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  Chapter One


  


  Leslie ran her hand along Rosalie’s thigh, moving it between her legs to where she was soft and very wet, causing the sweet Latino woman to grovel back against the subtle invasion, her body rising and falling to the crescendo of her inner sexual beat.


  “More chica, fuck me hard,” Rosalie gasped in her husky voice. Leslie’s hand slapped each pulsing thigh to part them wide. She wanted the interior, right in the middle where Rosalie’s purple pink cunt throbbed. One finger after another slipped inside the juicy portal; while Leslie’s mouth came down to cover the hard bud of her lover’s clit.


  “Ooo, that’s right little bitch,” Leslie egged her on, slapping Rosalie’s thighs between laps of the growing pool of liquid in her hand. She watched the broad rear buck and the tawny breasts bounce again her chest. Leslie’s squeezed a nipple and listened for the sound of feigned protest to follow, then she let the nipple go to see it remain a tight bud, a fine little knot she’d soon bite one more time, until it really hurt. She wanted to hear Rosalie’s gasp of pain.


  “Si! Si, si! Harder!!” Rosalie screamed. The sweating girl squeezed her inner muscles against Leslie’s hand. Then she released her grip and her whole torso relaxed, only to clench one more time. She did a strange orgasmic shimmy while spouting Spanish Leslie didn’t understand, then collapsed into the bed’s soft cotton sheets, panting. A hot afternoon sun bathed them both, making their sweaty bodies cling to each other in a sticky pool of sexual sensation.


  “Ah si, I’m in love,” Rosalie, murmured.


  “And I’m in love with your body,” Leslie replied, as she drifted into her own world, lying back in the pile of rumpled sheets. She was thinking of Rosalie, but also thinking of other lovers, the ones that weren’t available to her now.


  “And why not be in love with my body?” Rosalie answered, smiling broadly. She moved around to recline on her side and stroke Leslie’s naked belly, running a long red nail down the surface of her skin and leaving a tiny red line.


  With a bright sunshine face, Rosalie had claimed nearly three months of Leslie’s time. It was much more than Leslie thought she’d give the sweet, brown-skinned girl. Then again, Rosalie was hardly a girl, being somewhere between twenty-five and thirty; although her Latina form, the long black hair and wide dark eyes, made her look so innocent—as if she were still a child. Truth was, Rosalie wasn’t sweet at all. She was a fucking hellion in bed, and she did what she damned well pleased—which was okay with Leslie, since she had no plans for a permanent relationship with this woman.


  Rosalie was convenient, however, giving Leslie a good excuse to stay home at night, avoid bars and those awkward intimate moments with women she really didn’t want to go to bed with. She could enjoy Rosalie’s voracious appetite for sex, and her delicious body. Even the Spanish she sprinkled into their lovemaking had an exotic quality that Leslie relished. They were two grown, free thinking women who had come together because it was easy and fun—no strings, no regrets.


  The phone jangled noisily, and Leslie reached out to answer it, knocking the whole thing to the floor.


  “Leslie, Leslie!” She heard a man’s anxious voice on the other end.


  “Yeah, Yeah, I’m here,” she answered, sitting up while pulling the phone from the floor by the cord.


  “I tried to find you at the office, but you weren’t there. What are you doing in bed at this hour?” he asked.


  Leslie recognized John Longcore’s voice, with its unmistakable soft low pitch he must have developed as a teacher. She feared it was likely monotonous to listen to for any length of time, poor students.


  “What do you usually do in bed at three in the afternoon?” Leslie replied curtly. “I’m certainly not sick.”


  “Good, then you’ll be able to help me right way.”


  “Is it better than making love?”


  “Of course not, but this is an emergency.”


  “What’s up?” Leslie asked, trying to sound interested, although at the moment, the idea of going to work wasn’t greeted favorably by either body or mind.


  “It’s Betsy,” John said, as if that should explain it all. He sounded worried.


  “Yeah?” Leslie recalled John’s brunette sister with a good deal of regret. She was about the only woman she knew who hadn’t slept with Betsy Longcore. The luscious little thing looked as innocent as a child – like Rosalie she supposed, without the Latino. However, she had a reputation for sucking pussy that reached all around the city.


  “She’s been arrested,” John said, voice cracking.


  “What!”


  “Felicia Roman was murdered yesterday, or this morning or something.”


  “Betsy killed Felicia?” Leslie gasped in horror. She always thought it would be the other way around; the rude Felicia Roman was a holy terror.


  “No, damn it no!” John started to shout.


  “Hey, calm down,” Leslie said, realizing that her good friend was about to come unglued.


  “The police think they have enough circumstantial evidence to charge her. She’s been in custody since early this morning.”


  “And you’d like me to investigate?”


  “Yes.” She could sense the tears she couldn’t see in John’s soft blue eyes. He had a perpetual sadness about him, which was likely all the worse now. “I don’t know what to do, but I know she didn’t do it,” John assured her.


  “Have you seen her?”


  “She called from the jail, they took her in right away. I got her a lawyer. But I think this calls for more than just a good defense. There’s a bunch of women living up on the Hill, any one could have killed Felicia. Betsy says she’s innocent, and I believe her.”


  Lots of people are innocent, Leslie thought to herself. “Okay, I’ll look into it. See what I can do. You just stay calm.”


  “Calm! There’s no way I’m going to calm down about this until someone else is behind bars for that murder.” His voice cracked painfully, making Leslie wince.


  “Yeah, I know. Maybe have a stiff drink,” she said sympathetically, “you take care of yourself…” She hung up the phone.


  Leslie knew John Longcore from the marches a few years back. He was a sweet gay man with lots of charm, but not much backbone in a crisis. And dammit what a crisis. Felicia Roman murdered! That wasn’t as hard to believe as the idea that the woman was actually gone, dead. She hadn’t even bothered to ask how it happened. Likely it was very messy; Felicia could fight like a tiger. Who would have the guts, the audacity to do it? My god, she figured anyone who murdered her would likely be haunted into eternity by Felicia’s ghost.


  And Betsy Longcore, she mused to herself. Sweet generous little hussy that she was, did she have it in her?


  “What’s wrong?” Rosalie asked, dropping her arm around Leslie’s shoulder. She felt so seductively warm, Leslie would have liked to have fallen back into bed with her.


  “Gotta go,” she said. “Murder in the wind.”


  “Oh, not again?” Rosalie said despondently. Leslie had just finished a murder case that took six months to solve.


  “It’s the job hon,” Leslie answered.


  “You be careful, I don’t need my lover murdered,” Rosalie said, concerned. She wasn’t used to Leslie’s P.I. job, although for that matter Leslie had never gotten used to murder.


  “Don’t worry, Rosa, the murdering is done and the body’s cold in the morgue.”


  “Maybe so, but what’s to prevent the murderer from striking again?” She was hot already and ready to argue.


  “You’re letting TV drama get to you, Rosalie,” Leslie replied dryly. “Besides I won’t die, that’s not in my plans, at least not at a murder scene.”


  Leslie pulled herself off the bed and searched the floor for her clothes that had been quickly ripped from her by her pawing lover. There were just jeans and a denim shirt left, her underwear had been ripped in the foray—a nice touch that always excited her when Rosalie was so smitten that she couldn’t help herself. Buttoning her shirt, Leslie stopped half way so her cleavage showed. “You approve?” Leslie asked. Rosalie liked the show of flesh, being a flagrant exhibitionist herself.


  “Yeah, you push them at me much more, I’ll ruin your shirt, too,” she replied, with a seductive grin.


  Leslie smiled. “Maybe you should worry that I’ll attract another woman?” she teased.


  “Then let her join us,” Rosalie said, her eyes lit up like a Spanish dancer’s.


  “By the way, where are you going?” Leslie asked her lover. “Didn’t you have some meeting scheduled?”


  “New York. I have to nurse this client through the next few days. Then I’ve got some commercials lined up, should be a breeze, but old Helen needs to have me there.” She looked sweet, pouty and downcast, just to make Leslie feel better.


  Leslie nodded, thinking that it was probably not a bad idea that her lover was leaving for a few days. She could spare Rosalie all the gory details, and spare herself Rosalie’s unnecessary concern. “You gonna be screwing around?” Leslie asked her. “I want to know how much latitude I have while you’re gone. Isn’t Helen a special friend?”


  “Ah, I don’t know what she’ll want to do. But you know me. Have fun, I always say.”That meant Rosalie would be having the time of her life with someone, if not Helen, in New York. Leslie breathed deeply, thinking it was satisfactory enough. No strings, no obligations. She turned, watching Rosalie’s nicely rounded backside disappear into the bathroom. Then picking up the phone, she dialed her partner Robin Penny.


  “Hey, where you been?” Robin blurted out, when she heard Leslie’s voice. “I can’t run this damned business by myself, or have you decided being a Private Eye just isn’t exciting enough for you, you have to find your little tramps to fuck with …”


  “What are you so pissed about?” Leslie charged back.


  “I’ve been sitting here in the hot stuffy office all day, while you’re taking the day off. You know how monotonous it is going over books while this ceiling fan drones on all day. God! Have I got a headache. If I weren’t on the first floor, I’d just jump out the window and end it all.”


