been right about that. Once they were admitted to the club and thus the party labelled ‘No Pain No Gain’ and had shed their cloaks they mingled with the other people. Both of them had never been to such a fetish event and hadn’t really known what to expect. There were lots of people, all in fetish wear, but only a few wore such revealing garments as Chloë. She wouldn’t have been Chloë if she had been bothered, though.

		They walked to the bar for a couple of beers but to their surprise the cute blonde behind the counter told them that they didn’t serve alcoholic beverages.

		“Why not?” Zoë asked.

		“Because it’s not smart to drink and play. I wouldn’t want to hang from my tits when the rigger has been drinking,” she smiled. Then, with a glance at Chloë, she went on, “my compliments on your girl. She is very gorgeous. As are you, ma’am.”

		“Thank you, yes, she is,” Zoë replied, tugging on the leash. “OK, then we’ll have a tonic water, each.”

		The girl filled two glasses with tonic and added ice cubes. “New here?” she asked, putting the drinks on the bar.

		“Yes. First time we do that Mistress and slave thingy.”

		“Ah, I see. I hope you enjoy. If you have any question, don’t hesitate to ask. I’m Mandy.”

		“Yup. Actually, I have a question.” Zoe paused and looked around, searching the room for a blonde Mistress and a black girl. “We’re looking for a blonde Mistress with a coloured slave.”

		Mandy’s eyes narrowed suspiciously. “What for?”

		“I need to ask her a couple of questions. It’s important, for them, mostly.” OK, that was a little bit of a fib, since for all Zoë knew the blonde Mistress and her black odalisque weren’t in the least interested in what Zoë and Chloë had to tell them. “Please.”

		“You don’t have a name or anything else?”

		“No. Unfortunately not.” Zoë described the black girl as good as she could.

		“OK, I’ll keep my eyes open.”

		“Thank you very much.” Zoë scribbled her phone number on a slip of paper and headed towards the stage, followed by Chloë who carried their drinks.

		“Hmm, fantastic ass,” Chloë heard Mandy say and when she turned she saw the barmaid lick her lips, a hungry expression on her face. “Nice welts, too.”

		“Thank you,” Chloë smiled back and made sure to sway her bottom properly as she hurried after her Mistress. “The girl behind the bar could be properly motivated, if you let me,” she whispered in Zoë’s ear.

		“Yeah, I heard. Dunno if that’s appropriate, though. Let’s watch this for a while first so we get a feel.”

		On the stage a naked girl stood spread-eagled in front of a St. Andrew’s cross. She held onto handles on the upper ends of the cross while her Master pegged clothespins on a string to her body. Pinching her skin and lifting it he started beneath her left axle, went down across her chest to circle each breast, then put one on each nipple before he traced a line down, across her belly, on to her left labia and up the right one, finishing with a peg on her clit.

		“Looks nice,” Chloë whispered.

		“Yes, very. Painful, too,” Zoë replied. However, the girl didn’t seem to suffer very much. She smiled lovingly at her Master most of the time, wincing only when he put a peg on an especially sensitive part of her body.

		“You know, this here,” Chloë indicated the club with an arching hand, “looks much better than that crappy place we’ve been to yesterday. She loves him; you can see it in her eyes. That’s how it should be, not that girls are just made to serve guys-crap.”

		“Yes, I know. Now shut up, I want to concentrate.”

		“Yes, Mistress,” Chloë replied mockingly.

		“I do have a riding crop here, in case you forgot,” Zoë said and tapped Chloë’s ass lightly with the crop. Just then the guy started to pull on the string and one by one the clothespins popped off the girl’s body. They hadn’t noticed but her Master had made sure to weave the string under so that they now came off in the same order he had attached the pins on her. She winced more now and when pegs on her nipples came off she moaned loudly. He stopped before the last came off, letting the string fall to the ground. Chloë and Zoë looked as the weight of the clothespins pulled on the clit, the girl’s face a mixture of pain and pleasure as her Master stepped up to her and kissed her passionately, one hand on her breast, the other pulling and twisting the pin on her clit until she melted against him in an intense orgasm.

		“Wow, cool!” Chloë exclaimed almost drooling and with the distinct feeling of her pussy being soaking wet merely from watching the scene.

		“Yeah, it is,” someone said beside her and when she turned to look she saw Mandy standing there, a wide smile on her face. She also noticed that the girl on the stage looked very much like Mandy.

		“Are you sisters?” she asked, looking from Mandy to the pegged girl and back again.

		“Slave sisters, not blood sisters, but we still look about the same.” She turned towards Zoë. “Ma’am, your gorgeous slave seems to be very interested in learning about the zipper. With your permission I could ask my Master whether he would like to show you how it’s done.”

		Zoë looked from Mandy to Chloë, then smiled. “Of course. I would love to learn that.”

		The girl bid them to wait and went to the stage where the man was sitting on the edge, cradling the young girl in his arms.

		“Hmm, one Master, two slaves. Zolt would like that,” Zoë commented as they watched the girl talk to her Master.

		“He definitely would.”

		“And you?”

		“Dunno. I’ll tell you later, but if it is really as intense as it looked with her right now I wouldn’t mind giving it a try. Provided Zolt proves that he knows what he’s doing.”

		“Yeah.”

		The man came walking towards them, his girls a step behind, holding hands. “Hello, I’m Tom. Mandy says you’re interested in learning about a zipper?” He looked friendly, about forty years old, maybe a bit more, with long sideburns and curly dark hair.

		“Yes, indeed, me and my girl Chloë, we’re very new to all this and we’d like to learn,” Zoë replied after they had shaken hands.

		“Very well.” He looked at Chloë who did her best to imitate the twins. “Can I?” Bob asked, about to touch Chloë as if he wanted to put her in the position a slave was supposed to hold.

		“Of course.”

		“You’re very beautiful and you got nice breasts, so show them,” he said to Chloë, laying a hand on her throat and one on the small of her back, straightening her. “Yes, like this. Head up and shoulders back, too. Good. Finally, legs apart. Your pussy is your Mistress’ pussy and I’m sure your Mistress is proud of its beauty and wants everybody to enjoy it as much as she does.”

		“Yes, Sir,” Chloë said, glancing at Zoë who indeed seemed to be proud of her.

		“It’s basically always the same, no matter whether you’re standing, kneeling or sitting. Or walking. Go, walk around the room and show us what a beautiful slave you are.”

		Zoë let the leash fall between Chloë’s legs and watched together with the rest of their little group as Chloë made a circle around the room. Yes, she really was beautiful. She drew quite a lot of admiring looks from the other guests, too.

		“How did you come to our club,” Tom asked Zoë when Chloë was on her way back.

		“Found it on the internet. We only have begun to explore our kinky side recently.”

		“Well, then it certainly looks as if your girl is a natural talent. A born submissive.”

		Chloë, who had heard only the last words, frowned and looked at Zoë who smiled. “Yes, I think she is. I think we’ll come here more often, if we’re welcome.”

		“Young people are always welcome. As you can see, the average age is well above yours. And if they’re such gorgeous, polite and open minded women as you are there’s even less of a problem. But now Mandy shall do the zipper on your slave while we sit down and watch and talk. Next time you come here, you can do it. Provided you don’t mind if Mandy plays with your girl.”

		“I don’t mind at all and I’m sure my slave doesn’t, either.”

		“Would that matter if your slave minded?” Tom asked.

		Zoë thought about that for a moment. “Yes, it would. I want her to be comfortable and feeling secure. And since both me and my girl know that you wouldn’t let your slave play with mine if you didn’t think she was up to the task I don’t have a problem with it,” she finally replied, seeing the smile on Mandy’s face widen.

		“Thank you, Ma’am,” the barmaid cum top said, then beckoned Chloë up to the stage. “Is it OK if we do it in front of all these people?” she asked Zoë before she followed Chloë up on the stage.

		“Yes, no problem at all. She’s not only a born slave, she also is an exhibitionist.”

		 

		And so Chloë was standing on the stage, spread-eagled and naked as Sandy had been not long before, while Zoë talked with Tom about various aspects of BDSM and Sandy went behind the bar to do her slave sister’s job.

		Zoë learned a lot, both about BDSM and the local community as well as about the zipper Mandy was beautifully applying on Chloë’s body whereas Chloë learned that clothespins pinned to your body only hurt in the beginning, then the pain slowly fades, replaced by another sting when the next peg was placed on the skin, then the next. Except those on her nipples and the one on her clit it wasn’t bad at all. She just stood there, feeling the clothespins, the touches of Mandy, who made sure to touch the naked slave often and in all the right places to make her squirm and gasp with delight, seeing the guests look at her and feeling Zoë’s eyes on her body.

		The last clothespin made her wince, but she didn’t move except for a few muscles which twitched when she strained to remain standing in place. It was intense, it was intimate, despite all the people, and Chloë knew that she would like to come back here again.

		“Wait a second, Chloë,” Mandy whispered and went to the low table around which Zoë and Tom sat. There she knelt down. “Ma’am, your slave is ready. If you want, you can now come and pull the zipper off of her.”

		“Thank you. It looks beautiful; you do your Master a lot of honor. Your Master and I have agreed that you should pull them off. Then she shall reward you properly.”

		The girl bowed her head at Zoë, then at her Master. “Thank you, ma’am, thank you, Master,” she said deferentially, then rose gracefully again.

		They watched as Mandy got back upon the stage and began to pull the clothes pegs from Chloë. She, too, let the last one on her clit and started to kiss and caress the naked slave, arousing her ever further.

		“They’re wonderful, those girls, when they’re loving what they’re doing,” Zoë said with a smile, feeling herself getting more than just a little bit wet.

		“Or doing what they’re loving,” Tom replied, eyeing Zoë. “And you? Excuse my bluntness, but I cannot help getting the feeling that you wouldn’t mind being in your slave’s place.

		Zoë looked at Chloë, how she seemed to enjoy the pleasure and pain, then turned towards Tom. “Yes, I think I would enjoy being in her place, too.”

		“Try it, that’s the best advice I can give you,” Tom said. “Try everything you want, just make sure you’re both safe.”

		“Yeah, we will do that.”

		“You can always ask me, or one of my girls, or, as a matter of fact, any of the people here. Almost all of them are good, responsible persons. The few others you should recognize easily.”

		“Thank you, I’ll remember that.”

		Then they both returned their attention to Chloë who was cumming now, moaning and crying loudly, her knuckles white as her fingers closed tightly around the handles on the cross, eyes closed and mouth open, back arched, thrusting her cunt forward onto Mandy’s mouth in a desperate attempt to feel more of the girl’s lips and tongue on her sex.

		“So beautiful,” Zoë whispered. Tom completely agreed.

		 

		“This is it!” Chloë was still excited when they arrived home late in the night. “This is how it should be. Love and compassion and lust and caring for each other and loooooots of hot, steaming sex!”

		Zoë laughed while she unlocked the collar on Chloë’s neck. “Yes, I could tell you were enjoying yourself.”

		“You did, too!”

		“Yes, I did. Very much so,” Zoë replied.

		They both stripped and headed for the bathroom where Chloë, to Zoë’s surprise, dropped to her knees and buried her face in her friend’s crotch, her hands wrapped around Zoë’s thighs while Zoë stroked Chloë’s hair. After a while Chloë looked up. “Can we go there again, Mistress?”

		Once again Zoë couldn’t help but laugh. Her friend sure seemed to have taken a liking to that kinky stuff. But to be honest, she had, too. Even if all she had done was talking and enjoying Chloë’s mouth and tongue between her legs, it had been intense. She had also liked the notion of Chloë doing her every bidding, at least for an evening.

		Yeah, they would certainly go there again. She wasn’t so sure whether they’d go as Mistress and slave, though, or whether they should switch roles.

		“Yes, love, we go there again. Provided you are a good girl tonight,” she grinned.

		“I’ll be the bestest girl you can imagine.” And Chloë made true on her promise, starting right away.

		 

		The next day was uneventful and they decided to take it easy for a change. Zoë called Mosley, asking about the kidnappers, but he told her to fuck off if they hadn’t any news and disconnected. But there was hope that maybe Mandy would hear something. Apart from that, they only could go out on a wild goose chase, hit upon another club and try their luck there. But they weren’t in the mood and so they had decided they’d stay at home that day and take it easy. However, in a rare moment of work enthusiasm Chloë had decided that she’d start tending to the garden. Dressed in cut off jeans, a halter top and a large straw hat she was attacking the bushes and shrubs with a vengeance when Zoltan arrived. Zoë was lying on a beach chair, working on her seamless tan.

		“Hey-ho, babes!”

		“Oh no, not you again,” Zoë groaned.

		“Yes, it’s me again and I brought Rico, so you might wrap something around that pretty ass of yours,” Zolt said. “Rico here has a very special surprise for you, don’t you?” He turned to the Latino behind him.

		“Holà guapas,” Rico said. “Yes, I do, and please don’t bother with that sarong; I don’t easily take offense by chicas desnudas.”

		“Yeah, I can tell by the way you’re staring,” Zoë said and wrapped a sarong around her nevertheless.

		“OK, what’s the special surprise?” Chloë had put away the hedge clippers and was wiping her brow.

		“It’s in your driveway.”

		The girls followed Zolt and Rico through the house and out to the driveway where they found a rusty red battleship anchored in their driveway. Well, it wasn’t really a battleship, since it had wheels, but the dimensions were that of a battleship.

		“What’s that?” Zoë asked, taken aback by the monstrosity of the car.

		“Buick Riviera 1972.”

		“It’s… It’s …”

		“It’s a car. Virtually indestructible.”

		“That’s not what I meant. It’s … aaackkkk!”

		Chloë had stood with her mouth open till now. “It’s the most horrible thing I’ve ever seen in my life. Not even my grandfather’s sagging ass beats that.”

		“Sì, es muy feo. But it’s also indestructible. Anyway, let’s go for a ride.” Rico tossed Chloë the keys.

		“Not even our lovely Chloë will manage to total this one,” Zolt added. “Plus it’s a convertible.”

		Chloë opened the door while Rico and Zolt folded away the roof, then stopped to look at the car once more. “Say, Rico, is this just the shittiest color ever or is this rust?” It was indeed hard to tell. It was either a rusty shade of ugly orangeish-brown or it was, well, rust.

		Rico scratched his head. “Hmm. Hard to tell. Could be either if the two. Or a mix of color and rust. But it works and runs just great.” He did his best to sound reassuring, but neither of the girls was too convinced. Eventually they all piled into the car, Rico and Chloë in the front, the others in the back.

		“I can’t reach the pedals,” Chloë complained. “Here I am, wit my uber-long, uber shapely legs but I can’t reach the bloody gas pedal.” But eventually she managed to slide the seat forward and when she turned the key in the ignition the engine came to life like a … well, like a battleship’s diesels. Unfortunately it was a stick shift car and she forgot to stand on the clutch. The car jumped forward despite her foot on the brake and crashed into the door of the garage where it came to a standstill.

		“Umm.”

		They all got out of the car again to assess the damage. The garage door was hanging on its hinges, several of its plywood planks broken. The car didn’t even have scratch.

		“I told you,” Rico said, “this car is indestructible.”

		“Your garage door looks like a goner, though,” Zolt said. “Might have to call the carpenter again.”

		“Cool,” Chloë exclaimed to the guys’ surprise.

		“She liked to fuck him last time he’s been here,” Zoë explained. “Well, we don’t have money to have it repaired anyway. We’ll board it up later.” She shrugged and climbed back into the car again.

		“Maybe if you fuck him both, he won’t want angry money,” Zolt said and grinned when both Zoë and Chloë shot him angry looks.

		“We’re not whores!” Zoë protested.

		“Yeah, right, and I’m not sitting besides the sexiest girl in the world.” He padded Zoë’s naked leg and laughed when she swatted his hand away.

		“Besides, we did screw him both,” Chloë chimed in. She put the car in reverse. “OK, where we go?”

		“Just around the block. Have a drink somewhere.”

		“Do I need an upgrade on my license to drive this car?”

		“Do you have a license at all?”

		“Ha! Ha! Very funny. Just because I forgot the freakin’ clutch doesn’t mean I don’t know how to drive.”

		 

		They came to their favourite bar without too many problems. Chloë stalled the car a few times and took out a ‘No Parking’-sign when she parked the battleship, but otherwise she did remarkably well. “I didn’t see it. I swear to god I didn’t see the bloody sign. This car is way too big. It’s a fucking tank!”

		On this Zolt had to agree. “Yeah, it is. But look on the bright side: Next time you flatten a bad guy in his car they won’t have to cut him out of the wreck. They’ll have to scrape him off the front bumper.”

		Chloë turned. “At least there’s space for some fun in here. I couldn’t even give decent head in the other car.”

		“I bet you give one helluva blow-job,” Rico mused, peeking down Chloë’s cleavage and laying his hand on her naked leg.

		“I sure do, sweetheart,” she purred and if it hadn’t been for Zoë declaring that she was hungry and thirsty Chloë might have gone down on the guy right there on the parking lot, if only to prove that the battleship was the perfect place for a nice, comfy blow-job.

		Instead they went for a drink and burgers, then they all got into the car again where Chloë finally tried whether there was indeed enough room on the back seat for a decent blow-job, Rico being the object of her demonstration while Zoë drove and Zolt fondled her leg.

		“What about the girls from the Forbidden Fruit?” Chloë asked after she had tucked Rico’s cock back in his trousers and had sat up again. “By the way, this is my new fave car. A true love mobile.”

		Zolt turned to look at her while Zoë rolled her eyes. “A few more days, babe. If it were only about the girls, it’d be done already, but I figured we want to know about the guys behind it, too. It doesn’t make much sense just to get the girls out and leave the guys in place to buy new ones.”

		“True.” Chloë fell silent for a while, then she leaned forward and whispered something in his ear.

		“Really?” Zoltan exclaimed, turning to look at the redhead in disbelieve.

		“Yes, really.”

		“Wow! That’s what I call an incentive.”

		“What?” Zoë demanded to know.

		“That’s just between me and Chloë, love.”

		“Aww, come on, tell me.”

		“Nope.” Chloë stuck her tongue out when Zoë looked at her in the rear view mirror.

		“Bitch!”

		Just then Zoë’s phone rang. Chloë picked it up and listened for a couple of minutes, hushing the others in the car when they wanted to know who was on the line, then dropped it in Zoë’s purse again. “That was Mosley. The kidnappers have called. They want the ransom to be delivered tomorrow. We got to see him tonight. There goes my plan of showing Rico that I’m not only an excellent cocksucker.” She smiled at Rico.

		“There will be other nights, babe,” Rico grinned.

		“Yeah, but then I might not be in the mood.”

		Zoë snorted. “Uh huh. When hell freezes over. In the meantime, instead of thinking about the next cock, we maybe should think about why anybody would ask for ransom for a girl who’s never even been kidnapped.”

		“That, babe, is the most intelligent thing I’ve heard all day,” Zolt said, giving Zoë’s naked leg a squeeze. “If I’d be you I’d be very careful.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 9 - Girls come cheap

		 

		Alice opened the door and beckoned them in. Today she wore even less than last time they'd seen her. Exactly nothing, to be precise, except for bunny ears and a butt plug with a bunny’s tail attached to it, which she pressed in with her hand as she led them to the living room. They also saw red welts criss-crossing the girls buttocks and thighs.

		“What’s that?” Chloë asked, staring at the tail.

		“A butt plug with a bunny tail.”

		“Oh. Right. How does it feel when you walk?”

		Alice stopped and turned to look at her. “It gets me all hot and horny.”

		“Oh. Cool.” Chloë looked at the girl’s dripping pussy, then she nudged Zoë. “We definitely need to go shopping. I feel totally neglected, sex toy wise. We don’t have clamps; we don’t have a butt plug, my vibe’s out of batteries.” She turned to Alice again. “I hope you get to cum enough.”

		“I don’t, really,” Alice replied, looking kinda sad and frightened, a bit like the girls in the Forbidden Fruit.

		“Hmm, that’s not good.”

		“No, it isn’t.” She paused, then gave them a weak smile. “Come now, Mr. Mosley is waiting.”

		“Was he the one turning your ass into a battlefield?”

		Alice’s voice sounded sad and frightened when she answered. “Yes, that was him.”

		As it turned out Mosley wasn’t waiting alone. There was another guy whom the girls immediately disliked. He looked mean, he looked as if he was packing a big gun beneath his ill-fitting jacket and he stared coldly at them out of his dark lizard’s eyes beneath bushy eyebrows.

		They sat down opposite them and even Chloë made sure to keep her legs crossed for a change. Alice stood back, obviously not comfortable in the presence of the mean guy, either.

		“This is Mr. Smith,” Mosley introduced the stranger. “He will make sure you don’t fuck up tomorrow.”

		“Err, what’s tomorrow?” Zoë kept her eyes trained on Mosley but could feel Smith staring at her.

		“The ransom is due.”

		“Yeah, OK, we know that already. But what’s our part in it?”

		“You hand over the cash. They have explicitly asked about you.”

		The look of surprise on both the girls’ faces was priceless. “They did? Why’s that?” Zoë asked.

		“Beats me. They apparently know about you.”

		Mosley started to tell them about the details of the transaction when Smith motioned to Alice. The girl bit her lips, looked sadly at Chloë and walked around the sofa to kneel in front of Smith. A minute later her head was bobbing up and down while Smith was holding her hair, twisting it until the girl moaned with the pain.

		“Sounds kinda Jackie Brown-ish,” Chloë chimed in when Mosley had finished. “Except I don’t see no cool handsome bounty hunter, only a goon with eyes like a lizard on speed.” She returned Smith’s stare until he averted his eyes again.

		“So, to sum it up, we bring the money to the mall on Cedar Plaza, go to the second changing room from the left on the second story of Macy’s where we find further instructions, follow those, hand over the money, then we follow the blokes who come and get it?” Zoë looked at Mosley while Chloë’s gaze was fixed upon the little bunny’s tail on Alice’s cute ass.

		“No, you don’t …” Mosley started but was interrupted by Chloë.

		“You know, that fucking pisses me off!” she exclaimed suddenly. “This girl does one helluva good blowjob and you treat her like a piece of shit! You don’t even have the decency to make sure she gets to cum every once in a while.” She got up and stared accusingly at Mosley. “I’m going to please her now and if you just as much as think of stopping me we’ll be out of here and you can go and shove your bloody money up your ass.”

		Mosley opened his mouth to say something, then thought better of it and watched as Chloë laid down on her back beneath Alice, reached for the girl’s hips and pulled her down, her mouth ready in anticipation of the girl’s dripping pussy.

		Nobody said a word, except for Smith who pulled even harder on Alice’s hair and praised her cock-sucking skills loudly as he finally came, filling her mouth, pressing her down on himself until he was limp again, then wiped his dick on the girl’s cheeks before he tucked himself in. Chloë didn’t let anything of that bother her. She was determined to completely and utterly satisfy the girl. After a while Alice sat up and started to ride Chloë’s face, her eyes closed, apparently enjoying every second, her hands on her breasts fondling them, oblivious to the two guys who leered at her.

		She, too, eventually came, sliding down and collapsing on top of Chloë, shivering and trembling, her nails digging into Chloë’s ass and humping her leg. Eventually she rolled off of Chloë and lay on her back, her expression full with a mixture of pleasure and fear when she looked up at Mosley.

		Chloë got up, straightened her skirt, put her hands on her hips and glared at Mosley. “That’s just one of the many things a sweet girl like Alice deserves.”

		“She’s just a cunt,” Smith said with contempt. Alice, sensing trouble or maybe fearing retribution, quietly slipped away, shooting Zoë and Chloë a last, pleading look that asked her to take it easy and not get themselves and her in trouble.

		“And you’re just a goon with a gun and no brains,” Chloë snapped. “Better make sure to get a smaller one or buy a decent suit, otherwise everybody sees from a mile away that you’re packing. And don’t get too close to us tomorrow; I don’t want anybody to think you belong to us.” She turned and walked away without another word. They heard the bathroom door slamming, then everything was silent.

		 

		Being left on her own, Zoë finished discussing the details of the next day, then headed out, the briefcase with the money tucked under her arm.

		Chloë stood leaning against the Buick in the dark, smoking a cigarette. “I’m so fucking pissed off! So fucking bloody pissed off. Where do those fuckers think they live? In the fucking sixteenth century, when people were merely a merchandise? This asshole should consider himself lucky I didn’t shoot his friggin’ balls to Kingdom Come with his own friggin’ gun!” She dragged on the cigarette, the glowing tip illuminating her hard face.

		“Calm down, Chloë,” Zoë said, her voice calm, controlled and affectionate at the same time. She hadn’t seen her friend like this often before, if at all. “You’re right, they are bad company, but they’re certainly not worth to start smoking again. Put it out now.”

		Chloë looked at the cigarette, sighed and flicked it onto Mosley’s lawn. “Shouldn’t have taken a shit in his toilet but on his lawn,” she mumbled under her breath, then opened the door for Zoë and walked around the tank to get in behind the steering wheel.

		Neither of them paid attention to the car following them home. Chloë was still cursing and grouching and Zoë was concentrating to keep the tank under control and on the road, which wasn’t an easy task since it was almost as wide as the streets.

		“Let’s go for a burger,” Zoë said eventually and swerved onto the parking lot of a Burger King.

		“Yeah, with fries and a sundae and a huge coke. I need lots of sugar and fat to calm down.” Half an hour later they re-emerged and drove home where Chloë decided that all the sugar and fat hadn’t really calmed her down and that she needed a stiff vodka, too.

		 

		Carrying two screwdrivers she went out to the patio and sat on Zoë’s lap. “I don’t know why I freaked out. It’s like something snapped in that awful club. All I can think of are those girls, and then when I saw how this fucker treated Alice I was all …”

		Zoë stroked her friend’s hair. “It’s OK, babe. You did the right thing. I just hope Alice won’t get into trouble.” They sat like this for some time, Chloë crying silently, her tears falling into Zoë’s cleavage, until they heard a low pounding sound, as if someone was banging his fist against steel.

		“What was that?” Chloë said, snivelling and straining her ears.

		“Beats me. Sounded like it came from the street.”

		“Or our driveway.” The thumping started again. “Or something smashing our car.”

		“He he, good luck with that.”

		This time the noise continued until they finally got up and went to have a look. “Uh oh. There’s something in the trunk of our car. A poltergeist, maybe!” Chloë whispered, eyeing the trunk carefully.

		“Or maybe just a person.”

		“What shall we do?”

		“Open the trunk, of course.”

		“OK, but let me get something to defend us, just in case.” Chloë slipped through the hole in the garage door and rummaged around for a minute. When she came out she was carrying a weed whacker. “This will do, I bet a poltergeist doesn’t know about weed whackers. It’ll take him completely by surprise.”

		“Uh huh. Just make sure you don’t hurt me. Or yourself.”

		“Hey! I might be clumsy, but this baby here is made for girls like me.”

		Zoë chuckled at the sight of Chloë, poised to attack whatever or whoever was hiding in the trunk of their car with a weed whacker. “Sure. I’ll paint it pink tomorrow. Then it’s all yours to keep, little Miss Weedy Whacko.”

		“Just shut up open the trunk.”

		As it turned out, they didn’t need a weed whacker. As soon as the trunk popped open, Alice knelt up and smiled her weak smile at them.

		“Oh, it’s the bunny,” Chloë said, turned off the whacker and helped the girl out of the trunk.

		“Please help me,” Alice said in a quivering voice. “Help me get away from Mosley.”

		Zoë and Chloë looked at each other and shrugged.

		“Sure,” Zoë answered and they led the frightened girl inside and put her in a seat in the living room, then brought her a blanket since she was only wearing cut off jeans and a flimsy top and obviously was feeling the chill of the night.

		“I ran away from Mosley,” Alice’s voice was still hushed when she told them why and how she had ended up in their trunk. “When you were so nice to me I decided that you’re my best chance to get away.”

		“Yeah, I know I have that effect on girls,” Chloë grinned, then got serious again. “But why do you need to run away from him?”

		“It was before you came to see Mosley. I heard how Mosley said that he’d give me to Smith, once this was over.”

		“Give you to him?”

		“Yes, like, for payment.”

		“You mean, those fuckers push around girls like they would a car?”

		Alice nodded, tears running down her cheeks. Chloë’s face went pale and hard lines showed when she clenched her jaws. “I kill them! Or worse, I will … I will …”

		“No, you won’t, Chloë,” Zoë interrupted her. “Let her tell her story first, then we can discuss what we’ll do. Either way, you’re going to stay here,” she said to Alice.

		“They’ll know where she’s gone as soon as they discover she’s missing,” Chloë said. “We have to bring her somewhere safe.”

		“No, please, let me stay here, please, with you. They won’t come looking here soon, if they come looking at all.”

		“Wait, why shouldn’t they come looking for you? We’ve been there when you disappeared. They’re stupid, but not stupid enough to put it all together.”

		Alice looked at them and slowly shook her head. “No, they will notice the missing car and assume I have left on my own. I climbed into your trunk at the Burger King. The police will find the car, Mosley will go and get it and think I met someone there. If he cares at all.”

		“OK,” Zoë said. “And why wouldn’t he care about you missing? I mean, he obviously cares about Mahider.”

		Alice shook her head vigorously. “No, he doesn’t care about the girl. She’s just one of his cunts, like I am. It’s something about her he wants. I guess he wouldn’t mind at all to get her back in a coffin. At least that’s what he said to Smith when they talked before you came.”

		“Fuck! But you don’t know what it is?”

		“No.”

		“So Mosley doesn’t really want to pay for his odalisque?” Chloë asked.

		Alice laughed a dry laugh and looked at Chloë. “Of course not. Do you have any idea how much it would cost to replace her, or me?”

		“Dunno. Ten k?”

		Alice snorted. “I’ve been sold to Mosley for five thousand bucks and that was considered a lot.”

		“You …”

		“Yes, my pimp decided he needed fresh cunt, so he sold me to Mosley and got himself some other girl for about the same. Girls come cheap, yanno.”

		Feeling herself close to explode with rage Chloë got up. “I go fix you a tea. If I listen to you any longer I might go pay him a visit with the weed whacker.” A lot of sounds that had nothing to do with making tea could be heard from the kitchen in the next ten minutes. When Chloë returned with a steaming cup of tea, her knuckles were bruised and her jaw was clenched.

		“Thank you.” Alice took the cup and slowly sipped.

		Chloë paced the living room. “If Mosley doesn’t want his girl back, this leaves us with the question of why he’d want us to bring a ransom he doesn’t really intend to pay.” She looked at her friend who had been lost in thoughts for the whole time.

		“I’m afraid there’s no answer to that question we’d like.” Zoë got up. “Anyway, you stay here for the night, but we’ll have to look for a different place tomorrow. We got a friend who might have a room for a couple of days. He will also be able to protect you from Mosley and his goons.”

		Zoë looked at Chloë’s back as the redhead retreated to the kitchen again and shook her head sadly. It wasn’t nice at all to see the once so vivid and carefree girl being angry and worried to the point of hurting herself. She knew Chloë had gone through a lot of shit before they had met, but she had always refused to talk about it. And it had been easy not to notice the hurt beneath Chloë’s appearance of lightheartedness, her fooling around and playing the dumb bimbo. But maybe Zoë should have insisted that they talk about it. However, now wasn’t the time, she thought, as Alice yawned.

		“Come, honey, I’ll show you to the guest room.”

		Alice got up, then hesitated. “Can I … I mean, could I maybe … like, stay with you? Not to … well, it would be nice to be just close to someone.” Her voice barely a whisper, her need for some intimacy, to just be close to someone without having sex or, more likely, being fucked by them, obvious.

		“Of course, Alice. I’m not sure about Chloë, but I might just about be able to keep my hands off of you.” Zoë winked and led the girl upstairs. Chloë joined them fifteen minutes later, slipping beneath the covers in Zoë’s king size bed. Alice laid in the middle, feeling as safe as was possible, Zoë’s arms around her and holding her tight.

		“Why didn’t you run earlier?” Zoë whispered after a while.

		Alice took her time replying. “It’s not as easy as it seems. It takes a lot of courage to run when you are afraid.”

		“Yes, I reckon.”

		“Courage or desperation.” Chloë lay on her back, staring at the ceiling where the light seeping through the blinds from the street lights outside painted a geometric pattern.

		“What was if for you?”

		“Who says I ran away?” Chloë’s voice was distant now, her protective shield already up again.

		Alice craned her neck and kissed Chloë on the forehead. “Nobody does. But I can feel that you did.”

		Zoë listened intently. Maybe it took another hurt person to get through to Chloë. However, she would have to wait longer for Chloë to open up. “Now’s not the time to talk about me. Now we have to find a girl, make sure you’re safe; get those other girls out of the hell they are in. And now I’m tired, too. Good night.”

		“Good night.”

		“Sleep well.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 10 - Thorough Groomings

		 

		“Hey! Ho! Up! Up! Rise and shine, the sun is out and we’ve got lots to do.” Chloë was carrying a tray with three mugs of steaming coffee and smiled down at the heap of intertwined limbs and the mass of blonde hair beneath the blue satin sheets. The reaction to her early morning greeting was less than enthusiastic. A few moans, a couple of groans, a little bit of movement, that was all.

		“Hello-ho!” she piped and pulled the sheets away. Two sleepy girls looked up at her and blinked their eyes.

		“What time is it?” Zoë asked.

		“Seven thirty. Time to get your cute butts in gear,” Chloë went on when Zoë and Alice groaned. “Here, I brought you coffee.” She put a cup on each night stand, and then sat down on the bed.

		They all sat in silence for a while, enjoying their coffee while thinking. Finally Chloë emptied her cup and put it on the floor. “So, who needs a thorough grooming to start their day the way it should be started?” She licked her lips lasciviously and grinned when she noticed Alice’s nipple getting hard. “You want to make up your mind quickly; Zolt will come around in an hour to pick up Alice.”

		“Zolt? Who’s Zolt?”

		“A good friend. He will make sure you’re safe until this story is over,” Zoë said. “And yes, I’m in for a perfect start into the day.”

		Alice didn’t look very assured and looked questioningly at Chloë. “We trust him completely. He’s never let us down once. But if you prefer, we can take you to a motel where you can stay for a couple of days.”

		“No, if you say he’s trustworthy that’s OK. Me, too, by the way.”

		“You too what?”

		Alice grinned broadly as she lay on her back. “I want that thorough grooming, too.”

		“Thattagirl.” In the next thirty minutes two pussies were thoroughly groomed, one tongue was very busy, twice it got quite loud when one of the girls came and three girls were very happy and satisfied when they got up and made their way to the bathroom for a shower and to get ready for the day. Of course, thirty minutes is by no means enough for three girls to get ready for the day. Therefore, they weren’t ready when Zolt arrived. All of them were still naked, Chloë hadn’t even finished showering yet, mostly because when she had wanted to step into the shower Alice had knelt down in front of her, wrapped her arms around her thighs, looked up and said that she wanted to return the favor. A proposal Chloë couldn’t refuse. Or didn’t want to, for that matter.

		“Hey girls!” Zolt shouted from below. “Ready? And where’s the damsel in distress I have to rescue?”

		“No, we’re not. I’m not showered and Alice is, hmm, well, kinda sticky. So don’t you dare come up!” But Zolt was already standing in the door to the bathroom, enjoying the sight of three naked girls, one of them applying make up, the other grinning at him, her flushed face glistening with girly juices, the last one glaring at him from the shower.

		“Can’t you respect our privacy, just for once?” Zoë asked and shot him an accusing look in the mirror.

		“No.” He held out his hand to greet Alice. “Hi, I’m Zolt. Pleased to meet you.” He let his eyes wander over her body while they shook hands. “Zoë, Chloë, I got bad news for you.”

		“You do?”

		“Yup, you’re officially only the second most beautiful girls in the world now.” He smiled at Alice’s ass as she stood beside Zoë. “Alice here is my numero uno now.”

		“See?” Chloë opened the shower curtain to look at Zoë. “I told you I need bigger tits. He’s just saying that because of her tits.” She took hers in her hands and bounced them. “They’re not tits, their zits. Can’t you pay me a boob job, Zolt?”

		“Yours are perfect, sweetheart,” Zoë said. “He just wants to be nice to Alice … and of course he’s totally fucking it up.”

		“I don’t like mine,” Alice said quietly. “I wished I had my zits back.”

		“You do?” Zolt asked, rather surprised, and when Alice nodded he went on. “I wouldn’t ever pay for bigger tits on my favorite redhead, but if you want, I pay you a breast reduction. Although I must add that I really like yours.”

		“You like all tits, regardless of their size and shape,” Zoë chimed in again.

		“You would? Really?” Alice turned to look at Zolt, surprise and joy mixing on her face when she saw that he hadn’t been joking.

		“Yes, I would. And yes, I like all tits.” He looked at his clock. “Hurry up; we’ve got lots to do today. Oh, and dress comfy and pack a bag for a couple of days, we might be on the move.”

		“He’s nice,” Alice mused when Zolt had gone downstairs to prepare coffee and toast.

		“He is. He’s also quite whacko, but who am I to judge,” Chloë replied and stepped out of the shower, wrapping a towel around herself. “Come, I show you to my room.” In her bedroom she opened her closet and took a suitcase from beneath her bed. “Take whatever you want. Most of the stuff’s pretty slutty, though.”

		“Thank you very much, Chloë. You’re very kind.”

		“No, I’m not. I’m just very angry,” Chloë replied.

		“Yes you are.” Alice pressed Chloë close and kissed her on the cheek. “No matter what you say or think, you’re a wonderful person. And very skilled,” she grinned.

		“Oh, jeans?” Zolt looked disappointed, when they all came down the stairs.

		“Sure. We don’t go clubbing. We’ve got bad guys to catch.” Chloë clipped a little spray can to her belt. “Also, I need to take stuff. Like pepper spray. A nail file, lipstick. Well, stuff.”

		“No gun?” Zolt wanted to know.

		Zoë looked at him as if he had just asked her to be celibate for a year. “A gun? Chloë? She’s about the last person I’d trust with a gun.”

		“Good. I’m glad you don’t. What about panties?”

		“Huh? Since when are panties crucial when trying to catch bad guys?”

		“They’re not. I just happen to like them on a beautiful ass like yours.” Zolt grinned; Chloë and Zoë rolled their eyes and turned towards Alice.

		“If he gets on your nerves, just call us and we’ll rush to your rescue. He’s annoying, although basically harmless.”

		Alice looked from the girls to Zolt and back again. “I think we’ll get along fine. I might even put on a string and let him see the waistband.”

		“I wouldn’t do that, unless you want him to drool all over you. Or worse.”

		“Hey, I’m civilized. I know how to behave in the presence of a lady.”

		Chloë snorted. “Ha! As if.”

		“The key word here was ‘lady’, Chloë,” Zoë giggled and yelped when Chloë slapped her ass.

		“OK, be that as it may, we got to go, and so do you. Take good care of her,” Chloë reminded Zolt.

		“Yeah, I will. She’ll be safe. Promise.”

		They all hugged and kissed and then they got in their cars, Chloë and Zoë to catch a non-existent kidnapper and free a slave that most likely was already free and in a place where she wanted to be, Zolt and Alice going wherever they were going to do whatever they were going to do. Neither Chloë nor Zoë really wanted to know right now, as long as the girl was safe.

		 

		“You know, I got a real bad feeling.” Chloë had her feet on the dashboard, dark glasses shielded her eyes and she was chewing a gum, every once in a while blowing and popping a bubble. They were heading towards the mall where they were supposed to find new instructions, taking it easy since they were still early.