  “Hey that could look kinda cute, you offing yourself that way, and screwing it up?” Leslie suggested trying to lighten up her former lover.


  “Sorta typical for me, screwing up? Is that what you’re saying?”


  “I never said that, I can’t do this work without you, you know that.”


  “Just don’t go leaving me on a day like this, and with the books in such a mess. You should be whipped for leaving the accounts like this.”


  “Listen, don’t you go complaining about all your hard labor, you weren’t in the office all day,” Leslie charged. “I got a call, said no one answered the office number.”


  “I have to eat sometime,” Robin replied, still irritated.


  It was clear that there was very little Leslie could say to appease her. “Well, not to change the subject and disturb your snit, but we’ve got a new case.”


  “Well, that’s refreshing,” Robin said. “What’s up?”


  Leslie waited a moment, unsure exactly how to break the news, but she then finally just blurted out: “Felicia Roman is dead.”


  Leslie listened to Robin gasp. “What?”


  “Felicia was murdered, Robin.” The harder edge in her voice quickly softened.


  “My god, when?”


  “Last night, yesterday, I guess.” Leslie could imagine the blood draining from Robin’s already pale face. She suspected tears were forming in her blue eyes. Maybe it wasn’t such a good idea to say this over the phone.


  “How?”


  “Don’t know all the details, John Longcore called. They’ve arrested Betsy, and he’s a basket case. He’s convinced she’s innocent and he needs us to snoop around and see what really happened. You want to meet me at police headquarters in say a half hour?”


  “Yeah sure,” Robin replied without an ounce of enthusiasm. Murder was never her favorite kind of work, and this one was likely to affect her more than usual.


  “You going to be okay?” Leslie asked.


  “Felicia’s dead, that’s pretty strange, huh?” Robin said softly.


  “That’s what I thought. Say, why don’t I do the preliminaries at police headquarters and we’ll get together later and discuss it?”


  “No, I’ll go. I have to,” Robin replied.


  Leslie knew the first hot-fired emotions in Robin would be subsiding now, as the sensuous blonde stuffed another loss into her heart and became the model detective. Robin had been Felicia’s lover ten years before, and it shouldn’t affect her now, but Robin would still feel the loss even if it didn’t show on the surface.


  Robin was efficient, responsible and steady, even though she had the temperament to break down at the drop of the hat. Leslie feared that she just might lose it this time. She often thought that the detective business was too rough for her partner. Yet, Robin had always loved the puzzle of investigations, putting disparate pieces together in her own curious way. She had the knack for coming up with the right answers, using some mysterious intuitive process that Leslie didn’t understand. This case would shake her more than normal and Leslie almost wished she hadn’t called her; but then Robin would have been very upset when she found out.




  Chapter Two


  


  “Can you tell us what you have on Betsy Longcore?” Leslie politely addressed the rotund detective behind the metal desk. She and Robin felt as if they had been shoe-horned into the cramped office where there was hardly a breath of air to be had. Robin coughed, while they both attempted to peer through the cloud of smoke surrounding them. The blustery detective was exactly the kind of man they abhorred, reason enough to enjoy the company of women.


  “A knife, Betsy Longcore’s knife, complete with her fingerprints. She and the Roman lady were into this bondage stuff, figure she got a little too into it, if you know what I mean, and she stabbed her. There are enough reported arguments between them to suggest a decent motive.”


  “Betsy found the body?”


  “Betsy Longcore killed her. She had the knife in her hand. Didn’t let go of it until the police came on the scene and took it from her.”


  “There’s a lot of explanations for the knife,” Leslie charged.


  “Yeah, and one good one. She murdered the dyke.”


  Leslie sighed, “Is that all you have?”


  “Aw ladies, there’s a whole lot more,” he said, leaning back in his chair, blowing more smoke in their faces. “We got pictures of Felicia Roman with all sorts of women. Real, what do you call it ‘Domme’.” He just had to snicker as he said it. “Your Betsy Longcore was jealous. Had every reason to be. The way I see it, she’d had enough of her lover lady running around on her. Plus, she was in the house all night, she admits that. With everything else we have, we don’t need a whole lot more. We got bags of evidence to comb through, but I don’t think it’s gonna change a thing.” The detective ground his jaw against the cigar, a little spittle running from the corner of his mouth.


  Leslie waved the cloud smoke out of her face, then tried to catch a fresh breath—impossible as that was. “There were three other women in the house that night, too. Have you considered them?” she asked.


  “Humm, let’s see,” the detective looked at his reports. “There were three, yeah, all living in that fleabag of an old house, this Martha Quigley, Remy … ah something or other, real long name, and some chick, Zelda, from New Orleans. They tell me they were playing their own parlor games that night, and that they were all fast asleep at the time of the murder, safely tucked in their beds.”


  “You assume they’re not lying?” Leslie asked.


  “We’re considering their stories, Ms. Patrick. But you can leave that for us to sift through.”


  “It seems to me that you really have a lot of possibilities that you’re not seriously considering. How about Jane Hugh?” Leslie asked.


  “Yeah, I got something on her too. She was in a lesbo bar with a bunch of dyke friends of hers. Her story checks out.” The detective looked up at them with a case closed attitude, and a silly smirk. “You two play their games?” he asked, motioning to Robin and Leslie with an insinuating gleam in his eye.


  Leslie had to bite her tongue.


  “You’re out of order detective,” Robin said, with a degree of purpose that Leslie rarely saw from her partner.


  There didn’t seem to be much point in continuing the conversation. There was obviously plenty of evidence to indict Betsy, but there was also enough loose ends to tie knots all around Roman Hill Estate.


  “How about some dinner?” Leslie asked, as she and Robin were out on the street again, breathing the fresh air.


  “I don’t know whether I want to eat after that,” Robin answered.


  “I know what you mean,” Leslie replied. “But I’m still famished. A little food might settle me down.”


  They found a small diner near the station, and sat down opposite each other in a booth, both ordering soup and crackers.


  “My stomach is doing flip flops,” Robin said, while staring into Leslie green eyes. “Pictures were pretty horrible. Not a lot of blood, just that small wound.” Her voice trailed off.


  “You had trouble looking at them, didn’t you?” Leslie asked. “You didn’t have to, you know.”


  “It was okay. They didn’t really look like her. Her face especially, twisted so strangely. By the way, did you notice the knots on those bindings?” Robin added, suddenly having gathered her senses and returning to business.


  “Sort of. Why?”


  “Tied by an expert; they were all the same,” Robin said. “I don’t think Betsy could have done it. She’s not a top, never has been, that I know of.”


  “Someone else could have done the ropes,” Leslie suggested.


  “An accomplice, yes, but it doesn’t feel like that.” There was a faraway look in Robin’s eye, as if she’d gone some place else in her mind just to find the answers.


  “Suppose we ought to go to Roman Hill tomorrow,” Leslie said.


  Robin nodded. “Those women up there are holding back, if that’s all they told the police. Little enclave they have there. Probably all trying to protect each other. I mean they all might have wanted Felicia dead.”


  Leslie smiled. “That could very well be. I think we need to look at the possible motives first. It would appear, except for Jane, that they all had opportunity.”


  “No airtight alibis,” Robin agreed. “But then again, I’m afraid that every woman who has ever known Felicia would have some kind of motive for murder.”


  “Oh? You too?”


  “God yes, cantankerous hellion that she was. Until I decided that she was certifiably crazy, I wanted to ring her neck a dozen times.”


  Leslie tried not to laugh. Though she was glad to see Robin lighten, even if it was just a little. She would love to have had her in bed that night, just to hold her again. Unfortunately, she couldn’t think of a way to get her there. The rule about their platonic business relationship was firm, from Leslie’s as well as Robin’s point of view. It had been that way for several years. Though this was one day that Leslie wished she could break it.


  “Suppose we meet at the Hill, ten o’clock?” Leslie suggested.


  “Sounds good. I need a long night’s sleep,” Robin replied.


  “You get one, you do look awfully tired.”


  After the soup, crackers, a little more stilted talk, and a tender good-bye, Robin watched Leslie walk toward her truck. Her brunette friend then stopped to look at her, until Robin was by her own car and getting in. That little protective gesture was rather sweet, Robin thought. But then that was Leslie’s way, even if Robin hated the idea that her partner thought she needed protection right now.


  After watching Leslie drive away, Robin drove up town, to a seedier side of the city where there were dank apartments, empty office buildings and a smattering of light industrial factories on their last legs. Discarded paper fluttered in the streets, while upended trash cans cluttered the sidewalks. There was an eerie, lonesome feeling about this part of town; even drug dealers and hookers steered clear, simply because there was no one with money to buy what they offered. A few sad people wandered about on their way from one lonely moment of their lives to another, somewhere in one of the squalid flats above ground level.


  The little flat that Robin sought was up three flights, although taking those stairs was like walking into another world, away from the menial one on the street, and far away from her normal fast-paced life. Robin saw from the street that the light was on; Britta was home. She breathed a sigh of relief and began the long trek.


  Minutes later, Robin’s knock on the door produced a vague reply, which was enough encouragement to walk on in, even though she wasn’t quite sure what the woman had mumbled. It didn’t really matter, Robin would go in regardless.


  Once inside, she looked around the expansive apartment searching for what she wanted. Didn’t take long to feel the sweet sexual warmth rush into her thighs; the moment she smelled the incense burning, her craving ignited—a conditioned response, she supposed, after so many sessions in Britta’s den.


  “You look like shit,” the woman said from the fog of smoke around her.


  Robin looked up to see the object of her search reclining on a daybed in one corner of the room. “You’ll take me tonight, please?” Robin asked with a hopeful half-smile on her lips.


  The woman stared at her, as if she was reading a page from the book Robin wrote inside her heart.


  “Of course, my little Robbie,” she answered, noting her guest’s thinly disguised distress. “You need it especially hard tonight, perhaps?


  Robin nodded.


  The incense was so thick it was beginning to burn her nostrils. She breathed it deeply, thinking there was a trace of cigarette smoke in the vapors, along with the scent of some mystical eastern herbal concoction. She breathed deeply again, letting the smoke soothe her into that other side of her life. The heat between her legs expanded, burning hot and demandingly.


  “You should have called first, but I’ll take you,” Britta said curtly. “Sit on the stool.” She pointed to the space in front of her.


  Robin spied the familiar piece resting innocently between her and Britta. It was a little round thing; its needlepoint cushion reasonably comfortable, but clearly humbling. The stool was so low that when she sat on it, her legs were above her bottom and naturally spread wide apart. Of course, this was part of Britta’s design; the position required was unabashedly submissive.


  Sitting on stool now, however, in jeans, not naked or in a revealing skirt, the position didn’t have quite the right effect. Her cunt would be spread out and exposed if she were dressed properly for a meeting with Mistress Britta.


  “Working?” the Domme asked, noting how Robin was dressed.


  “Yes.”


  “Too much for you?”


  “I just need to forget everything for a while. An old friend of mine is dead.”


  The Domme almost broke out in a tender smile, but like so many things with her, it was too subtle to know if she was exhibiting any affection. The woman remained reclined on her couch, looking like a haughty queen bee. Her strawberry blonde hair was piled on top of her head, although it was starting to fall down in a messy disarray. Maybe it was bedtime and it didn’t matter what she looked like anymore. Britta’s lips were as red as an old brick, and she gave off an ancient scent even though she wasn’t very old. She could be arrogant or kind, depending on the need, but the look she gave Robin now was pure disgust.


  “You’ll take off your clothes and find something I’d like to see you wear,” she ordered, waving Robin to a corner of the room, where a massive wardrobe stood with its doors wide open and garments spilling out around the floor.


  Robin rose to her feet and walked to the wardrobe, disrobing quickly. There was just her blouse, bra, jeans and panties to shed, and of course her shoes and socks. Once naked, she felt a chill in the air that gave her goosebumps. A slender woman with gentle curves, Robin’s best assets were her shapely legs, and perky breasts that, though not large, stood out full and round. Her large nipples were frequently so hard they poked shamelessly through almost any garment. Robin knew Britta would admire her, even though she wouldn’t say a word. Still, Robin liked knowing that she pleased her mistress this way.


  Reaching inside the mass of clothes inside the wardrobe, Robin pulled out a red leather bustier, thinking Britta would be especially pleased with the choice. She let her mistress see what she’d picked, lowering her eyes submissively while she waited for the woman’s approval.


  “That’ll be enough,” Britta said as she watched, focused on every move the blonde woman made.


  While in front of the mirror, Robin pulled the two sides of the bustier around her middle so that they nearly met; then she laced them as tightly as she could, feeling an erotic swell inside her loins, as the self-imposed bondage began to have its effect.


  “Pull it tighter, Robbie, will you?” Britta called out.


  Robin tugged harder, pulling at her breasts so that they were pushed up to the top of the bustier, having no where else to go. Her nipples sat just over the edge of the leather, while below, the bustier stopped just past her waist. The soft swell of Robin’s hips and the lovely ‘V’ of her cunt radiated an aura of erotic need, matching what rumbled through her needy body.


  “You can sit now,” she was instructed.


  “You will have my ass, won’t you?” Robin asked anxiously, as she returned to the needlepoint stool.


  “I’ll have what I want,” Britta answered, haughtily. “And then maybe I’ll give you what you need. You are unscheduled tonight, and you know how intrusions piss me off.”


  On the stool again, with her legs spread wide, Robin’s cunt was the way the mistress wanted, unprotected and vulnerable, open for her to view. The labia were naturally parted so that Britta could see the deep purple folds of skin and the dark cunt hole. Wisps of blonde hair around the pretty, spread out pussy glistened with female dew.


  “Put your arms behind you,” the mistress ordered, “wrists together.”


  Finally rising from the lounge, Britta gathered her cuffs and rope from a shelf beside her. She was a large firm woman with massive breasts that swung loosely in front of her, while her hips and crotch moved seductively before Robin’s hungry gaze. Robin could see the woman’s pussy through the filmy purple caftan, a nest of dark thick pubic curls, which Robin remembered well with her face pressed firmly against the warm flesh. It would please her to service the woman again tonight, although she hoped that other things would happen first: what she came for and what she needed most.


  The mistress pulled Robin’s arms together tightly as she clamped cuffs around her wrists, and then bound them together with rope. As she sat on the needlepoint stool, Robin’s thrust about before her and jiggled, looking erotically alluring. The awkward position hurt, but it was a good hurt. Plus, it served its intended purpose, reminding the submissive of the humble attitude she must assume inside this flat.


  “This is for me,” Britta said, taking a crop from the wall. The long black riding crop ended with a loose leather end of thin tied leather cords. A dozen biting cuts landed in succession against Robin’s tits, with the pain instantly horrendous and bringing her to tears. An impassioned groan escaped her lips, which was much more than Britta wanted from her sub. She always demanded quiet, just the sounds of leather and skin during correction—at least at the beginning. How much noise Robin made when the session ended didn’t matter all that much.


  “Don’t make me gag you, little Robbie,” Britta purred. “I want to hear the leather when it hits your tits.” She ran the crop along the red lines that now appeared where the skin had once been flawless. They were marked enough to last for a few days. Robin winced feeling the crop dig into her soft flesh. This poking and prodding hurt as much as the crop hitting her skin. Just for good measure, Britta struck each breast one more time and Robin didn’t utter a sound.


  Putting the crop under her arm, the mistress bent down and took each exposed nipple, rolling it between her thumb and index fingers, bearing down and using her sharp fingernails to pierce the flesh. Robin winced at first, then finally squealed when the pain was too much to bear in silence. When Britta let the nipples go, the throbbing sensation that followed was as biting as the pinching, although the pain vanished quickly and Robin breathed a heavy sigh of relief.


  “You’re feeling like a poor, pitiful baby tonight, aren’t you, little one?” Britta purred. “Stand up.” She stepped back to watch her submissive struggle to rise. It was almost impossible for Robin to pull herself out of the lowly position, without her arms and hands to help her. When she was finally on her feet, Britta shoved her towards an apparatus at the far end of the room: a waist high beam, which had been covered in leather, and included at least a half dozen places to fasten a submissive to the structure, at the bottom and down the sides.


  “Bend over,” Britta said, poking Robin with the riding crop.


  As she’d done in past sessions, Robin bent at her waist and placed herself over the beam. Then Britta moved in securing her bottoms-up, leaving the rear cleft exposed. Being afraid she might fall, Robin didn’t dare move. She wished that Britta would untie her arms so she could better balance. Although, she would never suggest such a thing.


  Britta flailed on Robin’s bottom with a dozen strokes from the riding crop, then after pausing briefly, she laid on a dozen more.


  As Robin’s bottom began to burn, she squirmed as much as she dared. Even as much as it hurt, Robin knew the punishment wasn’t yet enough to satisfy the urgent need that brought her here. They were just getting started. Britta next chose a flogger made of at least two dozen shreds of eighteen-inch long leather, bundled together and woven at one end into a thick handle. This whip could be ruthless or affectionate, but it was always capricious.


  “You want this in the worst way, don’t you, my darling?” Britta said, as she dangled the cool leather against her submissive’s skin. Robin felt the sensation on her back, along her already reddened ass and down her warm thighs. Turning the flogger around, Britta pressed the thick handle against Robin’s pussy, as if she planned to force it inside. Although it wasn’t likely to fit, the way the butt end moved against Robin’s nether lips, the resulting massage made her hips shift back and forth to maximize the feeling.


  Abruptly standing back, Britta observed the view critically, thinking that Robin was certainly a well-built woman with physical assets perfect for her needs. Her bottom was well-rounded, the cheeks perfectly shaped, and her cunt seemed larger than some; the cleft full, a rosy color, and beckoning to be punished, no different than the way the rest of Robin’s body cried out to be abused.


  Britta landed a number of blows with the flogger against Robin’s back, nearly a dozen landing across the submissive’s shoulders, then she shifted her aim back to the firm, red buttocks.