		“Yeah, me too.”

		“Apart from sending us to some dark spot to do us in I can only think of one possible other reason.”

		“And that would be what?” Zoë glanced at her friend, which caused the battleship to swerve.

		“Kidnap us and keep us as sex slaves.”

		“Uh huh. The thought has crossed my mind.”

		They drove in silence for a couple of minutes, until Chloë suddenly remembered that they were supposed to bring the money. “Do you have the money?”

		“Oops.” Zoë stood on the brake, glanced over her shoulder and made a swift U-turn, a maneuver which forced at least three other drivers to brake hard and honk their horns.

		“I like your style of driving. Very much like Bruce Willis landing the spaceship on that asteroid in ‘Armageddon’.”

		“That wasn’t Bruce.”

		“Maybe. But if Bruce Willis would have to land a space shuttle on an asteroid he’d do it like you drive a car.”

		An hour later they arrived at the mall, still on time, even a bit early. “Looky here, Agent Provocateur opened another franchise. Let’s go have a look.”

		“Agent Provocateur? Do you have any idea how expensive that is?”

		Chloë dug into her back pocket and waved a credit card at her friend. “Yes, I do. That’s why I don’t intend to pay myself.”

		“Huh? Whose card is that?”

		“Zolt.”

		“You nicked it? He’ll kill you.”

		“No, I didn’t nick it. It fell out of his pocket the last time he screwed me by the pool. Besides, he’ll totally be OK with us spending his money on hot underwear. Once we model this stuff for him he won’t mind the couple thousand bucks, believe me. All he’ll think about is which of us he should lay on her back first.”

		Zoë grinned. “Yeah, I guess you’re right. Any idea what his limit is?”

		“Nah, but I got a hunch we won’t have enough time to find out.” Giggling and holding each other’s hand they went inside.

		

	
		

		Chapter 11 - Full Moon and Half Ear in the Desert

		 

		“Whoa, we should do that more often,” Chloë exclaimed when they emerged thirty-seven minutes and $3499.95 later.

		“It’s amazing, isn’t it? We’ve spent more than three thousand bucks yet it all fits into two little plastic bags,” Zoë mused, holding up the bags. Inside were a couple of waspies with matching stockings, two play-suits, several panties and bras and two bustiers. Also, they hadn’t been able to withstand the urge to buy a pair of long black silk gloves each.

		“That’s because it’s mostly holes with almost nothing around it. And what’s around it is flimsy and see through.”

		“I think Zolt will either kill us or drop dead, especially when he sees the panties.”

		“Yup. Can’t remember how it feels to wear one, but he deserves an effort on our side, especially since he paid them, ha ha ha.”

		They made their way to Macy’s and found the changing rooms. “I’m going in and put on one of them hawt thingies,” Chloë announced while Zoë remained outside, scanning the women’s department for a sign of Smith. But he either was better at remaining invisible than she had thought or he was too dumb to find the mall, or Macy’s, or the women’s department.

		Chloë emerged after a few minutes, wearing only the play-suit. “It’s even hotter than I thought. Look, there’s a little bow on this one, back here, you pull on it and your pussy’s free to be fucked.”

		“Yeah, Chloë,” Zoë said, at the same time shaking her head and feeling her pussy tingle at the truly gorgeous sight of her friend clad in the little black piece of lace and silk, “it’s all very nice, but we’re not here to talk about the advantages of bows on play-suits. We need to find those instructions.”

		“Ah, them. Yup, here.” Chloë tossed a sheet of folded paper towards Zoë and went inside again to put on her jeans.

		Zoë unfolded the note. “They want us to drive out to Anza Borrego.”

		“Oh, the desert. Cool, I love the desert.”

		“I know. Then we’re supposed to hike up the canyon to Hellhole Palms and deposit the money beneath the largest boulder at the spring. Sounds like the perfect spot to kill someone, or abduct them in the dark.” Zoë didn’t like all that one bit, but she was also determined to pull this through.

		“Yeah, makes one wonder how dumb they think we are.”

		“What should we do? Be dumb and go as they ask? We could also go to Mosley, give him back his money and tell him to screw himself.” Reading the note once again Zoë thought that backing out would be the smart thing to do.

		Chloë stepped out of the changing room and took the note from Zoë’s hands. “Or we could go, be smarter than they are, free the girl, keep the money and live happily ever after.”

		“It’s only 100 k. It’s not worth risking our lives.”

		“True. However, it might be adventurous, so I’m against backing out.”

		“Uh huh. Either way, we still have a good ten hours. Let’s call Zolt; this sounds exactly like his kind of thing.” They got back to their car and headed for home, stopping for lunch on the way. Zoë finished the phone call to Zolt just when the waitress brought their salads.

		“What did he say,” Chloë asked, chewing.

		“That you shouldn’t talk with your mouth full.”

		Chloë rolled her eyes and swallowed. “C’mon, what did he say?”

		“’This is the wackiest job I ever heard about’ is what he said. Nothing new there I guess. He also said we should stay out of it. Go to Mosley, give him back his dough and get out in search for the girl while having fun.” Neither of the two said anything while they ate their salads and washed it down with a coke.

		Finally Chloë wiped her lips on the napkin. “But we won’t.”

		“No, we won’t. That’s what Zolt said too.” Zoë emptied her coke, waved the waitress over and charged their lunch on Zolt’s credit card. “We really ought to think of something to make it up to him.”

		“What? The money?” Chloë asked. “I already did,” she added when Zoë nodded.

		“You did?”

		“Yep, I promised him something if he got those girls safe out of the Forbidden Fruit and that’ll cover a lot of the expenses we put on his card today. I won’t tell you though,” she grinned, knowing that her friend was dying to hear about their deal.

		“You’re such a tease. I hate you,” Zoë complained.

		“I know. Let’s go get ready.”

		 

		They arrived in Borrego Springs just as night fell and with enough time left to eat something before they had to start the hike up the canyon to Hellhole Palms. Fifty minutes later they parked their car on the deserted lot of the State Park’s Visitor Centre and slung their backpacks over their shoulders.

		“I got the feeling this is the stupidest thing we’ve ever done,” Zoë said as she set off on the trail that led up the mountain slope towards the canyon. “Which is saying a lot.” The sky was clear and there was a half moon low on the eastern horizon, shedding enough light to illuminate the path and their surroundings. Dark shadows loomed between the bushes and the patches of dried grass. Once they’d enter the canyon the shadows would be everywhere.

		“Yeah, indeed,” Chloë replied, eyeing her friend. “Wanna turn around?”

		“Hell no!” Zoë started up the path and led the way, determined not to chicken out, although she didn’t feel too confident. They marched in silence at a quick pace and reached the entrance to the canyon in thirty minutes. Once in the shadow of the mountain they sat down on a rock and waited to let their eyes get used to the dark and scan the wide expanse of rocks and shrubs they had crossed on their way up. Nothing moved, except for a few clouds above the plain which looked like small puffs of cotton in the moonlight.

		“Think we’re being watched?” Chloë whispered.

		“I would, if I were them. I bet Smith isn’t very far, either.”

		“OK, let’s go and finish this.” Chloë pushed herself up from the boulder and started to hike into the ravine. About a half mile ahead of them they could make out the first few palms of the oasis. It wasn’t easy to see them since they were merely a shade darker than the rest of the canyon, but they’d looked at pictures on the net and on Google maps and had a pretty good idea of the surroundings. A mile further up the trail there was a spring, surrounded by a small stand of palms. What little water the spring produced trickled down the canyon and eventually dried out, limiting the growth of palms to a couple hundred yards along the bottom of the canyon. Between the palms were large boulders, making the ground almost completely impassable save for the trail. A perfect trap, especially at night. They were aware of that, of course, but marched on nevertheless, walking as silently as they could. Thirty minutes after they reached the first palms they came upon the little pool of water just below the spring.

		 

		Since the water was as black as everything else beneath the palms Chloë only realized they had reached their destination when the water sloshed in her hiking boots. “Damn!” she exclaimed and stepped back. “Now I’ll get blisters on the way back!”

		“Be glad if you get out of this with only a few blisters on your feet,” Zoë said and looked around in search of the biggest boulder. They quickly found it and deposited the satchel with the money in a crevice beneath it, as it had said in the note. Somewhere on the mountain slope they heard a rustling noise, probably one of Mosley’s men lying in wait, or maybe just a creature of the night in search of a meal.

		“Now what?”

		“Now we get out of here ASAP,” Zoë said, already heading back the way they had come. They had just left the last of the palms behind them when they heard the helicopter. It flew without position lights and they only saw a black shadow descending into the canyon, hovering low above the stand of palms for a minute and then depart again, flying low over the western ridge of the valley.

		Zoë chuckled as the sound of the chopper faded. “Smart. Very smart. I bet whoever was lying in wait up there is pretty pissed off right now.”

		Chloë nodded. “Yup. Let’s keep moving. I need a drink.” They continued to walk briskly down the mountain slope, turning around to watch for somebody following every once in a while.

		“I need to pee before we leave,” Chloë said when they reached their car again. Chloë headed for the bushes while Zoë popped the trunk open and put her backpack inside, then got in behind the wheel, her feet still on the gravel outside the car. She drank from a water bottle, looked up at the starry sky and was just thinking that this had gone way too easily when Chloë emerged hobbling from among the shrubs, her black pants around her ankles and Smith behind her, pointing a gun at her head.

		“Get out of the car, babe,” he said, motioning towards Zoë with the gun.

		“Or what?”

		“Or your friend here will have a hole in her pretty head.”

		“You gonna shoot us anyway.”

		“Yeah, but I don’t want your brains all over the car.”

		“But why?”

		“That’s the way it has to be.”

		Zoë shook her head as she slowly got out of the car. “No. It doesn’t have to be. We’re pretty much clueless.” That was somewhat of an understatement, but Smith didn’t comment on it despite of a suppressed chuckle.

		“Hurry up¨” The goon was obviously already running out of patience and whacked Chloë on her head. She cried, then fell to the ground, hitting her head on a rock while Smith stepped forward and pulled Zoë away from the Buick. “You stupid bitch. I would have made this easy for you, but now you’re going to suffer first.”

		He slammed her against the hood and pressed the gun against the back of her head while he pulled her pants down. “I’ve always wanted to shoot a cunt while I was fucking her.” He fumbled with the fly on his pants for a moment, the Zoë could feel his dick being pressed between her legs.

		“And me, I always wanted to shoot a fucker, no matter what he was doing,” Chloë said. She still sat on the gravel, her head spinning and blood running down over her pretty face from a nasty gash on her forehead. Smith spun around and looked into the muzzle of a huge Colt.

		“Babe, put that down. You won’t use it anyway.”

		“Go ahead, make my day, punk!” Chloë snarled and pulled the trigger when Smith started to swing the gun around. The recoil of the gun ripped it out of her hand and sent it clattering to the ground, the hammering in Chloë’s battered head multiplied and the explosion left them all deaf for a while.

		Smith cried out, let his gun fall and reached for his head while Zoë spun around, took hold of his right arm, pushed him on the ground and stepped on his back. Then she pushed the arm forward until a nasty popping sound told her that it had snapped right out of the socket. Smith’s cry turned into a long, loud wail.

		Chloë had in the meantime collected the guns. “Shithead. You really thought I wasn’t going to shoot?”

		Smith kept yammering, the only discernible word being ‘bitch’.

		“For fuck’s sake, you could have shot me!” Zoë exclaimed, pulling up her pants. She got a flashlight out of the car. “You could have at least pointed the gun at his legs.” Smith still lay on the ground, dazed by the pain in his arm and the bullet that had grazed the side of his head, neatly parting his left ear in two pieces.

		“Umm … I actually did aim at his legs,” Chloë mumbled.

		“Holy shit!” Zoë shook her head. “Where’d you got that gun from anyway?”

		“My dad. Who had it from his dad. Who in turn got it in the army. Must have been some time ago, back when they still made real guns.”

		“Oh. Right. Now what?”

		“Sounds as if we don’t have to call the cops, huh?” True, the wailing of a siren was approaching fast and half a minute later a cruiser swerved onto the parking lot. The girls raised their hands and closed their eyes when a searchlight was pointed at them.

		“Freeze!” the sheriff’s voice bellowed. “Now lay your hands on the car. You too,” he said, still keeping to the dark.

		“Umm … sir, he’s hurt. I shot him and my friend dislodged his arm. I think he’s still numb from the shock and pain.”

		“What happened here?”

		“We were hiking up to Hellhole Palms and when we returned this bloke was waiting for us and wanted to attack us.” Zoë decided to leave out the part about the ransom money, figuring that Smith wouldn’t tell anything about it and it would only complicate matters.

		Finally the deputy stepped forward, put handcuffs on everybody, collected the guns and then they started to sort out the mess.

		“Would you mind getting your pants up, ma’am? I tend to get distracted if I have to talk to a naked woman.”

		“Oh. Yeah, I’d like to but you cuffed my hands behind my back. Could you lend me a hand, please?”

		“I … umm …” He started to bend over to pull up her pants, his eyes never leaving her crotch when the sheriff interrupted them.

		“OK, girls, what happened here?”

		Chloë struggled with her pants while she replied. “As my friend said, we hiked up the canyon, enjoying the moonlit scenery and then when we came back I had to pee. As soon as I was behind that bush this guy put a gun to my head, then whacked me a good one. When I came around again he was about to rape her and so I shot him.”

		“With that piece of artillery?”

		“Yup.”

		“Got a license to carry a firearm?”

		“No sir.”

		“That’s not good.”

		“I know sir.” Chloë finally managed to pull up her pants.

		“I assume you don’t have an idea what that helicopter was doing up there, flying with no position lights. Which is, as far as I know, in clear violation of several federal laws.” The sheriff didn’t sound as if he expected a helpful answer from either of the girls.

		“No sir.”

		“Thought so.”

		Just then the deputy returned from the cruiser. “Sir, I ran the guy’s driving license. The bloke’s apparently dead for six years. The girls came up clean.”

		The sheriff turned to the bloke on the ground. “So you’re dead for six years?” Smith didn’t reply. “Makes one wonder, huh, what a dead guy would do here in my jurisdiction, trying to assault girls.”

		 

		Finally Smith was put in the back seat of the cruiser with a lot of swearing and moaning, neither of which impressed the sheriff very much, together with Chloë, while the deputy drove the Buick to the police station, Zoë riding shotgun. “I’m a bit surprised that two gorgeous girls like you would go for a hike in the middle of the night,” he eventually said.

		“We like the desert. Especially in the night.”

		“Yeah, I bet.”

		Once in the courthouse the girls were questioned again while Smith was put in a cell. A doctor appeared, tended to the gash on Chloë’s head and then they heard Smith scream once more when the dock pulled his arm back in its socket.

		“Shit,” Chloë said when they finally were left alone. “You think carrying a gun is a serious enough offense to be put in jail?”

		“I don’t know. But if it is I’ll visit you every day, love,” Zoë reassured her. “But I’m damn glad you had it with you.”

		They sat in silence, Chloë’s head still throbbing and Zoë thinking about how close they had come to being killed when the sheriff returned and sat down on a chair opposite them. “Ladies, you’ve just got out of a big mess.”

		“We did?”

		“Yeah, you did.”

		“How so?”

		“The bloke you took out has a rap sheet longer than a roll of toilet paper. He’s currently wanted for extortion, kidnapping, assault with a deadly weapon in several cases and he’s also a prime suspect in at least two murder investigations. Now I’m pretty sure you weren’t out there for a walk in the park, but I’m willing to forget about the reasons you’ve been up there. Far as I know, there’s never been no helicopter with no lights on, either. However, there’s still the unlawful possession of a firearm we’ve got to deal with. I can’t make that go away, but I can make you go away.”

		Zoë looked blankly at him. “What does that mean, sir?”

		He spoke slowly, looking at his fingers on the table. “Earlier tonight we checked a car on that parking lot when the driver shows up and pulls a gun on us. My deputy shoots off his left ear and somehow his arm gets dislodged while we take him down. You girls have never been here.” His face remained expressionless but there was a twinkling in his eyes as he looked at the girls.

		Chloë nodded. “Yes sir. We never left our cosy house tonight.”

		“Hell, we’ve never even heard of Borrego Springs.”

		“Right. I see you’re very smart girls. Now get lost.” The sheriff tipped his hat and got up again.

		“Yes sir, thank you sir,” they both piped and were gone and on the road back to San Diego in less than a minute.

		“Know what’s the best thing about tonight?” Zoë asked when she parked the car in their driveway.

		“That we’re still alive?”

		“That too. But also that I didn’t pee my pants for a change.”

		“Wow, cool. You rock, Zoë.” She scrutinized her friend. “Wait. You mean, you didn’t pee them because they were around your ankles?”

		“Umm …” Zoë grinned sheepishly.

		“Hehehe. To be honest, I’d pee myself too if I were pointing a gun in my direction.”

		 

		***

		 

		A little bit earlier, around midnight, a group of men dressed like a SWAT team but without ‘SWAT’ actually written across their flak vests entered the building in which the Forbidden Fruit was located in through one of the overhead lights on the roof. Several less conspicuously dressed men were situated in strategic positions around the building. They too were heavily armed but their guns safety was still on. Instead, they held Tasers ready. Ten minutes later, a bus stopped in front of the house and a group of men filed out the door, black bags over their head and their wrists tied behind their back with cable binders. Since it wasn’t one of those neighborhoods where people paid much attention nobody noticed. And if somebody noticed they were smart or uninterested enough not to make a fuss about it. Another ten minutes later a group of young women wrapped in blankets exited through the same steel door and climbed into another bus which had pulled up at the curb after the first had departed.

		 

		***

		 

		“Oooohhhh, ahhhhh, yessss,” the bell chimed. It was afternoon, the day after Chloë and Zoë had returned from the desert early in the morning. They had spent the whole day sleeping and taking it easy. “Oooohhhh, ahhhhh, yessss.”

		“You don’t have to press it twice just because you like to hear it,” Zoë said.

		“But I want to.” Chloë pressed the button again. “I still hope to hear her cum. Especially now that I know how wonderful she sounds when she does.”

		The door was opened on the ‘ahhhhh’ and Mosley stood before them in a pair of shorts and slippers. The sight of his fat, hairy gut wasn’t too nice, but the girls hadn’t come to see six-packs. “Hi, Mosley, we got to talk,” Zoë said and pushed past him before he could say anything. Chloë headed directly for the kitchen and fixed two glasses of iced tea while Zoë took a seat in the living room.

		“Sit down, Mosley. We got to talk.”

		Mosley was still surprised to see them alive and kicking but sat down.

		“OK, Mr. Mosley, lemme give you the bare facts. So there’s this Mr. Smith showing up at Borrego Springs. But he’s too dumb and so he goes to jail now. For a very long time. Dunno whether he takes you down with him or not and honestly I don’t really care.”

		“Me neither.” Chloë put down the glasses and sat beside her friend. “What we do care about is why you sent him after us. It’s got to, right? I mean, he wasn’t there to bring us flowers and stuff. He was there to get us out of the way. Terminally. Now methinks we got a right to know why you want us to be dead. I also think that it’s time to tell us why you’d want to pay 100 k for a girl when you can buy twenty others for the same amount.”

		“I have nothing to say.” Mosley crossed his arms.

		“He has nothing to say,” Zoë echoed, looking at Chloë.

		“That’s not a lot,” Chloë said.

		“No it’s not. Chloë, I think it’s time for the artillery.”

		“Yep, I think you’re right.” Chloë opened her purse, took her Colt out and shot a hole into the sofa between Mosley’s legs, just beneath his crotch. The bullet went through the sofa, came out the other side, ricocheted off the floor and smashed the giant TV-screen in the far corner.

		Mosley’s eyes went wide, his face pale, his body rigid and a wet spot spread on his shorts.

		“Goddammit!” Chloë cried frustrated. “Yesterday I shot at Smith’s legs and took out his ear, today I aim for this fucker’s head and just about miss his pecker!”

		“Yeah, you’re a lousy shot,” Zoë said, then directed her attention back to Mosley. “I wouldn’t count on it, though. She will eventually hit you.”

		Mosley stumbled something, apparently still shocked. “OK, OK, I’ll talk. But put that gun away.”

		Chloë smiled sweetly and laid the gun on the sofa beside her but kept her hand on it.

		“Mahider has something that is worth a lot of money.”

		“What?”

		“I don’t know. Honestly I don’t. I bought her from someone not long ago, sent her to the Forbidden Fruit and then she disappeared. I had heard about it only after she disappeared. Some tattoo, I think.”

		“A tattoo which is worth a lot?”

		“Yep.”

		“And she knows about that?”

		“I don’t think so.”

		“And you don’t know who has kidnapped her and why?”

		“No.”

		“You don’t know much, huh? Do you at least know why you sent Smith after us to kill us?”

		Mosley squirmed and went a couple of shades paler when Chloë picked up the gun again. “I’m sorry about that.”

		“Well, being sorry isn’t going to cut it. Not by a long shot. Anyway, it doesn’t really matter. You still owe us six thousand dollars plus expenses. Taking into account that you wanted to kill us, I’d say ten thousand should cut it. See? We’re cheap. And then if we ever hear of you we’ll mention you to a good friend of ours and believe me, when this guy wants to shoot off your left ball, he will shoot off your left ball.” Chloë aimed the gun at Mosley’s crotch. “Me, I might hit the right one. Or your left nostril.” She shrugged, the gun bouncing precariously in her hand. Mosley went a couple of shades paler. “Who knows. Certainly not me. Now write that check.” She followed him to the kitchen and watched him write a check. “If it bounces, you’re in trouble.”

		“It doesn’t bounce.”

		“We know.”

		Zoë got up and straightened her skirt, then went to join Chloë at the front door.

		“Ciao, Mosley. Be a good boy and you won’t ever hear of us again.” They went to the nearest bank, cashed the check and headed home. Little did they know that the shooting of the last night were chicken-shit compared to the troubles that were expecting them.

		 

		“Girls, you’re in trouble.” Zolt tilted a beer to his lips and took a long drag. Alice grinned at them from a beach chair next to him, wearing a bikini and one of Chloë’s sarongs.

		“We are?”

		“Yes, you are. Big trouble, even.”

		“How so?”

		“Somebody put 3500 bucks on my credit card in a shop called Agent Provocateur. Turns out it wasn’t me. According to their website this shop sells underwear for ladies. For sexy ladies like you, I might add. Know anything about that?”

		Chloë and Zoë looked at each other and shrugged. “What does that have to do with us?”

		“Nothing, except when I went up to your bedroom I found a bag from said shop, inside it a lot of nice looking thingies and a bill for $3499.”

		“You snooped around in my bedroom?” Chloë glared at him, her hands on her hips. “How dare you?”

		“I didn’t exactly snoop around. I just looked inside and there it was, lying on the bed. Now, ladies, do you have anything to say about the money?” He tilted the beer again, eyeing the girls above the bottle, enjoying their squirming.

		“Umm …,” Chloë said, “I desperately need to go to the loo.”

		Zoë turned too. “I think I forgot my purse in the car.”

		“Whoooah, girls, not so fast.”

		They turned again but avoided to look at Zolt. “You gals look as guilty as a fox in a hen house.”

		The girls fidgeted and shuffled their feet until Chloë finally looked up. “Yeah, OK, it was us. We thought you’d like that stuff.”

		“Oh, I do. Very much so, especially when you wear it. Question is, why didn’t you ask?”

		“We thought you might say no. Besides, there was no time to ask you.”

		“Yup,” Chloë chimed in again. “It was kind of a quick decision. Like, we saw this shop and well, us being girls and all … you know …”

		Zolt didn’t say anything for a minute, just kept looking at them, slowly shaking his head. “OK, you’re all mine for a day and I call it quits.”

		“All yours as in how, exactly?” Zoë asked.

		“Do as I tell you. For a whole day.”

		“Uh oh.”

		“Speaking of which. Chloë, you owe me.”

		“Really?” Chloë asked, her face lighting up. “You got them all out?”

		“Yes, we got them all out. The guys too. We handed them and everything we found in there over to the FBI.”

		“You’re a treasure.”

		“I know. Had to call in a few favors, but I guess the feds are having a field day. Anyway, now you owe me big time.”

		Zoë looked back and forth between them. “What are you guys talking about?”

		“Chloë said she’ll be my slave for a day when I get all the girls out of the Forbidden Fruit. Well, I did, now she’s all mine for two days. And you’ll be all mine for one.”

		“Ohmigod. I think I need a beer too,” Zoë said and turned. But Alice jumped to her feet and said that she’d get her one.

		Zolt looked after the brunette as she disappeared inside. “She was fantastic.”

		“Who?”

		“Alice. She’s taken care of the girls once we had them out of there.”

		“Where are they now?”

		“In a safe house. Bree is with them right now, until she’s got to get Emma from day care. We’ll go there as soon as you two are ready.”

		The girls hurried to get ready and they all piled into Zolt’s black Mercedes. “OK, ladies. Now tell me how you fared out there in the desert.” Zolt turned to look at Chloë and Zoë at the first stop sign.

		“We’ve never been there,” Chloë said, nudging Zoë.

		“Try again.”

		“No, really, we’ve never been to the desert. Sheriff’s order.”

		“Babes …,” Zolt said with a sigh. It wasn’t sure whether he sighed on account of them not wanting to tell or on account of them getting into some trouble again. “What mess did you get yourselves into this time?”

		“It all went fine until we returned to the car. The money was picked up by helicopter, so there was no way to follow them. Anyway, once we were back at our car I needed to pee and there was this bloke, Smith, the one we met at Mosley’s and he wanted to kill us. Even had one of this silencer thingies on his gun. He whacked me, wanted to attack Zoë and that was when I shot him.”

		Zolt pulled the car off the road and onto the sidewalk and put it into neutral. Then he turned to look at Chloë. “You. Shot. Him.”

		“Yeah, I tried to shoot off his balls, but I hit his ear instead.”

		“Jeez! I’ve been in some hairy situations in Afghanistan, but the thought of you with a gun really gives me the creeps. I hope you don’t have it here with you.”

		“No, I put it away in a safe place.”

		“And why did the sheriff order you to remain silent?”

		“He let us go even if she didn’t have a license to carry a gun. He even put the gun in the trunk of the Buick.”

		“Probably saved himself the trouble of getting rid of it,” Zolt mused. “But how come he let you walk out of there?”

		“Turns out Smith was wanted for a lot of crimes. He let us walk and in exchange he could claim the arrest as his.”

		“Yeah. Sometimes a slightly crooked sheriff is a good thing,” Chloë interjected.

		“Good. I guess Mosley isn’t happy.”

		“No, he isn’t.” The girls didn’t tell Zolt and Alice about the shooting in Mosley’s house but they did mention what they had learned about Mahider.

		“So, to sum it up, that girl carries a tattoo which is the key to a lot of money and you still have no clue where she is.”

		“Yup. That’s about the gist of it. Also, we have ended our business relations with Mosley. So, officially we’re not looking for Mahider anymore.”

		Alice, who so far had sat in silence while listening to the girl’s tale, turned around. “Yeah, I’ve seen that tat. It’s on her pussy lips. Some strange signs. I tried to ask her about it, but she didn’t understand me.”

		Zoë scratched her head. “This is all very weird.”

		“Yeah, but you got to look at the bright side: We might have to go down on a beautiful black girl’s pussy to solve the mystery.”

		Nobody was too surprised about Chloë’s last statement.

		

	
		

		Chapter 12 - The Sky is the Limit

		 

		The house where the girls from the Forbidden Fruit stayed in was on the edge of El Cajon, right next to the golf course. It was a single story house, hidden behind ponderosa pines and surrounded by a well kept lawn. The girls sat on the porch and waved when Zolt drove up the driveway towards the house.

		“You just left them on their own? Without anybody to look after them if some bad guys show up?” Chloë asked when she didn’t see anybody else apart from the girls and Bree

		“Babe. First, Bree’s here and Bree knows how to take care of a couple of frightened girls. She’s also a much better shooter than you’ll ever be. OK, granted, that’s not saying much. Apart from her I got three guys positioned around the house. You don’t see them because they don’t want you to see them and they’re good at their job. I just didn’t want them to be around the girls, figuring they’d have enough of guys for the time being.”

		She pecked him on the cheek. “Sorry, Zolt. And thanks a lot.”

		“You get to thank me properly soon enough, girl.”

		They got out of the car and greeted the girls on the porch. Tatiana fell around Chloë’s neck and thanked her in Russian time and again, until Chloë finally kissed the girl on the mouth to shut her up. She hadn’t intended a full French kiss, but Tatiana, after her initial surprise, reached for her head and held her close, opening her mouth as her own tongue found her way into Chloë’s.

		The kiss got longer and longer and finally Zoë tapped both of them on their shoulder. “Umm, I’m terribly sorry to have to interrupt you, but there are things that need to be discussed.”

		 

		Everybody sat down again and Zolt went away to make a phone call while Bree brought them pitchers with iced tea and the girls started to tell who they were and where they came from. Apart from Tatiana all of them spoke at least a little bit English. One girl was a runaway from Arkansas who’d been forced into prostitution and then brought to the Forbidden Fruit. Of the remaining four gals three wanted to go home and one said she’d like to stay in the States, if there was a chance to stay. Neither of them wanted to talk to the police or give testimony in court.

		“You don’t have to,” Zolt said upon returning from the living room. “I’ve just talked to the FBI agent in charge. It seems they have found enough illegal substances and weapons in the Forbidden Fruit to send everybody to jail for a long, long time.” He shrugged, smiling. “No idea how all those drugs and guns ended up there. Also, they think they have found enough evidence on various computers and hard drives to convict quite a few of the bad guys abroad.” He looked at Tatiana. “Two guys in Minsk among them. Of course I have no idea how the Belorussian police will handle that. Anyway, neither of you needs to talk to the police. In case they want an inside account Chloë can tell them what she knows.”

		The girls all cheered upon hearing this and some started to cry. But it got even better. “After we got you out of there we of course searched the premises. We found a safe and the boss could be persuaded to provide us with the code. Inside we found some money. Enough to give each of you a nice sum to start all over.”

		It was $98’000 for each of them. Not much if one takes into account what they had had to go through, but a lot if you’re a poor eighteen years old Vietnamese girl like Phuong. She was one of those who intended to go back to where she had come from. The runaway, too. The money would pay for a college and her folks had already said that they’d fly to San Diego and bring her back to Little Rock.

		Tatiana whispered to Chloë while everybody chattered and cheered. She didn’t seem to be too relieved. “I can’t go home. They will find me and kill me. The police in Minsk are too corrupted; I don’t think anybody will go to jail there.”

		“Then you stay here, Tatiana.” Chloë looked across the room at Zoë. She was sure that her friend wouldn’t mind Tatiana staying with them for some time. “You stay with us as long as you want.”

		This time it was Tatiana who started the kiss and this time nobody interrupted them.

		 

		Eventually Zolt and Alice left again while Chloë and Zoë remained with the girls. Four days later they brought Phuong to the airport and watched as she went through the customs. She was the last to go, except for Tatiana.

		That evening Zoë and Chloë sat out in the garden, Tatiana between them. “You need to learn English, Tatiana. Russian is too difficult for me,” Zoë looked at the blonde girl.

		“She also needs a green card ASAP,” Chloë said. Indeed, that was one of the things Zolt hadn’t been able to fix. “Oh damn, we’re so stupid. Remember that bloke whose kid you saved from drowning?”

		“Yes, sure.” Zoë had been swimming in the ocean one day when suddenly she had heard someone scream. She’d reached the kid when he was already sinking to the bottom but had managed to pull it to the shore where she had administered CPR for twenty minutes until the paramedics arrived.

		“Wasn’t he with immigrations?”

		“You’re right. It’s worth a try, I think.” She got up and went inside to call the guy.

		It was indeed worth a try. The guy didn’t even have to bend some law. “You could get her into a college or university. If she’s a student and if you can guarantee and prove that you’re able to pay for her expenses she could stay here until she finished her studies. Of course she’ll have to go then, unless her permit is prolonged. But that’s a few years in the future and a lot can happen until then.”

		The almost hundred thousand bucks Tatiana had would be enough to cover her expenses and she needed to learn English anyway, so all that remained to do was finding a good school for the gal.

		“But first I think we could do with a couple of days off,” Chloë commented.

		“Yes, you do.” They all turned to see Zolt emerge from the living room and let himself fall into one of the deck chairs. “Pack your bags, babes. We’ll leave for the desert tomorrow early in the morning.”

		“We do?” Zoë raised her eyebrows.

		“Yes, you do. Time to pay your debt. We’ll stay a week in a villa in 29Palms. It’s got a pool. Not enough bedrooms for each of you, but then again, I don’t mind sharing my bed.” He grinned and winked.

		“I don’t think we get to have a say on the matter, do we?” Chloë asked.

		“Nope, you don’t. Now get your gorgeous asses in gear. You gals have to do some serious shopping tonight.”

		“What about Tatiana?” Zoë wanted to know.

		Zolt looked at the young girl who tried to understand what was going on. “She will come too, of course. As Alice’s assistant. Who in turn is my assistant. Now hurry, girls. My credit card’s bursting and needs to be relieved.”

		 

		“Agent Provocateur? You sure? You do know how much we spent here the last time, right?” Chloë eyed the shop and then Zolt. What the hell was the guy up to?

		“Yup, I do. Chicken-shit.” He held both Chloë and Tatiana by their elbows and pushed them forward. “You and Tatiana go in there. You are not allowed to get out again before you’ve spent at least 5k. I guess I don’t need to tell you what you’re supposed to buy. In the meantime, me and Zoë visit Victoria’s Secret, The Lingerie Lounge and whichever shop we come across that sells cute underwear for even cuter ladies. We’ll be back in two hours to pay for whatever you picked.” He turned to Alice and kissed her on the mouth. “Lovely Alice here has a special mission.”

		The girl grinned, waved at them and headed off, leaving two dumbfounded girls, a grinning guy and a Russian who waited to be told what was going on. Once she did she started to smile and pulled Chloë off towards the shop.

		“Oh, wait, just a sec, babes,” Zolt called after them. “In case she likes what she sees, don’t hesitate to buy her size, too.” He smiled at Tatiana. “Even if she, unlike you, doesn’t have to wear it for me.”

		“Yes, sir. Anything else?”

		“Make it SEXY, with capital letters.”

		Chloë looked at him as if he had just started to sprout green tentacles from his head. “Hello, earth at Zolt? Anybody in there? You’re talking to me, Chloë, just in case you forgot.”

		 

		They turned, went inside and then it was like a hurricane had hit the store. There weren’t many customers present and only one salesgirl, but that one was smart enough to realize that she was about to make the sale of her life and so she soon locked up the shop in order to be able to dedicate all her time to the redhead and the blonde who clearly were in a shopping frenzy.

		The girls got into a wardrobe, undressed and when the girl whose name tag identified her as Lexie told them they couldn’t try on the garments without wearing at least panties Chloë told her that in this case they’d like to have two pairs of those panties the salesgirl liked best. “And I don’t give a damn about how much they cost, OK? We take them anyway.”

		“Those are my two faves,” the salesgirl said upon returning, handing a purple hipster to Chloë and a black boy brief to Tatiana.

		“Very well, Lexie. Now we need play-suits. Again, your two faves.” The girl’s taste matched that of Chloë and Tatiana perfectly and so they still had half an hour left when they thought they had bought just about every garment worth buying in the store.

		“Say, did you guys win the lottery?” Lexie asked when she rang up the bill.

		“Nah, we’ve been told to buy all that.”

		“Wow, I wished someone would tell me to spend that much money on lingerie.”

		“Go ahead and ask him, here he comes. You’d need to let him in first, though,” Chloë replied pointing at the closed glass door.

		“Oh, yeah, right.” Lexie hurried away to let Zolt and Zoë in and Chloë leaned across the counter to take a look at the cash register’s screen. “We’re good, Tatiana,” she said to the girl and gave her a thumbs up.

		“Girls, found something sexy enough for you?”

		“Yup, sir. We’re proud of ourselves.”

		“That would be $8679 and fifty cent, sir.” Lexie flashed Zolt her nicest smile while he dug out his wallet. “Can I ask you something, sir?”

		“Sure, love.”

		“What does a girl have to do to be ordered to spend that much on lingerie?”

		Zolt looked up; shot Chloë a glance, then looked at Lexie. “Depends.”

		“On what?”

		“On who the girl is. In her case,” Zolt said, pointing at Chloë, “she has to be my slave for two days. She, on the other hand, doesn’t have to do anything,” he went on, pointing his finger in the direction of Tatiana. “I guess it’s her lucky day today.” He studied the salesgirl for a moment. “In your case, I’d say you’d have to model for me. Wearing the stuff, I mean.”

		The girl gasped for breath. “Really? You’re a photographer?”

		“No he isn’t,” Zoë said quickly, before Zolt could respond. “He gave up a few years ago.”

		“That’s right. But I plan to start again.”

		 

		Now it was Chloë’s and Zoë’s turn to stare at him open mouthed. They had tried to talk Zolt into taking up photographing again ever since the day he had quit. It had been on the day they had returned from their trip to 29Palms. Upon arriving at the studio he had shared with another photographer they’d only found a smoking ruin. Everything had gone up in smoke, from the expensive equipment to his friend. Apparently he had fallen asleep on the cot in the studio with a burning cigarette in his hand and never woken up again. Zolt had been devastated and even more pissed off that his friend had never made the payments for the insurance. He’d also stripped their joint bank account.

		For a while he had slept on the girl’s sofa, then he’d moved in with Bree. The girls had given him a loan to start a new business which he had gladly accepted but not used to start over again as a photographer.

		“Security advising,” he had said when they’d asked. Whatever that meant. But apparently he had done a good job and soon he’d paid back the 10 k the girls had loaned him. And then, not much later, a shady uncle of his who’d made a fortune in the aftermath of the breakdown of communism in Hungary, had kicked the bucket and passed on everything to his only remaining relative.

		 

		Zoë was the first to get her wits together. “Cool. Very, very cool.”

		“Yeah, that’s great,” Chloë chimed in.

		“Yup it is.”

		Lexie wanted to know what the pictures were for.

		“Personal use,” Zolt replied with a lewd grin.

		“Translation: He needs wank fodder,” Chloë giggled, then yelped when Zolt swatted her hard on her ass.

		“Not true. Anyway, you get to look at them first and you only leave me with those you’re ok with. If you want to keep them all, that’s fine with me.”

		“Wow. OK, when?”

		“Tomorrow. Six o’clock. We’ll be out in 29 Palms for a week. Anytime you can make it there is fine.”

		The salesgirl thought for a moment, then said that she’d have to be back in four days but would drive out there tomorrow, Zoë gave her the address of the house he’d rented, then they watched as she put another couple thousand bucks on his credit card with some of the shop’s exquisite undergarments.

		“Say, is there a limit on your card?” Chloë asked after she had calculated how much he’d put on it that day.

		“The sky is the limit.”

		 

		Just when they said good bye to Lexie Alice arrived with a little plastic bag from Wal-Mart. “Found what you were looking for,” she said with a grin towards Chloë. “Man, I bet she’s going to hate you for the rest of her life.”

		“What? What’s in there,” Chloë asked and reached for the bag but Alice held it out of reach and then handed it to Zolt.

		“Idiots,” Chloë mumbled and shuffled after them, looking down at her feet when she had an idea. “Hey, Mr. The Sky Is The Limit, haven’t you forgotten something?”

		They all stopped and turned to look at her. “Shoes. You don’t want to take pictures of us wearing all those nice thingies without shoes, do you?”