  Robin took in the soft blows, feeling the arousal in her soar. But this was not enough, not this night. She wanted to be knocked out of her thoughts, driven to a Neverneverland on the wings of this leather instrument. If it flailed her for hours, she’d be happy; she needed a long hard session.


  Just as Robin hoped, Britta was only warming up. She soon changed techniques and a stream of fiery blows from the flogger cascaded across Robin’s shoulders again. The woman’s aim then lowered to Robin’s bottom for more hard abuse. The mistress made the flogger sing each time it struck, and each time she repeated the beating, Robin was driven deeper into her absent state, the welcoming pain purging her anguish. When the mistress nipped her anal cleft with the flogger’s thin thongs, Robin shrieked, almost losing her balance against the beam as she twisted to the side.


  After one particularly vicious blow that almost sent her to the floor, Britta paused long enough to remove the ropes and shackles from Robin’s arms and wrists, retying her subbie’s hands to the bottom of the wooden structure, making it easier to suffer the harder punishment.


  Although the repositioning would relieve Robin’s body of the intense strain, it meant a more brutal chastisement. Her desire redoubling, Britta let loose, delivering a thorough beating in the tempo of a march, with a beat as steady as feet in measured cadence.


  With each blow, Robin lost a piece of herself, flinging her ego back to its source, where she didn’t have to think of anything at all. This was the bliss she was after. Nothingness, pure sweet fiery pain, then nothing at all. Like spiraling down to the bottom of everything, with nothing to get in the way of her surrender. Only her selflessness remained, rushing over her like an embracing shroud, protecting her, loving her in this sweet abuse.


  The mistress paused for a time, only to have Robin sway her forgotten rear as a reminder that she wanted more. Starting in again, Britta increased the tempo and the hurt, until Robin quickly slipped back into her beloved sub-space. The stops and starts became as rhythmical as the blows. As the cruel flogger danced across her bottom, she urged her mistress on, and the hard beating did not stop until a brilliant rash of red stripes were etched deeply into Robin’s flesh. To Britta’s credit, there was not a drop of blood; she could be a prudent mistress if she so chose to be.


  When Britta finally stopped, Robin’s mind was blank and free of thought, quiet and at peace.


  Pressing her hand against the molten valley between Robin’s legs, Britta gently massaged the steamy flesh, while listening her subbie’s moans of pleasure. For a time the woman alternated her loving caresses with vicious slaps to the sub’s sensitive cunt lips. Then she suddenly shoved the flogger’s handle into Robin’s vagina, and ignited a hard climax. Her victim’s inner muscles tightened around the violating handle, as if she were trying to seize every feeling and hold on to it forever.


  When at last Britta removed the flogger, Robin came back to life, almost choking on the smoggy incense. It burned her throat the way hash might.


  Robin remained bound for some time while Britta watched the red color fade away and her backside pale. There were marks that would remain for several days, and bruises rising underneath the skin. Britta knew that Robbie would think of her mistress when she saw them.


  It had been a pleasing scene for Britta; she’d orgasmed before she let Robbie have her climax. She’d felt the rush inside her body in the middle of the last cadence of blows—the ones aimed right on the center of Robbie’s ass cheeks. Hearing her submissive scream when she brutally lit into the tender flesh set off an exhilarating climax deep inside her belly. The great spasms came in a wave that passed through her—the sensation as psychological as it was physical. Robbie had always been good for this kind of erotic experience.


  The unplanned scene had been good for them both. Britta was actually glad that her evening had been interrupted by the needy sub. She’s have to punish her again for not making an appointment in advance but she wouldn’t be that nasty when she did. At the moment, however, she too exhausted to begin anything new.


  “So Felicia’s dead, hum?” Britta said. “You are talking about Felicia Roman?”


  Robin murmured something back.


  “So sad,” she mused. “I once let her be slave to me, but she was impossible to train. Sometimes she’d give herself to me so fully, there was no way I could satisfy her need for punishment, and I’d have to back off because I couldn’t hurt her, not really, no more than I could hurt you. Then sometimes, Felicia would bark at me, the little bitch, her eyes would flash like she had demons coming from them, as if the sky had turned to flames, and then to ash. She’d die on me, act like a baby. I loved her when she was with me, but I could never do anything with her extremes.” Britta’s voice drifted sadly. “Can you imagine that? A woman too extreme for me?” She pondered the thought a moment longer, then came to her senses, noting that Robin was still tied to the whipping bar.


  “You know, if you came to me more often, Robbie, I could do more for you. You would make a fine full time servant.”


  Being a full time servant was something Robin would never do, so she declined to comment on her mistress veiled proposal. Meanwhile, she heard Britta shuffle behind her, and realized that remaining upside down was becoming painful. Her thighs ached and her head pounded as the blood raced against her temples. Robin wondered for a moment what it would be like to be the woman’s slave, twenty-four hours a day, every day. Once, when she needed to escape the pressure at work, she’d taken three days off and landed in Britta’s den. The woman made her crawl like a slave, then she was ignored for hours and later abused; in time, becoming so selfless that it was difficult to return to the real world. How easy it would be to give herself away to the hard pleasures of sexual service. Britta often talked about her staying, but Robin had the feeling that the arrangement would never work.


  The mistress finally undid the ropes that bound Robin to the spanking bench, then she grabbed Robin’s hair and pulled her to her feet. A little dizzy, Robin sank back and rested her bottom against the leather-covered bar to keep her balance.


  “Put your hands behind your head!” Britta snapped.


  Although dazed, Robin managed to lace her fingers at the base of her neck behind her and open her elbows the way the mistress wanted. Her tits had almost completely popped out of the corset, and her nipples were rock hard. Robin didn’t bother to look down at the previously marked flesh. In a moment, Britta would punish them more—marks like these were Britta’s trademark, what Robin had to put up with to get the rest of what she needed. The next day she would look in the mirror at her wounded flesh and remember being so submissively degraded. She would masturbate just thinking of the harrowing savagery. She would open her blouse to revisit her wounds, and tell herself that as bad as life was on the other side, these moments with her mistress were a private indulgence that satisfied her deeply. If she only had someone to share them with. Leslie maybe? Wasn’t that a silly idea!


  Picking up the thin crop again, Britta flailed Robin’s fair flesh, making it burn and the cuts strike deep. Robin cringed with each one, hoping each was the last. When it wasn’t, she welcomed the next with a wince and tiny screech, feeling the pain rifle through her and settle deep inside her crotch. She would masturbate again soon!


  With the last blow, Britta announced, dismissively, “Go now, girl. I’ve had enough of you for one night. I need my rest.”


  Freed from the woman’s control, Robin hastily removed the leather bustier and returned it to the wardrobe, neatly hanging it inside while dozens of Britta’s things were still strewn about in one wild mess. Picking up her clothes, she dressed, feeling now a comforting tightness in her body. She was sore where the whip had struck; though now it was little more than a pleasant ache to carry with her. She didn’t say a word as she dressed. They never talked afterwards—an unwritten rule. In truth, she had nothing to say to the woman, her actions spoke more loudly than her words ever could.


  It was midnight in the real world. The street was hazy with fog and a harsh orange light that was uncomfortable on Robin’s eyes. Even so, her mind was clear, and her body was at peace. She’d be able to sleep, and then meet Leslie in the morning.




  Chapter Three


  


  Robin drove to The Hill as if she was going home, an all too familiar feeling she had to shake. It was a mystery to her that she could remember it so well even after ten years. But then Felicia’s face would often cross her mind, vivid and unambiguous. That had to be the impression everyone had of Miss Felicia Roman; good or bad, it was always vivid.


  The house stood as a monument to Victorian bric-a-brac: turrets, front porches, and dank musty smells. Pulling out of her car, Robin looked up at the tower room imagining what Felicia had looked like lying dead in her bed. It was only appropriate that the woman die there on top of her satin covers, between the four posters of her massive antique mahogany bed, inside a room that would be infused with her distinctive aura. Even the bondage wasn’t so strange.


  Robin could almost smell Felicia still, as if her Tea Rose perfume was making its way down to her on a breeze, beckoning her back inside. The two years she’d spent in this house seemed as if it was yesterday, when she was much too young to be playing around with the likes of Felicia Roman. Felicia was younger then too, though it always seemed as if she was ageless, born at a certain plateau of enlightenment, never to go beyond that point, but never to be less than she was, and never to fall into disrepair the way old ladies sometimes do. Thinking back, Robin figured that she must have been well over forty when she died.


  Felicia always seemed so fully intelligent and poised on first meeting. She had a way of putting people at ease with her gentle ways, her bright eyes, and affectionate smile. But after a time, like everyone else that knew her, Robin came to believe that Felicia was either crazy or too complex to be handled with any real understanding.


  Though it had been years since Robin had been up the hill, the grounds about the estate looked the same as they’d always looked. Felicia kept it sensuously wild, letting the gardens become overgrown, the vines intertwining erotically mimicking the lovers in the grand old house. The whole place was one pulsing breathing organ of vegetation, each plant dependent on the others for survival, a little like the very jungle of Felicia’s thoughts, and the intimate jungle of the world that surrounded her. It was a haven away, a lesbian enclave. In the center of a city that had treated her ruthlessly, she triumphed because Felicia spat in the face of the people who mocked her.