		Zolt wasn’t too fond of this idea. “You got more shoes than I have dollars.”

		“Yeah, but what if they don’t fit with that?” She lifted the two bags of lingerie she was carrying. “I mean, you’re a guy, how would you know? But we’re girls. We know how important it is to wear the right shoes. I’d say Louboutin.”

		“Yeah, she’s right,” Alice chimed in. “We need shoes.”

		“Blahniks. Jimmy Choo’s.”

		Zolt thought about that for a moment. “How come I get the feeling those are all very expensive labels?”

		“That’s because you’re clueless. If you had a clue, you wouldn’t just get that feeling. You’d know they’re all very expensive. Very sexy, too,” Zoë said, flashing him her sweetest smile. A couple of minutes, a bit of pleading and tons of seductive looks from four pair of eyes later he gave up.

		“I’m fucked,” he muttered as he followed them to a shoe shop.

		Chloë stood on her tiptoes and kissed him on the cheek. “You bet. I hope we’ll be too.”

		They did their best to find out whether there really wasn’t a limit on his credit card but the sale went through without a problem. Chloë even hurried back to the Agent Provocateur and returned pulling Lexie after her so she also could try on a pair of shoes or two. Not that Lexie needed to be pulled very much once she knew what it was about.

		

	
		

		Chapter 13 - Hello Kitty

		 

		The sun was scorching hot and the light glaring when they arrived in 29 Palms the next day at noon. For a moment they all stood in awe after they had piled out of the van. Whoever had built this house obviously couldn’t make up their mind whether they wanted a Roman villa, a ranch house or a modernist mansion and had thrown everything together in a wild mix. It was butt ugly, to put it mildly. However, they weren’t here to admire architecture but to have fun and their pictures taken, so the girls went to explore the house and left Zolt to deal with the luggage.

		“Wow, look at this,” Alice screamed from the bathroom and pointed at the tub in the middle of the huge room. “I bet we all fit into that.”

		“Yeah, but there are not enough bedrooms for each of us. We’ll have to share beds,” Zoë said.

		“So? As long as I get to share it with Zolt I’m fine,” Chloë grinned which earned her a firm nudge by Zoë. “What? Did I say something wrong?”

		Zoë motioned towards Alice. “Methinks we should leave them some space, Alice and Zolt,” she whispered.

		“Oh. Hmm, you might be just right. OK, I’ll take it easy.”

		Lexie joined them shortly after they had all gotten a beer or a coke from the cooler and gone out to the patio for a dip into the pool and some serious sun tanning.

		They chatted and joked for a while, Chloë translating for Tatiana, until Zoë got up and stood at the edge of the pool to look at them. “Girls. We need to discuss something in private. Come with me for a minute.” She turned her attention towards Zolt and flashed him her sweetest smile. “Don’t feel left out, Zolt. I’m pretty sure you’ll enjoy what I’m about to discuss with the girls.”

		They all followed her upstairs where she sat on the bed in the master bedroom. “So here’s what I thought about. We got all these nice thingies from Zolt. I think we should show him our appreciation. Right?”

		They all nodded and when Chloë had finished translating to Tatiana she said “da.”

		“Right. So I think we should put that stuff on all the time. Be our damn sexiest for him while we’re here. Drive him nuts.” She grinned at the girls around her. “

		“True, let’s find out how long till he’s completely worn out,” Alice exclaimed giggling.

		“I love a challenge,” Lexie chimed in, already unbuttoning her skirt and stepping out of her sandals.

		Chloë went out to the top of the stairs. “Zolt? We’ll be up here a few minutes. You’re not supposed to come up. OK?”

		“OK.”

		“You could go and buy supplies, honey.”

		“Err … I thought you’re the slave doing the menial tasks?”

		“You thought wrong, sweetheart.”

		“Oh, OK.”

		She looked down at him when he passed towards the front door. “What’s happened? You’re never OK with anything I say.”

		He laughed and watched her slipping her top over her head, once again thinking how beautiful she was when her firm breasts came into view. “True. But I figure you gals have something on your mind and if I’ve learned something in the last thirty years it’s that you should never stand in the way of five girls who have their minds set to something. Especially not if they’re five such fine and sexy girls.”

		“It’s cool to get old and wise, huh?”

		“Yeppers. Ciao for now, sweety pie.”

		“Ciao, wise man.”

		 

		When Zolt returned an hour and a half later, the van full of food and beverages, the girls were ready. Each of them was wearing the sexiest piece of lingerie. Tatiana was wearing a lacy waspie with matching stockings and panties but no bra, showing off her perky breasts whose aureoles she had accentuated with rouge. Chloë was similarly dressed, except for the panty. Keeping to her habit of going commando she wore a gold chain around her waist with a pendant that nestled between her pussy lips. Alice had gone for the girlish look with her hair in pigtails, wearing a very short pleated skirt, a sleeveless blouse that was more see-through than not and was close to bursting from the strain her breasts put on it, knee socks and high heeled pumps. Finally, Lexie and Zoë had decided to go for the Mistress and slave look, or whatever they thought would fit that description. Lexie in a pair of thigh high boots and a shiny black patent leather cat-suit that followed every curve of her body and was low-necked enough on the back to show the top of the crack of her ass and short enough to leave the creases between ass cheeks and thighs uncovered. In addition to that she had put on black gloves that reached up to her elbows and she was tapping her boot with the crop Chloë had bought when she had gone to the kinky club with Zoë the other day. Zoë knelt beside her, knees apart, cunt glistening with anticipation. Apart from a lacy black tutu she only wore nipple clamps, those cute ones you can screw closed on a girl’s nips, a silver chain dangling between them.

		Zolt stood, watched, stood some more and continued to stare a lot more. Seldom before had a man been confronted with a nicer view, or a more difficult decision. Five girls to choose from, each of them as hot as it gets, each of them horny and wanton.

		In the end he did the only sensible thing, which was to let the girls decide on the course of action. Which was a good decision, because he would have never thought of going to fetch his EOS 5 to take pictures of the sexy lot in front of him. But Lexie did.

		“Hurry, slave, bring him his camera,” she said to Zoë and the blonde went inside, crawling on all fours, smiling up at Zolt when she crawled past him and saw that his pants were close to bursting.

		 

		Despite the ache to get down and dirty on the girls Zolt took his time just taking pictures while the girls posed for the camera. They, however, proved to have much less self-restraint than him and soon they were busy playing with each other, their bodies slick with sweat and juices, sexy garments tossed aside and littering the whole patio. It was just as well that there was a light breeze or he probably would have suffocated with all the smell of lusty woman and aroused girl.

		But eventually he had taken enough pictures and thought that it was time to get some action himself. Either that, or he’d cum in his pants and he snapped his fingers until he got Chloë’s attention.

		“Come, slave, time to do your job,” he said and patted his lap. But Chloë merely looked at him, then shook her head. Which was doubly surprising, since she wasn’t only his slave and thus supposed to obey him, he hadn’t ever noticed that the girl wasn’t jumping on the offer of sex. But now she did. Instead of coming to him, she turned and leaned down to whisper in Alice’s ear. He couldn’t hear what she was saying, but when Alice looked up and smiled at him and then started to crawl in his direction, a very naughty smile on her face, he didn’t mind at all anymore that Chloë hadn’t followed his order.

		“Your slave told me you want to be part of the action,” the girl purred, resting her big chest on his lap.

		“I wouldn’t exactly say I want. It’s more like a need,” Zolt replied, grinning and pushing a strand of hair from Alice’s face.

		“Then let me take care of your need, hun.”

		“You bet I’ll let you do that. Far as I’m concerned, you girls can call all the shots today.”

		He never regretted his decision to let the girls take charge and neither did the girls. However, it turned out that five girls, all of them determined to be as nice to him as was possible, was more than Zolt could take. At least in the long run.Of course he was the last one to complain about being worn out by five gorgeous and quite sex crazed chicks.

		It was getting dark when he was laying on a beach chair, camera in hand and aiming the lens at Chloë and Tatiana lying on the lawn, idly kissing, their hands wandering lazily over each other’s body. Then he trained it on Lexie’s head on Zoë’s belly, her hair spilling over the blonde’s breasts as her finger trailed her leg and slowly parted the girl’s puffy cunt lips, evoking yet another moan. And finally he took pictures of Alice when the girl crawled towards him once again, a lewd smile on her face and her pink tongue licking her lips.

		“No Alice,” he said when she opened her mouth and her tongue flicked the head of his cock, “I can’t anymore, I need a rest.”

		“I got to make sure, honey,” she said and took him in her mouth and sucked him for a while, her eyes never leaving his. But Zolt had been right, he didn’t get hard anymore. Eventually she climbed up onto the seat, straddled him and wrapped her arms around him and kissed him passionately for a long time. Then she turned around to her friends who still lay on the sun warmed tiles, rubbing her cunt against his crotch.

		“Girls, we rock. We’ve totally worn him out. He can’t anymore.”

		The girls got up and cheered and high-fived, beaming at Zolt.

		“What was that? Some contest?”

		“Nah, we just thought we wanted to be extra nice to you and wear you completely out,” Zoë grinned.

		“Guess you succeeded.”

		“Yeah, we did. That’s coz we’re all pros in the wear-you-out department,” Chloë giggled.

		“I never really stood a chance,” Zolt said, but it didn’t sound as if he was complaining.

		Alice kissed him again. “No, you didn’t. That won’t change for the next week, sweety.”

		That, too, didn’t seem too much of a problem for Zolt.

		 

		***

		 

		The girl had fucked up. She had fucked up big time and she knew it. And now she was going to pay the price. There was little hope that the price wouldn’t be too big. She could, and would actually, call herself lucky if the guys were just going to fuck her and not do her in for good. You could see the fear in the girl’s eyes. Kill her would be real easy, too. It would be enough if one of them pinched her nose until she suffocated. They had already taped her mouth shut with black duct tape above which her beautiful and big green eyes were even bigger than usual, opened wide in fear and terror.

		She looked at the two guys in front of her. One of them used to be her boyfriend and lover, but she figured that the fact that they had screwed each others brain to mush over the last couple of months wasn’t doing her much good. The other was his best friend. She probably could expect even less mercy from him, seeing that she’d teased him on several occasions but never allowed him to score. He’d want to score now, that much she was sure of. Behind her, holding her by the elbows which were also taped with duct tape, as were here wrists, stood a third guy. Each of them had easily forty or even sixty pounds and several inches on her, so the struggle she had put up before they had taped her arms had been quite pathetic. Still, one of them had a nasty bruise on his shin, the one behind her some ugly scratches on his face. Of course that didn’t help her now, not in the least, especially since she had an even nastier bruise on her eyebrow, one that would eventually become a shiner. If she lived long enough for her body to develop a shiner, that is.

		“Where is it?” her ex-boyfriend asked again. Actually, he wasn’t her ex-boyfriend, not officially anyway. Until half an hour ago she had considered him still being her boyfriend and so far neither of the two had broken up. But it was hard to imagine that they’d remain an item, not after this. Provided she’d get out of this situation alive, of course.

		She shook her head. He slapped her. Tears welled up in her eyes, which she tried to blink away. “Wrong answer, cunt.”

		“Let’s fuck her, then we drop her in the ocean or somewhere in the desert.” That was the one behind her, Patrick. Not the smartest guy on the block, but that didn’t help Nadja too much because he was sufficiently intelligent to hold her in place. Also, his lack of brains probably would pose no problem for him to fuck her, either, if it came to that.

		“Not so fast,” Jake replied. Jake was Nadja’s boyfriend, or ex-boyfriend. The last one of the three guys was David, the silent one. He almost never talked and so far he hadn’t said a word, was just standing there, watching her, then started to clean his fingernails with a jack knife.

		“I’m sure the cunt knows where the money is. Don’t you?” Jake asked, slapping her again.

		Nadja shook her head. She really didn’t know. Well, she had known when she had stolen it from Jake, but then she’d met that other girl, Shayna, the one she had seen for some time and with whom she had had an of and on relationship for some time. They’d gone to a motel, fucked each other for a night, the bag with the money underneath the bed and when Nadja had woken up the next day both Shayna and the holdall had been gone. Nadja had gone, too, but unfortunately Jake and his friends had been waiting in her apartment when she had tried to sneak in to get a few of her belongings. And now she was standing in her bedroom, taped, fearing the worst.

		David stepped forward and reached for her top, cut the spaghetti straps and pulled the top down, exposing the brand spanking new silk bra she had bought with the money the three friends had stolen from a money transport a few days ago. Then he slid the blade beneath the strap of the bra and cut that one too, Nadja’s terrified eyes followed the knife as he brought it to the other strap. At last he cut the bra and pushed it aside, her firm breasts spilling from the lace. Patrick had let go of her, stepped around her to stare at her tits while Jake just watched his friend. Not being held in place anymore she started to move, slowly backing away from the blade, never leaving it out of sight, until she hit the wall. The blade of the knife was sharp and pointy and it was this sharp point David pressed against her left nipple now, looking at her.

		And then, for the first time, David actually said something. “Where is it?”

		This time she didn’t shake her head. This time Nadja nodded and grunted something unintelligible.

		“Wanna talk?”

		Once again she nodded and grunted. “Might have to take away the duck tape,” Jake volunteered. “You’re not going to scream, bitch, are you?” Nadja shook her head, her red locks flying in all directions, a pleading expression in her eyes. “Good, because if you do, you’ll only have one nipple left.”

		He reached for a corner of the duct tape and ripped it off. Nadja flinched, then took a couple of deep breaths and started to explain that she didn’t know where the money was, that this bitch Shayna had taken off with it and that she had no clue where she had gone.

		That, to say the least, didn’t please the three guys at all. She got slapped a couple more times and they pinched her nipples too but she couldn’t provide any further information as to the whereabouts of the cash, apart from Shayna’s full name and the model of the car she drove. After they had taped her mouth again Patrick once more said that they should do her in because she was the only person who could connect them to the robbery.

		“I’ve got a better idea,” Jake said and unbuttoned the button of her cut off jeans, reaching in to cup her cunt, slapping her again when she closed her legs. “Would be a waste to kill her, with that nice ass and those cute tits. She’s got a tight cunt, too. We bring her to David’s house and keep her there. It’s isolated, there’s nobody close by and we can fuck her whenever we want. How’s that sound?”

		Both Patrick and David thought that this was a fantastic idea. Both also thought that they shouldn’t wait to fuck her till they were at David’s house. “We can have some fun until it’s dark, then bring her to the car and drive out with her,” Patrick proposed but the others disagreed on the grounds that there was still that bitch on the run with their money. In the end they agreed that they’d fuck Nadja now, then tie her up and come and collect her later.

		“Want it badly, huh, cunt?” Jake asked Nadja, pushing a finger inside her, fucking her a couple of times before he brought his hand out again and showed the glistening finger to his friends. Nadja nodded, not because she was eager to be fucked by the three guys but because she was smart enough to know that they were going to screw her anyway and that if she played along she probably wouldn’t get slapped too often anymore.

		“The filthy cunt,” Jake snorted, wiping the finger on her cheek and pushed the girl towards her bed until she fell backwards. Her shorts and panties were gone in a few seconds. “Now spread ‘em wide, cunt.”

		Nadja obediently spread her legs wide, trying to arrange her arms beneath her so it wouldn’t hurt too much when the heavy guys lay on top of her. Damage control was the order of the day. At least for Nadja it was. For the guys it was ravaging her cunt. Jake was the first to unzip his pants and climb onto the bed, kneeling between the naked girl’s legs, then lying on top of her, his cock gliding easily into her wet cunt, spreading and filling it, enjoying the angry and at the same time frightened glinting in Nadja’s eyes. He fucked her hard, eventually pulled up her legs too and leaned on them, mostly because that way he could penetrate her as deep as possible, feel her hot flesh around his dick up to the hilt, but also because he knew that this would be quite painful for her. And the bitch certainly deserved some pain. And indeed, she grunted louder, tried to fight him off, but to no avail. It wasn’t some elaborated sex, just a wild, fast and hard thrusting into the girl’s cunt and Jake didn’t last very long, either. He pulled out of her, stroked his dick a few times and they all watched on as thick globs of sperm splattered on the girl’s chest and face. One glob landed on her lip and the all laughed when she licked it off with her tongue.

		“Fucking horny bitch,” Jake spat at her, then climbed off the bed.

		Next came David who had already got his pecker out and stroked it while watching his friend fuck the bitch. He, too, didn’t spare the girl a rough fucking and soon shot his spunk on her cunt before Patrick took his place. He flipped her on her back, pushed up her arms until she lifted her hips off the bed to ease the pain in her shoulders, grunting into the mattress, exposing her ass.

		“Wow, nice asshole,” Patrick said. “Like it up there, bitch?”

		She grunted some more and clenched her butt, which got her a firm slap on her buttcheek.

		“C’mon, Patrick,” Jake said, urging his buddy on, “we’ve got lots of time to have fun with her ass later. Fuck her already so we can go search the other cunt.”

		“Yeah, right.” Patrich thrust into her with one brutal motion, fucked her just as hard as the others had, moaning and grunting all the time until he, too, pulled out of her and shot his cum on her ass.

		David had in the meantime found some clothesline in Nadja’s bathroom and now he taped her ankles, then connected her ankles and wrists, hogtying her. Next he tied her to the headboard of her bed with a noose around her neck. “Don’t want you trying to run, now do we?” he asked her and slapped her butt cheek. Nadja glared at him, but he didn’t see it and even if he had it wouldn’t have bothered him too much.

		Finally Jake came with an egg vibrator he had known she kept in her night stand. “We want you to be wet and ready for when we return,” he said, switched it on and pushed it inside her cunt, then used more of the clothesline to loop it around her hips and between her legs, cinching it tight between her cunt lips until she grunted with the pain.

		Then they left her on the bed, naked, soiled and writhing in pain and pleasure, the cum oozing out of her cunt and drying on her face.

		 

		***

		 

		Click. The screen went black. “What a crap!”

		Chloë wholeheartedly agreed with that comment. Zolt had, after all, hit the nail smack on the head with his assessment of the porn flick. Although it hurt a bit to have starred in such a lousy movie.

		“Lemme guess what happens next: They go and of course they find the other chick by some weird coincidence or just by pure luck or maybe because the girl has left a trail of her juices from the motel to the hideout she’s staying at, the guys bring her to the house, fuck her, then they come and fetch you, more fucking with some lezbo stuff mixed in, repeat ad libidum, end.”

		“Yes, that about sums it up.”

		“Jeez, and you tell me that flick sold pretty well?”

		“Yup.”

		“Holy shit! I gotta get into making porn. Especially since I already have a couple of the hottest porn stars ever.”

		“I don’t do porn.” Zoë, who had seen the movie before, was in the kitchen making sandwiches while Alice, Tatiana and Lexie lounged by the pool, enjoying the balmy night.

		“Me neither. Well, not anymore, not since I’ve met Zoë.” Chloë knelt besides Zolt and was busy going through some of the stuff they had bought the evening before when suddenly she came upon some panties that made her stop. It was a light pink, with violet trimming and ribbons on the side and a Hello Kitty printed on the front from which little bubbly hearts bobbed upwards like balloons.

		She froze and stared. “What’s that?”

		Zolt didn’t miss a beat. “They’re panties. To be precise, they’re your panties.”

		“Nope, they sure ain’t.”

		“Yes they are.”

		“As far as I know, I don’t have a panties drawer and if there is one it’s probably empty. And even if it were full of panties there wouldn’t be one with a Hello Kitty on them.” She threw the pink garment on the floor and looked at it disgustedly.

		“That’s right. You won’t have to put it in a drawer. You’ll put it on your perfect ass now. And that’s where it will stay until your time as my slave is over. And in the meantime you’ll pose for me, coz I want pics of you wearing it.”

		Chloë looked at him like she’d never looked at him before. “No. Fucking. Way. You hear me? Make them disappear or I swear I’ll walk out of this house and you’ll never, ever see me again.”

		She got up, trampled on the pink panties, turned around once more to face Zolt and he saw something in her eyes he’d never seen before. Anger, fear, pain. Those he had seen. But now he saw hatred, too. A single tear was running down her cheek.

		All of a sudden Chloë turned and stomped off, ignoring Zoë who had come in from the kitchen and asked what was going on, and went up the stairs. They heard a door slam, followed by silence.

		“What was that?” Zolt asked the blonde girl.

		Zoë shrugged, looking as confused as he felt. “You must have hit some trigger nobody knew about.”

		“I didn’t …” Zolt started to say but Zoë cut him off mid-sentence. “I know.”

		“I guess I should go and apologize.” He wanted to get off the sofa but Zoë put a hand on his shoulder and pressed him gently down on the sofa again before she sat down herself.

		“Not now. Give her a little time. I’ll go up in a few minutes.”

		“She always seems so … carefree. Strong.”

		“Yeah, but she isn’t. Carefree, I mean. I guess she needed to be strong in her past, though.”

		“You don’t know much about it, do you?”

		“No, all I know is that she’s run away from home when she was sixteen. And I know that when a gorgeous teenager is on her own she needs either a lot of luck or she needs to be very strong. Or both, rather.” They both sat in silence for a while until Zoë stood and started up the stairs.

		“Zoë?”

		She stopped to turn towards Zolt halfway up the stairs, waiting for him.

		“Thank you.”

		Zoë looked at him for a moment, then nodded. “Any time. Don’t worry too much. She knows you didn’t want to hurt her.”

		 

		Zolt was on the patio, lying on a beach chair and lazily taking pictures of the other girls who had changed into other lingerie and were now posing for him again, when Zoë returned.

		“Is she OK?” Tatiana asked as soon as she saw her stepping through the door.

		Zoë shrugged. “I think so, yes. About as OK as you can expect from a girl like Chloë,” she added with a tired smile.

		“What was it?” Zolt asked.

		“You’d have to ask her. She wants to see you. Take these with you.” To Zolt’s surprise she tossed the pink panties which had caused Chloë’s outburst onto his lap where he stared at them for several seconds.

		“Umm … do you think that’s a good idea?”

		“I don’t know. If it works it’s a brilliant idea. But then again that shouldn’t come as a surprise since she’s a brilliant young lady.” Zoë dropped the silken bathing robe she had been wearing and laid down onto one of the chairs, pulling up her legs. “Coming to think of it, lady is maybe not the right word. But brilliant is.”

		Zolt was kinda lost. He was supposed to go to the woman he had terribly hurt, although inadvertently. He was supposed to even bring the garment that had triggered this woman’s pain and now he had a massive boner in his shorts because a woman he liked just as much flashed him her glistening pussy between long, slender legs. Maybe coming here with a bunch of gorgeous chicks, all of them more or less sex-crazed, hadn’t been such a terrific idea after all. But mostly he felt at a loss as what to say to Chloë.

		“Now go, Zolt. She won’t bite your head off.” She eyed the bulge on the front of his shorts. “Well, at least not the head of this one.” The girls’ giggling followed him halfway up the stairs. For the first time ever he wasn’t looking forward to see Chloë. He really hadn’t wanted to hurt her, but he had and now he had no idea how to make up for that.

		He knocked on the door, something he’d never done before either, and entered after he’d heard her quiet “yeah, come in.” She was lying on her belly across the bed, her feet pointing at the door, the red hair spilling over the cushion around her like the sun’s corona during a solar eclipse.

		He stood there for some time, not knowing what to do and trying not to stare at her ass and the smooth slit of her pussy between her thighs but being a guy he failed utterly. Finally he started. “Chloë,” he said, but didn’t get further than, “I’m really so …” until she cut him off.

		“I don’t need you being sorry. I don’t need your apology, either. What I need is those panties,” she said, turning around and propping herself up on her elbows. He looked at the pink panty in his hand, then stepped closer and held it out to her. She laid on her back.

		“Put them on, please. C’mon, just do it,” She urged him when he still hesitated. Zolt finally sat down on the bed beside her. Chloë lifted each foot and let a completely bewildered Zolt put the panties on her legs, then lifted her ass and wriggled until while he pushed them up until her ass and pussy where tightly clad in pink cotton with the rather childish printing adorning her crotch.

		Then she lay on her back again and smiled sadly at him. “And now I need you. I need you to make love to me like you never made love to a woman.” If he’d been surprised by her request to come up and bring the Hello Kitty panties now he was stupefied. He hesitated for a moment, but he could see it in her eyes that she really wanted him to do what she’d asked him to. She really needed him to make love to her right now, and not because she was horny. She was, however, even more beautiful in her vulnerability, baring her soul to him like she had never before. And even if she was wearing panties she was more naked than he’d ever seen her.

		And so he joined her on the bed, held and kissed her and stroked her head and she moulded her soft body against his, opened her mouth and welcomed his tongue in. He kissed her neck and gently caressed her breasts until she started to moan and arch her back, ruffling his hair as she pressed his head to her throat. Chloë rolled over, pressed her ass against his erection and let him cover her neck with tender kisses and her breasts and belly with caresses. She reached back, slid her hand beneath the waistband of his shorts, took his buttock in her hand and pulled him close while at the same time rubbing her ass on his dick.

		They had fucked many times before, but this was probably the first time they made love. And he enjoyed it immensely, even if he was still a bit uncomfortable and had no clue why she wanted him to make love to her.

		She gasped when he slid his hand beneath the waistband of the panties and his finger brushed her sex. “Hmmyesss,” she moaned, reached for his other hand and started to suck his thumb, all the time rubbing herself on him.

		He teased the entrance of her cunt for a moment, traced the length of her slit with a finger, let it rest on her clit, gently rubbing it, then back again, scooping up her juices.

		“Lick this, love. It’s much tastier,” Zolt said and lifted his glistening finger to her mouth. She didn’t hesitate and immediately started to suck and lick his finger, at the same time fumbling with the button of his pants. Zolt took her in a firm embrace, rolled them both on their backs, she on top of him, her legs slightly spread, her mound and her slit clearly outlined beneath the panties. Once again he teased her cunt, this time through the pink fabric, cupping her sex and slowly massaging it. Chloë moaned and sighed with pleasures as her pussy started to soak the cotton. Her hands played with her breasts, rolling the nipples. She craned her neck and kissed him on the throat, spread her legs further, opening herself to his touch.

		“Come to me, Zolt. I need you. I need to feel you. I want you … “ she hoarsely whispered in his ear and tugged at his shorts, then rolled off of him onto her back without stopping to kiss him. Zolt struggled out of his shorts and boxers and moaned when she took hold of him, her slender fingers slowly gliding up and down his big, hard cock.

		“Hmm, I want to feel every inch of that inside me. Deep inside me, for a long, long time.”

		“You will babe,” he replied before he sealed her lips with yet another long and passionate kiss.

		He lay on top of her and hooked his thumbs into the waistband of her panties but she stopped him before he could pull them down. “No. Leave them on,” she whispered, pulled the crotch of the panty to the side and guided the tip of his cock to the entrance of her cunt. “Now make love to me. Please.”

		Zolt still didn’t understand what this was all about but he was, after all, a gentleman and happy to oblige the request of a lady. Even if the lady usually behaved more like a whore. Also, he was a man and he would have had a hard time not to push into her hot, wet snatch which he knew would be tight and eager to accommodate him.

		He pushed inside her slowly, felt her hot flesh around him, beckoning him in, drawing him deep inside her. Zolt made love to her like he had never made love to a woman. She bucked and writhed beneath him as his cock explored the depths of her cunt slowly, grinding into her faster when she got quieter and slowing down again when she was nearing an orgasm. Her fingernails dug into his back when he finally pushed her over the edge much later and her scream of pleasure filled his ears as she came, her body bucking wildly beneath him. He felt her tremble as shivers ran through her body, felt her dug her heels in his buttocks to keep him inside her, still rocking gently, drawing out the last from her intense orgasm.

		“Thank you, Zolt. Thank you so very much.”

		“We’re not yet done,” he whispered when she tried to wriggle out from under him. “Or are we?” he asked. Then he saw another tear roll down her cheek kissed it away and looked into her green eyes.

		She returned his gaze, her face slowly turning into a smile. “No, I guess not. But be gentle. I need gentle today.”

		“Whatever you want, baby. Whatever you want and however you want it.”

		He watched as another tear rolled down her cheek, but this time not a tear of sadness and rage but of relief and gratefulness. He kissed this away, too, then kept kissing her, down her throat, following the curve of her neck to her chest, all the way down with an extended stay between and on her breasts, sucking on her nipples, flicking them with his tongue until he heard her breath hitch, then further on, once again stopping at her bellybutton until he reached the elastic band of the panty. She smelled wonderful down there. Of love and lust, passion and ecstasy, but mostly just of wonderful, horny woman.

		His tongue and fingers made her cum once more, just as tender and caring as the first time, pleasuring her with his tongue and lips and teeth, the pink cotton of the panties shoved to the side, soaked now with her juices, until she couldn’t hold back any longer, her fingers in his hair, pressing his face down on herself, wanting to feel him as close as possible, her back arching and her own hands on her tits.

		The second time was less slow and easy. She rolled over on her belly, slightly raising her ass, offering herself up to him, her cries in rhythm with his thrusts, her hips rocking to meet his, setting the pace, picking it up until it wasn’t lovemaking anymore but fucking.

		“Come to me, Zolt. Fill me and make me yours,” she cried and he came to her, or in her, rather, filled her, made her his just when she shook and trembled with her next orgasm.

		Once again she reached for his buttocks and stopped him from pulling out, lying beneath him, his weight pressing her into the mattress. “Stay here, please,” she whispered. “Just a few minutes longer.”

		“Sure, Chloë.” He remained silent, feeling her breath returning back to normal, her cunt still throbbing but relaxing slowly after it had gripped his cock tightly. “Want to tell me what this is all about?” he eventually asked between kisses.

		“No, I don’t really want to. But I need to.” She turned her head as good as she could and looked at him out of the corner of her eye, a faint smile on her face. “Not now, though. I’ll tell you all at dinner. Now I’m starving.”

		 

		“Thirteen years ago I bought exactly the same pair of panties. Don’t ask me why.” Chloë’s voice was quiet but she didn’t have to talk loud since everybody was listening intently. They had dined, roast potatoes and green beans and steaks Zolt had grilled on the BBQ while the girls had set the table and busied themselves in the kitchen but mostly they had commented on his body, until he called them a bunch of sexist chicks who were only interested in his body and didn’t care about the rest.

		“There’s more to me than what meets the eye, girls,” he had complained mockingly. “There’s a heart in here,” he patted his chest, “and a brain in here,” he reached for his head and rolled his eyes and swatted a couple of asses when the girls giggled.

		“Unfortunately, what we’re interested in doesn’t meet our eyes,” Zoë had replied without missing a beat, eyeing his crotch. “Although I’m only marginally interested in it meeting my eyes. I’d like to have deep in my cunt.”

		They had giggled until he had threatened to poke them all in their ass with the meat fork. That had shut them up, but not for long. Now they were all lying on the grass, Chloë still wearing the pink panties, its crotch soiled with her juices and Zolt’s spunk. “Yeah, they are awful, at least I think so now,” she continued, looking down at the smiling face of the cat on her crotch. “Back then, I thought they were uber-cute. But that was thirteen years ago.” Neither of them, apart from Zoë, knew how old Chloë was exactly but it wasn’t very difficult to do the math and come to a pretty good estimate.

		“Anyway,” Chloë continued after a sip of chilly Chardonnay from her glass. “I had bought them myself for my birthday because I knew I’d only get crap from my mom anyway. There wasn’t much of a party, just a few friends who left soon. It wasn’t a house where you wanted to stay long, the house I grew up in. Not if you didn’t have to, I mean. I went upstairs after dinner to put them on, looked at myself in the mirror, then read a bit before I switched off the light. My mom and Joey, her boyfriend, had been drinking, as usual. I guess mom fell asleep. Anyway, I woke up with the feeling that someone was standing beside my bed. It was Joey.”

		She fell silent and they could see the tears in her eyes for a moment before she blinked them away. “He never took them off, those panties.”

		There was a long silence while each of them followed their own thoughts. “Now you know why I freaked out. I ran away a few years later, met the wrong people until one day I was booked for a threesome and one of the two was Zoë. I guess she saved my life.” She leaned towards Zoë and kissed her on the mouth. “Thank you, Zoë. Thank you for everything.”

		“You saved yourself, girl,” Zoë replied, once Chloë had broken the kiss again and stood up.

		“Maybe, but I needed you to kick my ass to get it in gear. And now I go to bed. You guys have fun.” She started to walk towards the house to the good night wishes from her friends, then turned upon reaching the open French door. “Don’t use him all up, OK girls?” she said and blew Zolt a kiss. “And Zolt? Thank you, too.”

		“I still don’t get it,” Zolt said a few minutes later. “I mean, why she wanted me to …”

		“That’s OK, honey,” Alice teased. “You’re a guy; you don’t have to get it.” She turned towards Zoë. “I guess she hoped to get over the experience by repeating it, this time on her own free will and under her conditions.”

		“Yup, that about sums it up. I hope it worked.” Zoë got up. “I’m tired too. I’ll sleep in her room, if that’s OK. I reckon she shouldn’t be all alone tonight.”

		“Good night. I hope it works for Chloë. She’s a good person,” Lexie said.

		“Yes, she is. Wanton and silly, but good.”

		“Now what?” Alice asked when Zoë had disappeared.

		“Now we use him all up,” Lexie replied giggling and licked her lips. They looked at Zolt, then at Tatiana who hadn’t understood most of what was going on except for the last part. She shook her head, wished them a good night and left for bed.

		“OK, I think we’ll go to bed too, especially since we got to get up early tomorrow. Enough time left to use you all up,” Alice finally said and they called it a day, or a night, rather.

		

	
		

		Chapter 14 - Crash! Boom! Bang!

		 

		Once again they got up early in the morning to catch the rising sun. Alice and Tatiana weren’t too eager to have their pictures taken wearing next to nothing, but Lexie couldn’t wait to pose for Zolt. And of course Zoë and Chloë didn’t have much of a choice. In the end Tatiana took the role as make up artist while Alice assisted Zolt. And the other girls posed. Alone, in pairs, all three of them, kissing, fondling, faking nothing. Their luscious bodies draped on the rocks, standing, lying, kneeling, wearing nothing but garters, stockings and heels, adding play-suits, bras and panties.

		“You know, I think it’s a bit weird to wear five inch heels, and a waspie with stockings in the desert. I mean, who would do something stupid like that?” Zoë once said while Zolt was snapping pic after pic of Lexie and Chloë kissing, leaning against a rounded boulder, the sun highlighting the upper parts of their bodies while their legs remained in the shadow. The splotches of dampness on the crotches of their panties bore testimony to the fact that they weren’t just acting.

		“You’re not here to think, love. You’re here to be beautiful and sexy,” Zolt replied without stopping to shoot. “So please get your ass in gear and join them.”

		Zoë stuck her tongue out at him but dutifully got her ass in gear and joined the two girls. From then on it went downhill. At least where erotic pictures of girls in lingerie were concerned. Sex-wise and fun-wise it went straight uphill. The girls didn’t let the cold of the rock on which they were lying bother them. As a matter of fact, they did their very best to get it warm and soon they had completely forgotten that Zolt was still taking pictures.

		Tatiana stood watching them, her face a mixture of lust and … well, difficult to say what it was, maybe anxiousness, maybe fear, but eventually lust and passion won and she quickly shed her cut off jeans and joined the three girls. Alice didn’t last much longer at Zolt’s side and so the viewfinder soon was filled with a tangle of slender limps, hair, faces, breasts and pussies, once the girls had stripped each other completely naked.

		Zolt liked what he saw through the lens of his camera. He liked it a lot and took pic after pic after pic, from every possible angle, even climbed up on a boulder above them to get an aerial view of the girls’ orgy. But, and that shouldn’t come really surprising, there was only so much time during which he could ignore the boner in his jeans and the urge to join them. After all, he was a heterosexual guy and there were five gorgeous girls, each of them naked, each of them horny, each of them hungry for his cock. Well, actually he didn’t know about that last point, but he knew that at least three of them were. He also knew that two of them would have to wait their turn.

		But if Zolt had thought that any of the girls was giving much about what he was thinking he’d been completely wrong. He stepped among them and tried to tell Chloë and Zoë to take care of the girls since they were his slaves today and he had decided that they wouldn’t get any cock but would please those girls who wanted to be pleased.

		However, he was only half through his announcement when Alice got up from what she’d been doing, eating Tatiana’s pussy, hooked her fingers in the waistband of his jeans and said,” shut up, Zolt, and fuck me!”

		And so he shut up and fucked her and when he was done fucking Alice and was going down on Tatiana he soon found Lexie’s lips wrapped around his dick, eager to get him hard again so he could fuck her while both Chloë and Zoë did their best to lick and suck her to an orgasm and forget all about having a cock stuffed up her cunt.

		Lexie didn’t, though, and so Zolt fucked the cute salesgirl too and eventually they all lay side by side, limbs still intertwined, cock and cunts still throbbing, their faces smeared with pussy juice and sperm, their thighs sticky and their minds at rest.

		“Verry good. Eez very good whiz girrl,” Tatiana finally said, smiling at Zoë.

		“You’ve never been with a girl?” Zoë asked back.

		The blonde Russian shook her head, then said something in Russian to Chloë. “She’s been forced to lick cunts before, but has never been licked herself.”

		Zoë put her arm around Tatiana’s shoulder. “Then I’m happy you enjoyed it.”

		“Yup. And next time we’ll go both down on you simultaneously,” Chloë said in Russian. Tatiana’s face lit up and she nodded eagerly. “I’m glad you still love sex after all you’ve been through.”

		“No penis. I don’t want,” Tatiana whispered and looked apologetically at Zolt.

		“No worries, sweetheart, I guess there’s more eager pussy than our wannabe Master can handle.” They all laughed until Zolt began to swat asses, partly to re-establish some sort of order that had never been in place, partly because it was time to get on the move before the tourists started to appear and partly just because he liked to swat a firm female ass.

		 

		“What are you going to do about the odalisque?” Zolt asked later when they were having brunch besides the pool. The sun was shining, as usual, but there was a soft breeze keeping the temperature from getting too hot. “You still intend to search for her?”

		Zoë shrugged. Her hair was still damp from the shower and drops fell from her ringlets onto her breasts which she hadn’t bother to cover. Like all the other girls she had figured that being naked was the way to go. “Dunno, really. Nobody’s paying us to find her and from what we know she left on her own free will with that blonde woman.”

		“And the secret she’s carrying around with her? Aren’t you interested in solving that?”

		“Sure, but it’s gonna be the literal search for the needle in the haystack. I mean, they could be anywhere. They could hole up in the house across the street or they could be in Tasmania.”

		Chloë went back to teaching Tatiana English. Now that she was actually talked to and those around took an interest in what she had to say and didn’t treat her like the sex slave she’d been she was learning fast. Also, it seemed as if she had taken much more than just a liking to Chloë. Zoë smiled as she watched them talking, the blonde’s eyes sparkling and getting a dreamy expression whenever she looked at Chloë. They’d be good for each other; she was pretty sure about that. Two hurt women who both had experienced things Zoë had been lucky enough to never know herself, which she knew was one of the reasons why Chloë had never wanted to talk about herself, had always clammed up when Zoë had tried to get her to talk.

		Still, she felt a slight pang of jealousy when she saw the intimacy between the two. Which was completely unwarranted, because first, she and Chloë weren’t lovers. They were sometimes friends with benefits, sometimes lovers, but always best friends and neither of the two had ever expected the other to be monogamous. Anyway, if the two got along good and their relationship helped them to get past their bad memories she was more than happy with that.