  The remarkable woman was a capricious charmer with an innocent face; she was a dark eyed bitch with rope and whip, a 1940’s movie queen in platform shoes and satin dress, a dominatrix, a femme fatale, a withering lily, a fairy, a fox and a monster. She was a natural born blonde, but it wasn’t a pretty blonde, so she changed the color of her hair with the seasons and her mood. She changed her manner of dress as easily; and she changed her heart a dozen times a day.


  That she was indescribable made her intriguing, and ultimately dangerous.


  Dead now, how sad, all that charm lost forever. It was an empty wasted feeling looking at the mansion through the eyes of a survivor. Robin half expected the place to fall into the ground, swallowed up by the earth, taken back by the elements, since what gave it life had vanished.


  “You been inside yet?”


  Robin turned hearing Leslie’s voice. She watched her partner approach.


  “No, just remembering back.” They stared up at the house together. It was the kind of house that led the eye to the top, to the turret and steep gabled roof, the widow’s walk around one side and all the intricate filigree that decorated it. Part of it was freshly painted, in other places the paint was peeling away from the wood siding.


  A remarkable structure for a remarkable woman.


  “Good memories?” Leslie asked.


  “Bittersweet at best,” Robin replied.


  Leslie gave her a friendly hug, then pulled away, though remaining close enough to keep Robin surrounded by one arm. Leslie thought she had to show some affection, some regard for her, what her partner must be feeling.


  “I’m okay really, much better than last night.”


  “I thought you were going to have a problem looking at those pictures of her yesterday.”


  “Well I managed.”


  “I suppose it was a cleaner a murder than it should have been—considering how Felicia lived her life.”


  “Got her right where it mattered,” Robin agreed.


  “Not some crazy person, I’d say they were in control of themselves. Likely not as much passion of the moment, as deliberate intent.”


  “The ropes would tell you that, too,” Robin offered.


  “You know a lot about bondage?” Leslie asked, knowing that Robin knew much more than she did about the subject.


  “Some.”


  “Felicia really into that scene?”


  “It’s not so strange,” Robin replied. “S&M was part of Felicia’s many fetishes.”


  “Like what else?” Leslie asked.


  “Anything really, leather, manacles, rope, enemas, spanking, role-playing.”


  “Did you ever tie her up?” Leslie asked.


  “No. I’m afraid it was the other way around.”


  “Oh,” Leslie replied. She’d known for years that Robin had these inclinations. They’d considered the whole S&M scene at one time; but with Leslie not interested in pursuing this kinkier sex, it became one of those touchy relationship issues that they mutually agreed not to discuss.


  “I’m not unlike Betsy, if you think about it. That’s why I’m so sure she didn’t kill her.”


  “You would never have killed her?”


  “Not like that. Submissives work in a different way.”


  “But wouldn’t that be a good way to throw someone off track?”


  “I just don’t think she has it in her for this kind of murder. Poison maybe, but a knife in the chest? She’d be too squeamish. And the knots, they were perfect, everyone of them the same, as if the assailant had done them a thousand times. A submissive turning Dom for a night wouldn’t do that, unless they were very calculating. I don’t think Betsy could be that calculating, or that thorough.”


  “Let’s hope you’re right for her sake,” Leslie said. “And John’s. He’s already called me this morning wanting to know when I’m going to find the real killer and get Betsy out of jail. I didn’t have much to tell him. But he’s sent a retainer, so at least we’re being paid. Unfortunately, he’s going to be one of those who thinks that we can ask a few questions and be done with it.”


  “Why don’t we go inside and meet these women?” Robin suggested. “They’re a curious bunch, but pretty much what you expect to have hovering about Felicia Roman.”


  “Were there lots of women around when you were with her?” Leslie asked.


  “Always. She was insatiable. She had to have people to play off of.”


  “Well these women were pretty mum with the police. I hope we can find out more than they did.”


  “We’d better,” Robin said dryly. “But then why would they want to talk once Betsy was arrested? If Betsy didn’t kill Felicia, the murderer would be perfectly happy to keep things exactly as they are.”


  “Maybe there was more than one murderer,” Leslie suggested.


  “Hum. You’d think the police would have waited a little longer before making their conclusion. It’s quite a delicious puzzle.”


  “Thanks for recuperating your detective mentality,” Leslie said, grateful to see Robin’s classic cool and eagerness for the investigation return.


  “It never goes away sweetie,” Robin said. “Just my pleasant disposition.”


  


  The two walked side by side toward the mansion, climbing the impressive steps that led to a long front porch. The old brick walk was breaking up in places, though it showed signs of some repair currently underway.


  “Quite a place, isn’t it?” Leslie exclaimed, admiring the massive posts on either side of the steps.


  “Yes it is,” a voice replied unexpectedly.


  They turned to see a red-headed woman sitting in a Kennedy rocker, with a glass of iced tea in one hand, a cigarette in the other. A soft haze of smoke surrounded a pleasant face.


  “You the police again?” she said, peering out of wire rim glasses with thick lenses, between locks of curly hair that fell over her eyes. Her plump body rocked unconsciously in the rocking chair, keeping it going with a little push of her foot now and again.


  “We’re private detectives,” Robin answered.


  “Leslie Patrick and Robin Penny,” Leslie introduced them.


  “Penny and Patrick, or is it Patrick and Penny?” the redhead asked.


  “Patrick Penny Investigations,” Leslie replied.


  The woman nodded, and smiled. “Suppose people think you’re a man with that name. Aren’t they a little surprised by two lesbian women. You are lesbians, aren’t you?”


  “You’re very astute, we don’t normally advertise that fact,” Leslie answered.


  “Oh, but we all have a way of knowing, don’t we?”


  “The name takes people by surprise,” Robin said, as if she owed the redhead further explanation. “Since neither one of us is into conventional thinking, we kind of like the idea. Do you mind if we ask you a few questions about Felicia Roman’s murder?”


  The woman shrank back in her chair for an instant at the mention of Felicia’s name. “God it was horrible, wasn’t it?”


  “Most certainly,” Robin replied.


  “Are you Remy or Martha?” Leslie asked.


  “Neither. Zelda Wing,” she answered. She tucked one foot up under her and continued to rock in the chair. When she leaned forward to put her empty glass on the floor, the two investigators could see down the front of her cotton blouse to a pair of smooth alabaster white breasts. The gesture seemed very deliberate.


  Robin noted the pink ribbon at her neck that matched her pink shorts.


  “You were here the night of the murder?”


  “Sleeping like a baby in the room next to Remy and Martha. I do sleep very soundly. I take a little sleeping pill most nights because I sometimes have trouble drifting off, but when I finally do, it takes six alarm clocks and lots of sun to wake me. Of course, I told the police all that. So why are you asking questions?” She blew smoke from her nostrils and mouth.


  “We represent Betsy Longcore.”


  “Too bad. She’s guilty as sin. Any one here for a minute could see it coming. Ole Felicia changes her affections like her underwear, and she was about to dump Betsy for Martha. Not that Martha was going to jump at the chance. But that’s how Felicia works. She gets her hooks into you and you can’t get away.” Zelda sounded very sure of her facts. “I mean I feel a little sorry for Betsy, she should have known how the woman operates, after two years together, but to kill her? Little extreme, don’t you think?”


  “You seem to know a lot about Felicia. You are just a guest here, Felicia’s guest? Did you know her personally?” Robin asked.


  “Know her personally? No. But I’ve been here long enough. You see things being an observer. But then, I shouldn’t have to tell you that in your line of work. I sized up the situation the moment I arrived and met those two. It was a relationship on the rocks. You should have seen the daggers in Betsy’s eyes, nasty darts they were. Of course, with Felicia wandering all over hell and back trying to keep her cunt satisfied, if you know what I mean. I wouldn’t blame Betsy for being pissed.”


  “Betsy says she spent the night on the back porch. Can you confirm that?” Leslie interrupted what appeared to be an endless monologue.


  “Yeah, I suppose so. She’d slept on the back porch half the time I was here. I’m not sure why. Probably because Felicia was entertaining god knows who in her room and didn’t want her there. Then again, I couldn’t tell you for sure, because as I said, once I’m sleeping I don’t wake up. But you know, that’s no alibi. She could have drifted upstairs anytime and run that knife into her heart. And besides, who else would want to kill Felicia?” Zelda asked innocently.


  “That’s what we’re here to find out,” Robin said. “Felicia knew lots of people; it’s not unlikely that she made a few enemies.”


  “I really wouldn’t know,” Zelda replied.


  “So, if you don’t mind my asking,” Robin went on curiously, “what brought you to Roman Hill?”


  “I’ve been visiting Remy and Martha. Martha and I are old friends from college.”


  “And where was that?” Leslie asked.


  “State U., up north,” Zelda said, while she nodded in the appropriate direction.


  “Are Martha and Remy inside?” Robin asked.


  “Yeah, go on in,” Zelda told them. Her cigarette, which had burned down to the filter, was dropped to the floor and crushed with her foot. She reached down to pick up her flip top pack, showing her breasts again. The two detectives opened the screen and let themselves inside, as Zelda lit another cigarette and restored the cloud of smoke around her.