		“What’s the program for today?” Lexie’s question ripped her out of her thoughts.

		“How about … sex?” Alice grinned. “We barely had any today.” Zoë wondered whether her lightheartedness was true or whether it was partly an act, like Chloë’s was. After all, the girl seemed to have been hurt just as much as Chloë and Tatiana had. Either way, she was fun to be with and if she ever needed help she’d have a few friends now, and knowing that you have friends you can rely on is always a good thing.

		“Yeah, the thought had crossed my mind, too,” Zolt said looking at them. “But I’d prefer to take some more pictures. Inside, this time. Again, Zoë and Chloë have to, the rest of you can join in or watch us or do whatever you want.”

		“Umm, and who exactly made you the one giving out orders?” Chloë asked, reaching between her legs and starting to play with herself. “What if I prefer to jill out here and now?”

		“You made. Remember the deal we had? You’re supposed to do as I say, until tomorrow night. Zoë will be off the hook tonight. Also, I’ve spent an awful lot of money on girly stuff; I’d appreciate it if I got some return on my investment.”

		“He’s right, kinda,” Lexie said and both Alice and Zoë agreed.

		“Yeah, I know he is, but that won’t keep me from teasing him.” Chloë lifted her finger to her lips but before she could lick her juices off Tatiana reached for her hand, pulled it towards herself and started to tenderly suck it. It looked extremely erotic and neither of them noticed that Zolt had picked up his camera and was taking pictures.

		Finally, Tatiana put Chloë’s hand back to her crotch. “More please,” she whispered. “Eez verry good.” And then Zoë witnessed her friend blushing for the first time in all the years she had known her. Zolt noticed it too and the camera could barely save the data on the memory card, so fast was he clicking away.

		Chloë slid forward on her chair, pulled her feet up, reached between her legs and once again fingered herself, making sure to scoop up as much of her sweet juices as possible. As soon as all her fingers were dripping Tatiana took hold of her hand again and started to lick them clean, telling Chloë to continue pleasing herself with the other hand. This went on until Chloë almost fell off the chair as an orgasm rushed through her body.

		“Wow, that was hot.” Alice was sitting in a puddle of wetness herself, having gotten very aroused by the little show of the two girls.

		Putting the camera down Zolt looked at Tatiana. There’d been something in her eyes when she told Chloë to continue he’d seen before. The pleasure of being in charge. He wanted to see more of that. He was also pretty sure that Chloë wouldn’t mind his idea. Of course she’d protest, put up a show, but that would be just that, a show. “Do you want her?” he asked Tatiana, indicating Chloë.

		The girl looked blankly at him, not understanding what he was telling her. “As your slave. Do you want her to be your slave until tomorrow night?”

		Chloë stared at him, her jaw dropping for a few seconds until she turned to Tatiana and translated for her, although, judging from the wide grin on her face, the girl clearly had understood.

		The blonde’s face lit up even more before Chloë could finish the translation and she grinned at Zolt, then smiled at Chloë as she nodded and said “yes, I want her.”

		As Zolt had expected, Chloë started to protest. But they all knew she was only putting on a show. Deep within, or maybe not so deep within, she loved the idea of being this gorgeous girl’s slave for a day. “What? Don’t I get a say on the matter?”

		“No,” all of them said in unison. Except Tatiana, that is. Instead, she turned on her chair, reached for Chloë’s head, pulled her close and kissed her passionately. Chloë soon sat on her lap, then slowly slid down until she knelt between the blonde’s legs where she had no problem to busy herself for the next half hour.

		 

		The others eventually got up and cleared the table, then Zoë and Lexie went to get dressed, if you want to call it ‘dressed’ if someone is wearing only the flimsiest and most revealing lingerie, while Alice and Zolt prepared everything for the photo shoot in the large living room.

		They had to wait for the girls to come down again and Alice used the moment of silence and being alone with Zolt.

		She sat down on one of the soft leather seats and crossed her legs. “Zolt?”

		“Yes, honey?”

		Gnawing her lips and not sure where to begin she talked quietly. “You … about that breast reduction … I mean, did you really …”

		Zolt cracked a smile and sat on the armrest of the seat, stroking her head. “I meant every word. If you want it, I’m paying for it. I also offer you a job as my assistant. Might not get very much commissions, but I figure that a smart girl like you could easily find another part time job. As a matter of fact, I think there’s a vacancy for a receptionist at my company.”

		Alice looked up at him. “That’s very kind. Too kind. I don’t think I can accept that offer, I’d feel indebted to you all the time.”

		Zolt shrugged. “I can’t force you to take it. All I can say is that I’d be happy if you did.” He leaned down and kissed her on the forehead. “And you don’t have to decide anytime soon. First we’ll enjoy our holidays, then you’ll have the operation. The job offer will still be valid after that.”

		The click-clack of heels on marble announced the arrival of Zoë and Lexie and soon they were all busy. This time the photo shoot didn’t dissolve into an orgy, not after Tatiana and Chloë had come in again and the blonde had told the redhead to hurry upstairs, put on some silk and lace and join the models. She had even gone as far as swatting Chloë’s ass which had provoked a surprised glare from her slave that soon had dissolved into a loving smile.

		 

		Several hours later they all piled into Zolt’s van and headed for the 29 Palms Inn for dinner. The restaurant of the hotel wasn’t fancy at all, but it served excellent food and it had a wine list with a couple of great wines on it.

		“Our treat,” Zoë announced as soon as everybody was seated. A few of the other diners had almost broken their necks looking after the gorgeous girls, some maybe wondered why the one with the flaming red hair was walking a bit awkwardly, as if she wasn’t used to the four inch heels on her strappy sandals.

		“No way!” Zolt sounded determined not to let Chloë and Zoë pay.

		“Of course we pay.”

		“No you won’t. You got to do as I say. You’re my slave.”

		“No, that was over today at six o’clock,” Zoë reminded him. “And Chloë isn’t your slave either.”

		“Umm, folks, would you mind keeping your voices a bit down?” Alice reminded them when she noticed that a few people were already turning their heads.

		Zolt leaned forward and hushed his voice. “OK, then we go with the age old principles of chivalry. The gentleman picks up the tab and period.”

		“You pay everything else, too.” Zoë wasn’t going to give up quickly.

		“Because I can and because I want to.”

		“Guys, stop fighting and let’s discuss the infinitely more important question of what wine we should order,” Chloë said. “And how much.”

		“You not drink,” Tatiana chimed in and pinched Chloë’s cheek.

		“Why not?”

		“Wait a minute, isn’t that ‘why not, Mistress?’” Lexie giggled.

		“Right, just because her English is less than perfect doesn’t mean you don’t have to show her proper respect.”

		Chloë glared at Zoë, then sighed and turned towards Tatiana. “Why not, Mistress?”

		Tatiana smiled. “You drive. We drink.”

		Chloë’s face fell for a moment before she caught herself and bowed her head. “Yes, Mistress.”

		At the time it seemed like a very good idea, to keep Chloë off the booze so she could drive while the others ordered several bottles of wine and topped it off with vodka from the freezer. If anyone had taken their time to think about it, they might have realized that Chloë never was a good choice to put in charge of driving. But nobody did and so everybody except poor Chloë who had only been granted a single sip from her Mistress’ glass was quite tipsy, if not completely wasted, by the time they left the restaurant and scrambled into the van.

		“Oohhhh look! The moons are full!” Alice cried, her head precariously lolling even if the car wasn’t even moving yet.

		“Let’s go to the place we’ve taken pictures this morning, it must be wonderful in the moonlight,” Zoë proposed and everybody thought this was a terrific idea, which it would have been hadn’t it been for Chloë being behind the wheel.

		She had no problems turning onto the road that let up to the national park and easily found the spot where they had posed for Zolt and fucked each other earlier that day, but then she didn’t see the ditch on the side of the parking lot and when the scratching noise and the sound of shattering glass and especially the squealing and shrieking of the girls in the back finally stopped it was much too late to do anything about the ditch.

		“Oh,” she merely said, and then, “luckily it’s you, Zolt. Someone else might take offence by my tits poking their face.”

		“Hmm humm hmm,” he responded, both because he had drunken much too much to say anything coherent and because having your mouth firmly wedged in between the tits of a gorgeous gal can do that to a guy.

		“What happened?” Zoë asked.

		Chloë struggled free of Zolt and pulled herself onto the driver’s seat again. The car was tilted at an angle of about thirty degrees and would probably have fallen all on its side hadn’t it been leaning to the bank next to the ditch.

		“Are we dead?” Alice asked.

		“I don’t think so. My head hurts,” Lexie tried to reassure her, without too much success. “I think it wouldn’t hurt if I were dead.”

		Chloë managed to get the car open and climb out of the car. The two wheels on the left side were hanging in the air, there was the smell of gasoline but apart from that the car looked quite fine. Well, except for the right headlight. And the bumper. And the windshield. And of course the whole right side of the car, whose state was anyone’s guess.

		“Don’t dare to smoke, guys,” she said before she reached inside and tried Zolt to get out, too.

		“What? Why would you care for a smoke?”

		“I said you shouldn’t.”

		“Ah.”

		“We don’t.”

		“I do sometimes smoke a little grass,” Lexie said. “Like now would be a good time.”

		“No, Lexie, now is a very bad time.”

		“OK, OK. I won’t, then.”

		“Yeah. Right. You’re a good girl. Keep it that way, OK?”

		 

		It was obvious that the five wasted passengers wouldn’t be able to get anything done. It was already hard work to get them out of the car and once everybody was standing or sitting next to it Chloë was drenched in sweat, despite the chilly air and her skimpy attire.

		To expect them to pull the car out of the ditch was expecting much too much. She made sure they were a safe distance away from the car, sitting on a boulder and talking about how many moons each of them saw, then stepped aside and fumbled in her bag for her cellphone. There was no signal, which didn’t surprise her. That would have been too easy, wouldn’t it? To call the next car repair shop and have them come up to tow them back to town.

		She got a couple of blankets from the van, draped them over her friends who were still discussing the number of moons and whether they should have another drink, told them that she’d walk until she got a signal on her phone and started down the road. She had come about as far as two hundred yards and still heard their slurred voices when she stopped to take her shoes off.

		Another hundred yards further down the road she didn’t hear their voices anymore but a coyote howling somewhere to her left. She turned, stared, but couldn’t see anything. But all of a sudden she heard all kinds of sounds and got aware that this wasn’t a walk in the park. Well, it was, but the park wasn’t some patch of green in downtown San Diego but a natural park. Natural being the key word here. Nature as in coyote. Or cougar. Copperhead. Scorpion. Diamondback. Water moccasin. Well, OK, maybe not water moccasin, given the fact that there wasn’t any water for miles. But still.

		Chloë stood listening to the rustling sounds of a gazillion poisonous snakes and predators slithering and crawling through the brush towards her, eager to bury their fangs and claws into her naked calves. She could actually already feel the critter’s eyes on her legs.

		“Fuck!” she said, then turned and ran back. Among her friends she’d have a better chance for survival, especially if she managed to wiggle in between them. A cougar would probably go for one of those lying on the edge of the little group and not pick one from the middle. At least that’s what she hoped when she got back and asked Zoë and Lexie to move a little bit so she could lie down between them.

		Soon everybody around her was snoring but it was too cold and too hard for her to find some sleep, sober as she was. In the end she sat up again, made sure that everybody was covered and then just waited for the sun to rise.

		 

		The eastern horizon was just starting to get light when she heard the faint sound of a car coming up the road. By the time it came over the crest of the hill they were up on she was standing in the middle of the road, waving her arms and signaling the driver to stop. That, to be honest, was quite unnecessary. Most drivers would stop if they found a gorgeous girl in a tight red dress that barely covers her ass and has a cleavage right down to her navel standing in the middle of the road, even in broad daylight, even in a town where people are used to a lot. In the dark and on a deserted stretch of road, it was even less likely that someone wouldn’t stop.

		And so the car came to a stop, a few feet in front of Chloë, the headlights basking her body in light and rendering it impossible for her to see anything beyond them. She heard the door open, steps on the tarmac, thinking that maybe she had just met the proverbial highway killer. It definitely was a cruel joke if she’d only been spared by the beasts of the wilderness to be raped, slaughtered, then probably be raped again before her body parts were fed to the coyotes. Not a nice end.

		So her relief upon hearing a female voice was immense. “Now, now, what do we got here?”

		“Err … hello, ma’am. I need your help, please.” Chloë stepped forward but was told by the woman to stop and put her hands on the hood.

		“You a cop?”

		“Sergeant Duff, California highway patrol.”

		“Oh, thank goodness. I was pretty sure I was going to be raped, killed, raped again and then fed to the coyotes.” Chloë did as she was told, was patted down by the cop, even if it would have been awfully difficult to hide the tiniest weapon beneath her clothes, then she started to tell what had happened. After Chloë had blown into the breathalyzer and the result had met Duff’s approval the cop followed her to her friends, shone her torch light at them and couldn’t help but notice that all the chicks were dressed rather like whores.

		“You sure you’re not some kind of brothel on the move?”

		“Yeah. Well … umm … I know how it looks like, but no, we’re not prostitutes. Just having fun.”

		“I see. And you totaled that car, right?”

		“Umm … yeah, that was me.”

		“OK. At least you didn’t drink, eh? Not that it helped a lot.” The cop chuckled, then went to radio the station so they could send up a tow car. “It’ll take a while.”

		“Uh huh. Thanks.”

		“You’re welcome. Want a cup of coffee?”

		And so Chloë joined Duff in the cruiser and sipped coffee that tasted awful but at least was scalding hot while Duff took a look at Zolt’s car. She came back a few minutes later, holding the registration papers in her hand, sat on the driver’s seat and switched on the overhead light to study the papers. “So this is Zolt Doku back there with the girls?”

		“Yeah. You know him?”

		“I only heard rumors when I was in Afghanistan.”

		“Figures.”

		“Why?”

		“Because he’s somewhat of a mystery man. Comes and goes, nobody really knows what he does or what he did.”

		“What I heard is that he operated alone, on the Pakistani side of the border. One of the guys who found and marked targets for the drones.”

		Chloë wasn’t too surprised. That more or less was what she and Zoë had thought, too.

		Duff remained silent for a couple of minutes, watching the sky turn from dark purple to light mauve. “So, wanna tell me what five gorgeous girls are doing with an ex-undercover agent?”

		“He invited us for a holiday after we solved a case.”

		Duff looked at her quizzically. “Solved a case? You don’t look like someone working with law enforcement.”

		“Yeah, well, I’m not. Zoë and me, we’re sort of private eyes. And no, before you have to ask, we don’t have a license, so sue us. We’re usually models but once in a while we’re asked to find someone.” Chloë went on to talk about the Forbidden Fruit and completely forgot that she wasn’t supposed to talk about that night in Anza Borrego until Duff broke out in laughter.

		“So that was you?”

		“Uh oh. Please keep it to yourself. I’m not supposed to have been there.”

		“Yeah, I guess. You don’t need to worry, though. Jack, the sheriff over there, is my husband. He talked of nothing but you two for a whole week, was quite impressed.” The cop looked at Chloë’s naked legs. “Now I know why. So you never found that black girl?”

		“Nope. But that’s OK. She has sneaked away with someone who obviously was fond of her, so I hope she’s doing well.”

		“Yeah, I hope so too. Let’s go and rouse your friends, the tow truck should be here any minute.”

		 

		The van was towed back to 29 Palms, Lexie, Chloë and Alice rode in the patrol car to the rented villa where Duff made sure it was Chloë who went to pick up the others with Lexie’s car and not Lexie, although even if Lexie was rather drunk she probably was still the better driver than Chloë. But this time everything went well and by nine o’clock everybody was back in the house, although most of them were groaning and complaining about their hangover.

		“Ha ha! Serves you well. Moderation is a virtue,” Chloë laughed at them when she saw them being sprawled out on the sofa and seats and heard their yammering.

		“Shh, keep your voice down, willya?” Zolt whispered hoarsely. “And tell me again, where’s my car?”

		“Your car needs to undergo extensive readjustment.”

		“Extensive readjustment?”

		“Like, the shredder.”

		“Oh. What happened?”

		Zoë nudged him. “She totaled it, sweetheart. That’s what happened.”

		“Again?”

		“What’s that meaning, ‘again’?” Chloë protested, her hands on her hips and glaring at Zolt. “I’ve never totaled one of your cars, did I?”

		“Shh, not so loud,” Alice groaned, then got up, announced that she was going to have a shower and catch some sleep and no, she didn’t want no bacon and eggs and she most likely wouldn’t ever be able to eat anything again.

		Eventually Zolt waved his hand dismissively, swayed a bit when he stood and said, “ah well, it’s only a car. Good night.” Lexie followed him and then Zoë, Chloë and Tatiana sat down, ate eggs and bacon, drank coffee and orange juice before they headed upstairs too, to catch up on sleep.

		 

		Zoë woke up when something tickled her ear. She opened her eyes to see Tatiana leaning over her, whispering something she didn’t understand. “What, Tatiana?” she croaked, her head still far from being OK. There seemed to be someone inside it, banging on her skull with a baseball bat.

		“Chloë. She like be slave.”

		Shaking her head to try to clear it from the haze and fog that wafted about inside it was a bad idea, as Zoë was forced to find out. The guy inside her head immediately picked up the pace and intensity of his banging when she did. “Yeah, I think she does.”

		“We Mistress. You and me. She slave.” Tatiana smiled down at her and Zoë didn’t wonder for the first time about the girl. Most others probably would have gone nuts or clammed up and avoided all contact, especially sexual contact, when they’d gone through what she had gone through. But Tatiana apparently dealt very well with everything and a mere week after being freed from being a slave she was ready to be someone else’s Mistress. But, basically she was right. Chloë obviously liked being a slave; Tatiana enjoyed being her Mistress just as much. Which left Zoë. And she wasn’t completely opposed to the idea of being Chloë’s Mistress, either. If that was an arrangement that could work at all. But she was smart enough not to worry about that right now, or maybe she was hung-over enough not to be able to think about possible complications and so she eventually said “yes, you’re right, Tatiana,” and nodded. Which wasn’t much better than shaking her head, except it made Tatiana smile and bend down to kiss her.

		“Now she is slave. We are Mistress.”

		“I’m hearing you, gals,” Chloë said. “I’m not going to be anybody’s slave after six o’clock this evening.”

		“Shut up, Chloë,” Zoë replied, stroking Chloë’s cheek tenderly. “Just shut up and make us happy.” Tatiana and Zoë laid on their backs, kissing and caressing each other, spreading their legs, eventually looking expectantly at Chloë who kneeled between them, her pussy just as moist as Tatiana’s and Zoë’s.

		After watching them kiss for a minute she sighed. “OK. OK … I see my opinion doesn’t count around here.”

		“Smart girl. Now be a good girl, too, and do what you’re told.”

		Chloë tried her best not to do as she was told. But there was no denying that she was a sex crazed babe and the sight of those two gorgeous girls kissing and making out and their juicy pussies whose sweet smell filled her nose was much more than she could deal with. And so she slid down between their legs, did her absolute best to make them happy and thus became their slave, a decision she never really consciously made but still never came to regret.

		 

		The week went by much too quickly and before they really got aware of it they had to head back to San Diego. Lexie had left after three days, having had to return to work where she found a shop manager who couldn’t believe she had sold lingerie for more than ten thousand dollars in less than two hours. When Lexie told her boss that she’d just spent three days modeling this lingerie for the buyer the manager stood with her mouth open for a minute.

		“Just tell me when he wants to take pics of you again and you’ll get off as long as you need,” she finally said with a grin.

		“Yes, ma’am.” Lexie had every intention to make use of that offer. The pictures Zolt had taken were great and even if she looked a bit foolish or awkward on many of them there were still more than enough where she looked drop dead gorgeous. In a way she regretted that he wouldn’t try to sell them to a magazine or website.