  “She’s a bit too glib,” Robin murmured.


  “But that succulent flesh,” Leslie whispered.


  “You need sex that bad?”


  “Only the right kind,” Leslie said, letting the thought drop. Yeah, it would be good to have Robin in her arms again, but now was hardly the time to seduce her.


  Making their way through the house, there was an old smell Leslie noticed right off, the way most old houses smell of dust too deep to find and furniture polish and the scent of flowers that linger long in the air. Leslie was immediately transported back in time to her childhood, a rather odd feeling, especially since she was investigating a murder. Her grandmother’s house smelled this way, although it was neither as grand or mysterious.


  This place could give me the spooks,” she said.


  “Isn’t it terrific? I’m just glad I don’t live here anymore. Walking through these rooms, I keep thinking I’ll see Felicia swooning around some corner.


  With Robin knowing exactly where to go, they quickly found Martha and Remy in the kitchen, the two women immediately looking up at them with surprised faces.


  “We’re Robin and Leslie, Patrick Penny Investigations. We’re looking into Felicia’s death, on behalf of Betsy Longcore’s brother.”


  Remy’s eyes were puffy from crying.


  “Do you mind if we ask a few questions?” Leslie continued.


  “Not at all, I’m Martha,” a bustling plump woman replied, as she stood at the kitchen counter, efficiently making three sandwiches while Remy sat on a stool and watched. “We thought a picnic later today might get us out of this place for a while,” she explained her plans. “This is a miserable, miserable affair. The shock. Well, you can never tell, you live with people for a while and not realize the things they will do.” The industrious Martha was a voluptuous woman with a heavy chest and a broad bottom, which she moved with surprisingly sensuous grace.


  Remy was younger than Martha, with a pretty face and a trim body. Her feet dangled over the edge of the stool, not reaching the floor. Her round face, dimples and curly brown hair made her look heavier than she really was, and a little childish. Although at the moment, her eyes glowered in a particularly womanly way. As she leaned against the counter, she ran a hand through her mop of hair, and found a lock to twist around her finger. “It was horrible,” Remy said, biting her lip like a little child. “I hate blood.” She shuddered, raising her shoulders, frightened as if she’d just seen a ghost. Tears welled in her already reddened eyes.


  “Please understand, this is quite stressful for us all,” Martha explained. “Felicia was a very prominent woman, highly thought of. Her death is quite a shock, particularly under the circumstances. We’ve all been thoroughly wounded by this messy business.” She shook her head and sighed deeply.


  “I’m sure that’s true,” Leslie agreed thoughtfully.


  “And Betsy, well that almost seemed impossible to believe, poor woman must have had some mental problem I’d say,” Martha went on.


  “Did you hear anything suspicious in the house that night?” Leslie asked.


  “Well let’s see,” Martha thought back. “Remy and I were in bed together. We are lovers you understand. We went to bed at the normal hour, I guess it was nearly eleven. We were playing music. We like to fall asleep with gently soothing melodies. It’s very restorative. I’m afraid that made it difficult to hear anything beyond our own room.” She had a habit of smiling quickly between sentences as if to punctuate them.


  “I see,” Robin replied. “And Zelda? You can account for her whereabouts?”


  “We said goodnight to her before we closed the door. She seemed quite tired. I think she uses drugs to sleep. But then, at the time of the murder, we were asleep with the music still on,” she reminded them.


  “Zelda just told us that Felicia had her eyes on you Martha. That she was changing her affections?” Robin said, going to the heart of the matter to witness the woman’s reaction. The question didn’t faze the woman, as she methodically spread mayonnaise on six slices of brown bread. She smiled again, that brief reflex. “Felicia sets her sights on a new woman all the time. We’d had a few brief moments at one point, but I’m in love with Remy. Felicia knew that and so did Betsy. And so did Remy know that,” she hastened to add, smiling affectionately at her lover across the counter. Remy shrugged, and nervously grabbed a piece of cheese, which immediately went to her mouth.


  “How did you come to be living her?” Leslie asked.


  “We’ve lived with Felicia for three years, off and on at first. Before Betsy came. Felicia brought her home one night from some party, and she stayed ever since. Until now of course. Let me tell you, that girl came here with Felicia showing her off as some little submissive, you know with collar and all, but she certainly hasn’t acted very submissive lately.”


  “How’s that?” Robin asked.


  “Oh, I’m not into this much, all the S&M stuff that Felicia and these other women get so excited about. But Betsy certainly had a mind of her own. Oh, she deferred to Felicia at first, but then she got wise, I suppose. Realized that the woman was a little crazy.” Martha lowered her voice to a hush, as if the dead woman might hear her from her grave. “Betsy acted like Felicia’s odd habits didn’t bother her, but I’m not so sure. How can you love someone and have your eyes on so many other women all the time? It’s not really natural now, is it?”


  “You think that Betsy killed Felicia?” Robin asked.


  “That very well may be; that girl’s got a nasty dark side to be sure. She and Felicia were having some very fiery confrontations recently, and every one knew that. Betsy seemed determined to change the woman. Everyone should know that a woman like Felicia will never change, never. Crazy and wild from the word go, she went to her death that way. I don’t imagine there’s a soul who knew Felicia who believed her demise would be any but unusual. I can’t tell you that Betsy killed her, but I’d say she’s a pretty good bet. But then, you might also want to talk to Jane Hugh,” she went on before anyone else could speak. “She had one ass kicker of a fight with Felicia a few days ago. And the two of them were constantly bitching; neither one of them liked the other and they made no bones about it. For the life of me, I don’t know why Felicia put up with the woman. She’s so, so …” she couldn’t find the right word.


  “So, tell me, where are you from, originally?” Leslie turned the monologue back to an interview.


  “Maine, but I’ve lived in the area for years. I’m the librarian at the university. You can check that out.”


  “And Remy?” Robin turned to the quiet woman on the stool. She had popped a cherry tomato in her mouth.


  “She’s from Maine, too,” Martha answered for her. “Has been working in the lab at the university.”


  Remy smiled and cocked her head as if to confirm what Martha said. She still looked like she might cry any minute.


  “By the way,” Leslie asked, “who gets this estate with Felicia gone?”


  Martha’s brows knit. “Why, I don’t know,” she said. “Felicia had all kinds of crazy business deals, like everything else. I suppose Betsy stands to inherit some of this, but I’m sure there are other hands waiting to open.”


  “What will the two of you do?” Robin said.


  “I’m not sure,” Martha replied. “But Felicia always assured me that we’d have a home here. I suppose we’ll have to wait until the will is read and we know for sure who owns this place. Then, well, we all get on with our lives eventually, won’t we?”


  Robin nodded.


  “Thank you both for your help. We may need to ask a few more questions at another time. I hope that it won’t pose any problem, but I think this should be good for now,” Leslie said.


  “We’re happy to help,” Martha smiled. “Having nothing to hide, we don’t have anything to worry about. If you want to talk to Jane Hugh, I think she’s at her cottage. I haven’t seen that old jalopy she drives leave today.”


  “I don’t believe her,” Robin said, as the two slipped out the back door and down the stairs.


  “You don’t believe Martha? About what? She seems awfully straight forward to me,” Leslie replied.


  “I’m going to do some checking on her. She was too pat, and the way she answered for Remy, not letting the woman get a word in edgewise. She acted as if she had a story to tell, and wanted to be sure we got it all so we’d leave them alone. I think they know a whole lot more than they are admitting to. You notice she didn’t really tell us why she was living here in the first place. Of course, it’s pretty typical of Felicia, picking up people like stray cats. She never liked living here without a bunch of other people around. You know, that’s what I hate about cases like this. No really clear cut evidence. Any of the three of them could have done it, as well as Betsy.”


  “You’re right there,” Leslie agreed. Although while Robin said she hated complicated cases like this one, Leslie knew that she thrived on puzzling enigmas. Too many suspects made the joy of unraveling the solution that much more interesting for her partner.


  A brick path through the garden led to the back of the property and the small caretaker’s cottage. Well hidden from the house, it was small, likely just one room, made of brick, with huge windows facing the front.


  “Quaint place,” Leslie observed.


  “Yeah, those windows are new. They kind of modernize the place, I suppose,” Robin suggested looking at it carefully. She stared intently for a while, trying to recall what it had looked like ten years before. The biggest difference she noticed was that the gardens surrounding the small place were more manicured than the rest of Felicia’s gardens. The well-cared for beds of flowers and the neatly trimmed hedges made this part of the estate stand out from the rest, almost like a small corner of civilization stands out boldly next to the savage wilds. “You should know what Felicia used this for when I lived here,” Robin said.


  “Do I want to?”


  “She had a dungeon years ago, before there were any big clubs, when lesbians and lesbian S&M was inside the closet so far it was hard to find it.”


  “Is that why you were with her?” Leslie wondered. The personal question stuck out from the rest of Leslie’s informational questions, making Robin instantly bristle.


  “I told you a long time ago that I don’t want to discuss my life with Felicia with you,” Robin said, reminding her of an old edict.


  “I know that, and I’m not trying to pry. But we were together then and we’re not now. And this is a case. The more I understand about this woman, a woman I might add you knew better than you know most victims … the more I know, the more likely we’ll get to the bottom of things.”


  “Okay, sure, but let’s just keep the questions to general things,” Robin retorted.


  The wall she raised around herself was not likely to be penetrated; Leslie knew that from many previous tries. “Damn, when you want to be closed lipped you sure are,” she said. “So Felicia? She was a Domme?”


  “She was whatever suited her fancy,” Robin replied.


  The two detectives reached the cottage; and as they rounded the end of a massive hedge, they turned to see a woman pruning the dense foliage that ran along the pathway. The broad shouldered, slim hipped woman wore a man’s sleeveless undershirt, so that when she leaned over or even raised her arm, her breasts were exposed. Her hair was shaved on the back and sides of her head and spiked on the top. Her large hands looked manly, her posture stern, although there was a surprisingly pleasant look in her eye, which suggested a softer woman underneath the obviously dykish appearance.


  “Hello there. We’re Robin and Leslie of Patrick Penny Investigations,” Leslie announced. “We’re investigating Felicia Roman’s murder, working for the Longcore family. You’re Jane Hugh?”


  “I am.” The three women shook hands.


  “We have a few questions to ask, if you don’t mind?” Leslie continued.


  “So ask away,” Jane said, returning to her hedge.


  “We heard about some altercation between you and Felicia on the day of her death. Suppose you tell us about your relationship with your employer.”


  “I wasn’t her employee. I work around the place because it’s half mine, and if I didn’t take care of it, it would go to pot. Felicia wasn’t very good at taking care of anything.”


  “Half the place?” Robin asked. “That’s not common knowledge, is it?”


  “It wouldn’t be. Felicia would never tell anyone that, but I have a fifty percent share of this estate. She owed me money and was only willing to deed half the place to me. She was paying off the rest from her trust fund. I’ve stayed around here to make sure I get my money back. She could have given me the whole house to pay me off, but she had to live here. One of those family things,” Jane said sarcastically. “She was a “Roman” and would live at Roman Hill until the day of her death. Of course now that’s happened.”


  “And now the entire house is yours.”


  “I suppose,” she shrugged. A curious far away look appeared in her eyes, as she deftly used the hefty pair of garden trimmers to shape the hedge.


  Even as Jane was privately musing, Leslie noted how the woman stared at her chest, where her blouse opened to show the deep cleavage. Rosalie would be proud, though this was hardly the woman she expected to attract. “You have a reputation,” Leslie prodded gently.


  “As a Domme? Is that what you’re referring to? I don’t hide that. Part of my life, but I play my games in a local club, not here.”


  “Felicia was tied to her bed when she was murdered. Signs of a ‘scene’, that’s what you call it, whip marks on her body. The ropes, the knots, it all looked very professional.”


  “Like I did it?” Jane said smirking. “Hell, I could have killed her in a second, but I didn’t. You know, I’ll likely lose in this deal with her dead. Probate lawyers will eat up half my money. So, why would I kill her?”


  “You fought with her all the time,” Leslie said.


  “If you didn’t like Felicia, you fought with her, there wasn’t much in between. And we didn’t like each other. Besides ladies …” There was a mocking tone in her voice, a look in her eye as if she was imagining the two detectives in bondage. “ … I was at the club the night she died, you can check that with the crowd there, they know me well. Even the police, as inefficient as they are, have already figured that out.”


  “The club?” Robin asked.


  “Sapphos In Chains,” Jane replied.


  Robin had heard of it.


  “And those ropes,” Jane continued. “Anyone can tie expert knots in minutes. It’s hardly an art.”


  “If you didn’t commit the crime, who do you think did?” Robin asked.


  “Any of those dames in the big house, who’s to say? Probably Betsy, she may look like an innocent little thing, but she’s a hellion at heart.”


  “You know first hand?” Robin asked.


  “Wish I did, but no. I could have really given that wench a good time, better than Felicia. Miss High Horse always pressed people too hard; she didn’t understand tact, and timing and how to use a little gentleness with her obsessions. Then again, that’s likely what killed her, the obsession made her lose her judgment, not that she ever had good judgment, she’d just run out of lives. You know, like a cat, she was on the ninth.” Even as she spoke of Felicia with a healthy degree of scorn, a trace of melancholy remained in her voice.


  “Thank you for your help,” Leslie said, with a hasty grin.


  The woman nodded and returned to her work.


  Leslie and Robin meandered toward the garden on their way to their cars. Stopping at a small patio at the center of the wild vegetation, Leslie eyed an attractive stone fountain, unused, and now filled with dark shiny leaves floating with algae on top of the stagnant water. Rising from the center of the decaying piece, was Venus, naked, standing in an alluring pose of beckoning, with downcast eyes and a facial expression that betrayed her lust.


  “Felicia posed for it,” Robin said.


  “Why does that not surprise me,” Leslie said, while admiring the simplicity of the well-carved stone. It had once been a lovely statue.


  “I watched her for two weeks, standing stock still in the middle of this garden, exactly where the fountain stands now. There was some cosmic reason for that, which escapes me now,” Robin explained, “she was quite stimulating, shivering here with nothing on. It was fall, just before the bad weather, when the days are still warm. I remember the leaves, like they are now, beginning to fall, the red and orange and brown making the picture look as sad as any autumn day. She insisted on posing nude like that even when it was getting too cold. She had to have the work finished by spring, although she was really mad that she couldn’t find a female stone cutter, and all her secrets were carved by a man. Just goes to show that Felicia didn’t always get everything she wanted.”


  “What did she want?” Leslie asked. “I mean, for all her wild lifestyle, what was she looking for?”


  “I’m not really sure,” Robin answered with a bit of a melancholy sigh, “I certainly don’t think she knew. I suppose if you asked her, she’d tell you what she wanted for that instant. But whether she got what she really needed? I doubt it.”


  “So what do you think?” Leslie asked. “Give me the answer: Will we have this wrapped up by the end of the week?”


  Robin shook her head, “No. This one is going to take some time. If everybody has their airtight story, we’re going to have to find the flaws, and that’s going to take some searching. One of us needs to check on Jane, the other on the ladies from Maine, and that little tart from New Orleans. If she’s spent two weeks in New Orleans I’d be surprised,” Robin added with a caustic twist.


  “I’ll check the club,” Leslie volunteered.


  “Really?” Robin looked at her surprised. “I thought you’d leave that to me.”


  “No, not on this one, I’ll be more objective. You might end up being the entertainment, rather than getting the information we need.”


  “Yeah sure, that’s not my style. I don’t play around in public clubs. But you go ahead and check the place out, it will do you good.”


  “What’s that suppose to mean? I’ve been to places like Sapphos before.”


  “This time, maybe you’ll appreciate the games, get into them a little, it might help you understand Felicia, and this case, and her killer.”


  Leslie considered for a moment her feelings about the S&M scene, one she’d viewed with a good deal of distaste and a dash of judgment, even though she always tried to have a ‘live and let live’ point of view.


  “You might understand me better too,” Robin added sardonically.


  “I’ll keep that in mind. So what do you have in mind for those three inside?”


  “I have a few hunches on the others I want to follow. And I’ll need to talk to Betsy. I haven’t really gotten the flavor of things between all these women yet. There was obviously a lot of fucking around going on, but we’ve got to get behind that to what’s not so apparent between them.”


  The two began to move away from the garden, Robin giving the statue in the center one last longing glance. “Just be sure you get a good look at Jane in action,” she reminded Leslie.


  “Like, what am I suppose to see?” Leslie asked.


  “Get your information, but watch Jane’s style, see what kind of Domme she is. Might tell you a few things we need to know.”


  Leslie nodded, not sure exactly what Robin met, but she was certain that she’d soon find out.




  Chapter Four


  


  “Remy’s sleeping peacefully. This has really rocked her,” Martha said as she returned to the kitchen from upstairs. Zelda was wiping the counter tops and putting away their picnic basket. “I gave her a sedative, I hope it will knock her out for a while. She really needs the rest; she hardly slept last night from all her crying.”


  Zelda looked up at Martha, smiling generously.


  “I should have known something like this would happen,” Martha continued. “I knew it was much too frenetic for us, even if this house seems like such a stable place, up here out of the way. The stress on Remy is really too much. She shouldn’t have had to live through it. I blame myself. I mean does it hurt to have a little something extra for yourself?” She looked at the bright faced redhead with a quizzical expression.


  “You can’t blame yourself,” Zelda assured her. “Who could have predicted that this would happen? I mean I hardly knew her at all, but it seemed like Felicia created the chaos around her, and had done so for a number of years. That was part of the fun, at least until now, don’t you think?” She was trying to be sympathetic.


  Martha tried a smiled. “No, absolutely not. I’m not sure what I would have done with Remy if you hadn’t been here to help.”


  Zelda put the sponge back on the sink and deposited the cleaning things underneath the counter, then turned back to Martha, a soothing soft expression emanating from her face. “You’re afraid Remy killed her, aren’t you?” Zelda said.