		Anyway, it had been tons of fun and she had had more great sex in those three days than she had had in the last three months, so there wasn’t really much to complain about.

		Zolt had bought a rusty second hand VW-bus from the guy who had towed his car back to town from where Chloë had wrecked it and Chloë and Lexie had sneaked away one day and driven to town with Lexie’s car and bought several buckets of paint. Now it was baby blue with flowers and hearts and peace-signs all over it and Tatiana had proven to be very skilled with a brush when she had painted an exact portrait of Chloë’s ass in a lacy pink panty with red ribbons on the rear door.

		Zolt hadn’t even shaken his head upon seeing his car. By then he had given up trying to tell the girls what to do. Mostly because he was totally OK with what they did, which was wearing the lingerie, be beautiful, pose for his camera, have sex whenever they felt like and be funny and generally great to spend time with. So, why the heck should he worry about his car looking like a hippie-mobile-cum-pussy-wagon coming straight out of the summer of love?

		“Ciao babes,” he said through the window when Zoë, Chloë and Tatiana stood beside the bus on their driveway. “See you soon.”

		“Yup. Don’t wear him out, Alice. We might want some of him, too.”

		“Sorry, girls. He’s all mine now.” Alice wrapped her arms possessively around Zolt and kissed him with a loud smack. “Marking my territory.”

		“Looks like I don’t have a say on the matter.” Zolt sighed. “Much like you, Chloë.”

		“Yeah. You get used to it. You might even start to love it. Like me.” Chloë grinned and laid her arms around her Mistresses and kissed each on their cheek. “Of course I was double lucky, I got two for one.”

		“Yeah, right. Tatiana, would you do me a favor, please?”

		“Yes. Sure.” The girl was learning fast, at least when it came to understand what was being talked about.

		“Give her a sound spanking. For the car.” He winked and backed out of the driveway, all of them waving.

		“What he said?” Tatiana asked when the VW was gone.

		“Translate, slave,” Zoë said to Chloë when the redhead made no move to translate what Zolt had said.

		Chloë glared at Zoë but the look on her friend’s face left no doubt, she’d have to translate what Zolt had asked. “Umm. Errr … he asked you to spank my ass,” she finally said in Russian. She decided against mentioning that Zolt had talked about a sound spanking. Mostly because she didn’t know the correct Russian word, but also because she figured that the spanking would be sound enough without her putting a lot of emphasis on it.

		Tatiana’s lips curved upwards when Chloë had finished. “Yes, I will. We will,” she said, winking at Zoë.

		“Fuck! I’m fucked,” Chloë groaned.

		“Yes, that too. But first you’ll be spanked,” Zoë laughed, swatted Chloë’s ass, kissed both Chloë and Tatiana and then they all went inside to get naughty.

		

	
		

		Chapter 15 - When the real Fun begins

		 

		“Here’s what you’re gonna wear, girl,” Zoë said, looking at Chloë who knelt naked at Tatiana’s feet, giving them a massage after she’d pedicured them and varnished her nails.

		Chloë looked up, eyed the garment on the clothes hanger Zoë held up and a broad grin spread over her face. “Yeah, looks great. Can I put it on now?”

		“No, first you have to finish making Tatiana feel good.”

		“Yes, Mistress.” Chloë bowed deferentially which was rather unusual. Being deferential wasn’t exactly her strong suit. Being cheeky, teasing and generally playful was. Which got her into a lot of troubles, which in turn Zoë and Tatiana loved immensely. Chloë had rated the sound spanking and the subsequent fucking by both Tatiana and Zoë after they had returned from the desert as among the top five of her sexual experiences, of which she had a lot. The mere thought of how she had lain across both their legs, her Mistresses facing each other, and their hands turning her behind in a hot, simmering mass of quivering flesh before they both had fucked her and themselves with a strap on got her pussy tingling like mad and made her longing to reach between her legs and put an end to the buzzing.

		“Feeling good, Mistress?” she asked, looking up at Tatiana.

		“Yes, girl,” the blonde replied with a smile.

		“Methinks she should smell of sex tonight,” Zoë yelled from the kitchen.

		Chloë chuckled. “I think so too.”

		“Yes, she must smell good.” Tatiana thought about that for a moment, then bend forward, reached into Chloë’s red mane and pulled her up. “You make me smell good. And you fuck my leg.”

		“Yes, Mistress. With great pleasure.” And the pleasure Chloë had as she dove for her Mistress’ pussy and started to fuck herself on her leg was obvious. She only paused her assault on Tatiana’s pussy to beg for her permission to cum, which she was denied on the grounds that there was another pussy to be licked and another leg to be fucked, a reason Chloë didn’t really think was valid because she could easily cum now, please Tatiana to a screaming orgasm and then move on to Zoë to do exactly the same again. She was, after all, a very skilled pussy-licker and leg-fucker.

		But she swallowed that argument, along with a lot of Tatiana’s sweet juices, and concentrated on the job at hand, taking down the speed and intensity with which she fucked herself a notch or two, although it was damned hard not to fuck herself into oblivion ASAP. Tatiana was pleased to a screaming orgasm, Chloë didn’t cum but crawled to Zoë which she also brought to a screaming orgasm and finally, after a lot of begging and pleading, was allowed to finger herself until she came too. However, unlike her Mistresses she wasn’t allowed to have a shower or even wash her face and so the sweet scent of hot sex and wanton pussies still lingered about her when they left two hours later, all of them dressed to kill, all of them eager to have the best of times.

		There’d been a short discussion whether each of her Mistresses should clip a leash to Chloë’s collar but then they’d decided that this wouldn’t be practical and they could take turns, or even better, leash their slave to a chair or table and make sure she was busy all the time and didn’t think about straying away.

		“Where are we going?” Chloë asked when Zoë steered the tank onto the highway leading north instead of south, where the ‘No Pain, No Gain’ was located.

		“You don’t need to know. All you got to do is make sure you don’t loose that egg. And serve us, of course.”

		“Fat chance of that happening, eh? I mean, losing the egg,” Chloë quickly added when she saw the look Zoë shot her in the rear view mirror. “What with all the chains and stuff.” It wasn’t that many chains, though. Just one running around her waist, cinched rather tight, another one going through her slit and which became two chains that run up again to her hips, framing her ass. Two more chains were connected to her collar and hung rather loose, curving around her breasts and ran to the small of her back where they where clipped to the waist chain. All in all her outfit was more than just revealing, it was enhancing her nakedness. But she was, after all, Chloë, and Chloë didn’t have the slightest problem with being ‘nakeder’ among a lot of people.

		They stopped in front of Zolt’s house and Chloë was sent to go ring the bell. “It’s your fault when I spend the night in jail for indecent exposure,” she lamented as she swung her legs out of the car and sashayed across the driveway to the door.

		“The bitches and butches would have a blast if you do. But there’s nobody here to call the cops and I’m pretty sure Zolt won’t do it either.”

		“Wow!” Zolt exclaimed as soon as his eyes fell on Chloë. “That’s revealing, to say the least.”

		“Yeah, it’s buzzing, too.”

		“Buzzing?” Alice asked.

		“My Mistresses honored me with an egg vibe in my pussy. It’s remote controlled.”

		“Lemme guess who has the remote,” Zolt said after he kissed Chloë on the cheeks. Tatiana waved out of the passenger window, a little electronic device in her hand. She pressed a button and Chloë twitched. They all watched and listened as the egg hummed inside her, grinned when she began to moan, laughed when a rivulet of juices ran down her leg. But they laughed hardest when Tatiana switched the egg off again and Chloë moaned twice as loud, out of frustration this time.

		“Shit! I hate that thingy already!” she whined and got in the car again. Alice and Zolt joined her on the back seat and off they were, out for a night of depravities and debaucheries.

		“No you don’t. You love it, you just hate it being turned off,” Zolt put his arms around Alice and Chloë. He’d decided on a suit, figuring that if the girls put in an extra effort to look their best, he should too.

		“Can’t you tell him to shave off that goatee,” Chloë looked across Zolt to Alice. “It’s totally out of fashion. Also, men with beards are not allowed to go down on me.”

		“Shh, slave,” Tatiana admonished her. “We decide. You only obey.”

		Chloë rolled her eyes. “Yes Mistress. Of course Mistress. Always, Mistress.” The tone of her voice was not defying, but mocking nevertheless.

		Zoë shot her another glance in the rear-view mirror. “Girl, watch your tongue or you’ll be in trouble.”

		“Huh? I beg your pardon, Mistress? I’d say I am already in trouble. I’m nakeder than just naked, I’ve got a vibe up my cunt which is controlled by my wickedly evil other Mistress, I’m about to go to a club to be paraded around and whatever else comes to your minds. That’s a lot of trouble for one obedient and devoted slave.”

		“Yet you totally love it,” Alice chimed in.

		Chloë smiled. “Yup. I love every single darn second. I also totally love your new boobies.”

		Alice beamed, kissed Zolt on the cheek and lifted her top to show them her new firm, small tits. “Me too. I feel like me again.”

		“That’s the best thing I heard all day,” Zoë said, admiring Alice’s chest. “Yeah, they’re great. Perfect.”

		“Let’s go girls, we’re already late,” Zolt reminded them. “Also, we got to pick up Lexie, too.”

		Lexie was waiting for them sitting on the steps in front of her house. Unsure of what to wear to a fetish event and even more unsure of what role she’d prefer she had put on fuck me boots, a black short leather skirt and a matching bustier, figuring that this would go either way.

		“You look fantastic, as always,” Zolt said and kissed her on the cheek and opened the car door for her.

		“Thank you, Zolt. I must say I’m a bit nervous. I’ve never been to such an event.”

		“We haven’t, either,” Alice responded. “But I guess if we’re just our usual self we should be fine.”

		Zoë giggled when she thought of how their usual self had been in 29 Palms. “Either that or we’ll be thrown off the premises in no time.”

		They weren’t, though. Quite to the contrary. They drew quite a lot of stares as they entered and a lot of those stares were envious stares Zolt was being shot by other guys. After they’d ogled the give gorgeous chicks, of course. It was a bit unfair, after all, one guy with five gorgeous girls, even when it was apparent that they weren’t all his girls.

		Tatiana was fully enjoying herself, her back erect, her eyes shining whenever she looked at her slave, whose leash she firmly held in her hands. She had clipped a chain to the back of Chloë’s collar in the car and then locked both ends to the wrist cuffs. Now Chloë’s hands were between her shoulder blades and her breasts were being nicely thrust forward, the chain between them glinting as it dangled. Once inside, Tatiana stopped, released her slave and ordered her to fetch them all drinks while the others headed for an empty booth.

		“Umm, Mistress?”

		“Yes, girl?” Tatiana said with a smile.

		“I can’t bring you drinks with my hands bound behind my back.”

		“Yes you can.”

		“Yes, Mistress.” Chloë wouldn’t have been Chloë if she hadn’t at least rolled her eyes and Tatiana wouldn’t have been the Mistress she’d become during the last weeks if she hadn’t immediately pulled her slave close, hooked a finger into the chain between her breasts and pulled on it while at the same time swatting her girl’s ass hard enough to make a few heads turn with the sound of the impact.

		“Hush, girl. No discussion.”

		 

		Chloë wandered off to the bar, felt a bit exposed and a lot stared at, then came upon the bar and before she could even make eye contact with Mandy she felt a hand on her naked ass. Now Chloë was anything but a prude and a lot of people had touched her ass and a lot of them without her consent, but being helplessly bound and felt up by some sleazebag was more than she would put up with. So she jerked around but even before she could knee the asshole Tom had already grabbed him by his collar.

		“This is no behavior in this club. You will now apologize to this lovely young lady and then you will leave and never come back again. Right?”

		“What? The cunt parades around naked, she likes it.”

		“Enough. Go now before I get angry.” Tom steered the guy towards the exit, one arm turned upwards until he winced from the pain. Once the bouncer had taken care of the jerk Tom returned. “Hello Chloë. It’s great to see you again, although I’m afraid the circumstances are not as I want them to be. Please accept my sincerest apologies.”

		“Hello Tom. No worries, I’m fine and my ass isn’t made of delicate china. But,” she grinned, “you could give me a hand carrying the drinks to my friends. That would be very nice.”

		Tom looked at her, smiled wickedly, then shook his head. “Sorry, babe. But if your lovely Mistress has ordered you to serve her with your hands bound I cannot deprive you of the chance to make her proud.”

		“Oh, the honor thingy.”

		“Yep, the honor thingy.”

		“OK, then I guess I better make her proud.”

		“Do that. And then I’d like to join you for a moment.” He scanned the room in search of Zoë, then turned to look back at Chloë. “Oh, that’s quite a bunch of lovely girls. And just one guy.”

		“Yeah, and he even knows how to behave. Well, most of the time. Also, I got two Mistresses now.”

		“Good. Very good. I’m sure you serve them well.”

		“I do my best.” Chloë turned her attention to Mandy who had finished serving some other guests and was now smiling at Chloë. “Hello Mandy. You look gorgeous today.”

		“You too. Chains look good on you, give your Mistress my compliments for her choice of clothes.”

		“Yup, will do.”

		Both Mandy and Tom watched smiling as Chloë hurried to and fro with the drinks, having to make three trips until she was done. Tatiana beamed and told Chloë how beautiful she looked and that everybody had been staring at her. “But you belong to us. Only us.”

		“As long as you’re not told to serve somebody else, of course,” Zoë chimed in and signaled to Chloë to kneel between herself and Tatiana. But just when Chloë turned around to kneel she froze, then darted away once more, forgetting all manners.

		“What’s happened to her?” Lexie asked but Zoë didn’t listen because she had seen what Chloë had seen and just told them to wait a minute, they’d be right back and followed Chloë across the club.

		 

		When Zoë reached Chloë, the redhead knelt in front of a blonde woman who shared a small both with a tall stunningly beautiful black girl dressed in a short white leather skirt and a matching leather bra. “Excuse me, ma’am, can I ask you something,” Chloë asked when the blonde turned to look at her.

		“Yes, go ahead my dear.”

		“May I ask whether your lovely girl is called Mahider?” the blonde’s eyes narrowed while the Nubian’s eyes went wide as she stared from Chloë to Zoë and then looked at her Mistress.”Why would you want to know?”

		“It’s complicated. Oh, I’m terribly sorry. This is my Mistress Zoë.”

		“Pleased to meet you,” the blonde said, shaking Zoë’s hand. “I’m Monique. Please take a seat.”

		The Mistress motioned towards a seat on the opposite side of the table, her eyes wandering over Chloë’s body as Zoë parked her perfect ass on the seat. “I presume she’s Chloë then.” Now that she knew that Zoë was the Domme she didn’t pay Chloë much attention anymore. That was fine with Chloë, because it allowed her to study Mahider. She seemed to be OK; at least there was nothing to indicate that she wasn’t.

		“Yes, she’s Chloë,” Zoë said to the woman.

		“I like the outfit your lovely slave is wearing.”

		“Thank you Monique. Although the most important part of her outfit is buzzing deep inside her.”

		“Good, nothing better than a girl in heat,” Monique said with a hearty chuckle. “They’re so beautiful when they’re hot and wanton.”

		“True. So, well, yeah, we are those girls who were hired to find Mahider. I presume we’ve found her.”

		“Yeah, you did. Now what?”

		“Nothing. We don’t have a contract with Mosley anymore. I guess you got the money and Mahider, Mosley got nothing but knows he better keeps his mouth shut, we got paid.” Zoë paused to smile at Mahider. “And most important, your lovely slave seems to be happy. So there are no loose ends and all is perfectly fine.”

		Monique looked at them both, then at her girl. “Yes, she is happy and so am I. And I’m only a little bit sorry I’ve sent you out on a hike in the desert.” She grinned, then she leaned forward and lifted Chloë’s face to look into her eyes. “But mostly I’d like to thank you for everything you did for those girls in the Forbidden Fruit. I heard about that. You two are a great women and I’m sure you that do your Mistress a lot of honor.”

		“Thank you, ma’am. Actually I’m much too cheeky to do her a lot of honor. Anyway, there’s something else, if I may say so.” She was given permission by Monique and went on, “Mosley said that Mahider carries some secret with her, a very valuable secret. Apparently it’s a tattoo.”

		“Ah, yes. It’s hard to miss, since it is tattooed on a part of her body I know very well and from close up. Here, I’ve written it on a strip of paper some time ago, but so far nobody could make anything of it.” She rummaged in her purse for a moment, then produced a strip of paper and handed it to Zoë.

		“Thank you. We’ll let you know if we find out anything.”

		“Yes, please. Now go and have fun. But you two look as if you don’t need to be told to have fun.”

		“No we don’t, ma’am. Thank you, and have a great evening.”

		They returned to their booth and joined their friends. Everybody studied the strip of paper but nobody could make anything of the two seemingly random rows of numbers and letters. Except Tatiana. But she didn’t know what it meant, either. All she knew was that she had seen the two rows on Mahider’s pussy when she’d been forced to go down on her.

		“I am glad she eez well,” she said, putting the slip of paper on the table.

		Tom approached them and was introduced by Chloë. “I hope you’re enjoying yourself.”

		“We do, thanks,” they all said.

		“And again, my apologies for that incident,” he said to Chloë. She assured him that it was OK, but he wasn’t really listening anymore because he was studying the note which lay on the table.

		“One of you has a Swiss bank account?” he asked, looking around questioningly.

		“Huh? Is that what it is?”

		“Yes, Zoë. It is the number of an account with the Swiss Credit Bank.”

		“How do you know?”

		“This here,” he motioned at the club behind him, “this here is just my favorite pastime. During the week I’m with the IRS.”

		“Oh shit, we’re doomed,” Chloë piped.

		“That may well be the case, my dear. At least for you,” Tom grinned at Chloë, “if you continue to use such foul language. But as it isn’t a weekday, I couldn’t care less about anybody having a bank account in Zurich. As a matter of fact, I don’t even know about a note with numbers and letters.” He let the paper fall back on the table again. “But I do know that one of my girls is not well and that I wanted to ask you whether your slave could come and give Mandy a hand behind the bar,” he went on, looking at Zoë.

		Zoë looked at Tatiana who nodded and bent to release Chloë’s hands. “Off you go, girl. And make sure to bend at the waist like a good girl.”

		“Yes, Mistress. I know how to behave.”

		Lexie got up too. “I’ll help too, if you want.”

		 

		They both followed Tom and joined Mandy behind the bar. Soon they were busy tending the bar and serving the guests and then they tidied and cleaned everything when the last guests had left and only their friends and Tom remained behind.

		Zoë had brought the slip of paper back to Monique and had told her what it was about and Monique had been grateful and had left soon after and since then Tatiana and Zoë and Zolt and Alice had joined the crowd to watch a few scenes, then had returned to their booth to talk and now they all sat at the bar and watched the three girls finish their cleaning.

		“I think Lexie and Mandy get along very fine,” Zoë observed when she once again noticed how the two looked at each other and how Mandy seemed to know exactly what Lexie wanted her to do. Even if Mandy was the one in charge of the bar, she seemed to acknowledge that Lexie had taken the lead. It was a very subtle change in their interaction, but Tom had noticed it too.

		“Yeah, I think so too.”

		“Is that a problem?”

		“No. I’m merely Mandy’s mentor, not her Master, even if that’s what she calls me. She’s a wonderful woman and if she’s happy, I’m happy too. Besides, there’s still Sandy and two young, vivid girls like those two are much too much for an old bloke like me.”

		“You’re not old,” Zoë protested.

		“Well, I am, but I’m also old enough to say that now we should start the real fun.”

		“Yeah, that sounds like a plan I like,” Zolt said.

		Tatiana beckoned Chloë over and locked the wrist cuffs on her back again. “Now you will serve everyone,” she smiled and kissed her slave passionately.

		“Oh fuck! I’m fucked!” Chloë exclaimed, her eyes wide in mock desperation.

		“You bet,” everybody laughed. And then the real fun began.

		 

		The End.
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