  Martha bristled. “I think Betsy killed Felicia. Remy is just remembering her past,” Martha stated flatly.


  “Let’s hope you’re right,” the red-head replied, moving closer to the woman at the other end of the counter. “Perhaps her trauma is just remembering her past,” Zelda offered. Her lips curled into a tiny smirk. “So, she’s sleeping, huh?”


  “Yes,” Martha sighed.


  Zelda leaned forward on the counter, picking grapes from a bowl and popping them in her mouth. The way her lips curled about them, the way she smiled, the way her eyes lit with a lush glow reminded Martha of Felicia—just for a second. Though she was nothing like Felicia, a far warmer, less disturbed aura surrounded her.


  “Tell me,” Zelda said, “what did you do with Felicia?”


  Martha chuckled darkly, remembering. “Felicia had voracious appetites for every kinky thing. As you can guess, she liked all kinds of B&D and S&M, and good heavens, I’m not sure what else. I know she liked her sex spontaneous. I don’t doubt she had great sex with Betsy, but no one woman would satisfy her completely,” Martha advised the redhead. “And you know, she wasn’t as much a Mistress as everyone thought she was.” Martha’s eyes glimmered in a gossipy way.


  “Oh?”


  “She asked me to spank her ass one day when I was making dinner.”


  “Really? Right here in the kitchen?” Zelda’s eyes flashed.


  “Yes. I was chopping stew beef with a meat cleaver, and she sidled up to me like you’re doing now.” Martha paused to appraise Zelda’s look, realizing she was being seduced into something. “She said: ‘I’ve got to be spanked real hard, would you bend me over?’ She had that big flat butter paddle in her hand.” Martha pointed to the utensil hanging on the wall with a half dozen other spoons and spatulas.


  “This one?” Zelda said, grabbing the wooden implement from its place.


  “Yeah.”


  Zelda ran her hand along the smooth surface of the paddle. “So what did you do to her?”


  “I spanked her, just like she asked.”


  “How?” Zelda’s breasts gleamed in the heat, as they seemed to be spilling out over the top of her low cut blouse. She pulled herself from the counter and moved closer to Martha with her eyes communicating desire.


  “You want me to tell you what I did?” Martha said, a little embarrassed.


  “No,” she replied with a gay smile. “I want you to show me.”


  Martha’s eyes flared brightly, then dimmed as she considered the woman’s proposal. “You’re serious about this, aren’t you?


  “Why yes,” Zelda replied, as if Martha should understand completely.


  Martha took the butter paddle from her, inspecting the red-headed vamp with a careful eye. They didn’t know each other well, having Remy in common, but little else. Even she could be the murderer. But it still didn’t detract from the delicious redhead’s erotic allure. She wanted her hands on her breasts. She wanted to kiss her neck and run her nails down her torso. Of course, it wouldn’t hurt to start her with a red ass. A sudden explosion of unfulfilled needs raced through Martha’s veins. She missed this kind of thing; Remy only wanted her sex soft and gentle. “Drop your shorts,” she said, taking on a commanding tone of voice.


  Zelda smiled happily, her eyes seductive and warm, as she backed away from the counter and reached for the waistband of her shorts. She did a fine job playing the naughty vixen.


  “You know it’s not quite the same,” Martha said, “Felicia was wearing a red flowered sundress. I remember it so well.”


  “But an ass is an ass,” Zelda said, sweetly, as she unzipped the pink shorts and let them fall to the floor.


  It was a sweet cunt that gazed back at Martha, a luscious little triangle between a pair of white thighs, with soft red curls that were already dewy wet.


  “Felicia bent over the table and pulled up her dress. I didn’t even have to ask her,” Martha continued.


  Zelda bit her lip while smiling coyly and turned around, bending over the heavy butcher block table behind her.


  “She spread her ass for me with her hands, digging her nails into her bottom until her cheeks blushed pink,” Martha added.


  Zelda reached around and planted a hand on each ass cheek, squeezing her bottom roughly, then pulling the cheeks apart the way Felicia had done.


  Martha viewed with mounting lust the alabaster white bottom, which was now beginning to turn red. She remembered Felicia’s well; it was only weeks ago that their games began. Always out of the blue, moments of stolen lust when Remy and Betsy weren’t around. This ass was whiter than Felicia’s and broader. The pleasantly plump Zelda, like her name, was a woman from another time—and maybe not unlike Felicia, Martha was beginning to think. Although she figured that Zelda was more of a dabbler than Felicia was—the Diva of Roman Hill was serious about her infinite lusts.


  “She wanted it to hurt,” Martha said approaching the fine round ass.


  “Hummm yes, make it hurt,” the red-head murmured, taking her hands from her bottom, and grabbing the far edge of the table.


  Martha waited until the red scratches faded away before beginning. Then drawing back her arm, she brought the paddle down firmly on Zelda’s naked bottom. Martha watched the woman’s body jerk, her flesh jiggle, and the red rise in the imprint of the paddle’s oval end, right at the center of the round ass cheek. She smacked her a dozen times more, hearing a low sensuous growl from Zelda’s lips.


  Then Martha suddenly dropped the paddle, wanting to feel Zelda’s flesh. She slapped the surface with the palm of her hand, and noting the way the woman whimpered, she guessed that Zelda wanted more. More enthused than ever, Martha pelted the redhead with one sharp strike after another. Then she picked up the paddle again and began another ferocious excursion around the bright red flesh.


  “Oh yes, please!” Zelda cried, “Make it hurt more, damn yes!”


  A burning heat rose between Martha’s thighs, the sensation torrid like a wonderful bath of pleasure – just the way it had been with the sultry sorceress of this house. Dropping the paddle again, Martha’s hand reached into Zelda’s cunt and found a wet stream of female juice flowing over her hand.


  “Have you cum yet?” she asked.


  “No. Spank me more!”


  “More?”


  “Yes, ma’am, I want to cry,” Zelda purred. For a moment the redhead reached back and played with her own red ass, but then anticipating another round of blows from the paddle, she brought her hands back to hold on to the table edge.


  This time Martha paddled the woman in a rain of blows that didn’t cease until she heard the woman cry, and saw that a flood of tears had finally spilled from Zelda’s green eyes. However, there was little protest coming from the spanked redhead; the abuse was what she longed for. Although on the heels of the painful punishment, Zelda’s need to be hurt transformed into a need for sexual release.


  “Please, suck me,” she groaned loudly. As the paddle halted its vicious excursion, Zelda provocatively swayed her red ass before Martha’s eyes.


  “You little slut!” the woman gave her butt a hard smack. “Get on the table and show me your tits!”


  Zelda stood up, turned around and pulled her blouse away, revealing her voluptuous body, now sticky with sweat and her chest heaving with desire. “God. I need you now, let’s go upstairs.”


  “No. No. Not upstairs, on the porch,” Martha countered, taking the red-head by her hand and leading her to the back porch, where Felicia’s pink floral chaise lounge lay empty.


  Martha stripped while Zelda lay back looking at the woman’s naked breasts. Martha’s soft body would be a mellow pleasure to enjoy. The wispy black hair covering her cunt was glistening with obvious sexual arousal.


  “You like your body spanked?” Martha asked, as she descended on the reclining Zelda.


  “Yes, I do, and I like sex rough.”


  “You like leather and whips too?”


  Not hearing an answer, Martha put her head between Zelda’s tits and kissed her there, then she squeezed the fleshy mounds so hard that the woman squealed, the hurt as delightful as Martha’s kisses.


  “Oh ma’am, more,” Zelda moaned.


  “You lovely bitch,” the older woman softly exclaimed. She nibbled at Zelda’s soft pink nipples, then bit the white skin, sinking her teeth into the pearly flesh. When she backed away, there was a quarter-sized red mark against the pale background. Martha smacked her more, on her thighs, her breasts, her raw ass, making her way about the eager body with equally eager intent. She pulled the red pussy hair, and listened to Zelda squeal. She pulled on it harder until tears formed in the slut’s green eyes. Three of Martha’s fingers slipped inside the wet sloshy cunt, while her mouth descended on a bright pink swollen clit.


  Zelda gasped loudly as her body tensed, released and tensed again, so that Martha could feel the muscles pulsing against her penetrating fingers.


  “Oooo, my yes more,” Zelda’s quiet whimper continued, as she lifted her groin to meet the hardworking mouth.


  Then, suddenly, she went limp… the climax had come and gone in one crazed moment of bliss. For some moments, a calm silence surrounded the two until Zelda opened her eyes to see Martha staring at her from between her wide open legs. “You’re a fine Domme, ma’am,” she purred, meek as a kitten. “I’ll bet you want yours now, don’t you, ma’am?”


  “Yes, I’ll have mine now, little bitch, or I’ll really whip you,” Martha said.


  “Hum. What a choice!” Zelda pulled Martha down against her sweaty flesh, and they exchanged places on the chaise. With Martha’s legs spread wide, Zelda made a feast on the succulent cunt, running her tongue along the wet hole, sucking at the hard bud of her clit, and pulling gently at Martha’s plump labia. The redhead listened for the response, hearing a welcome groaning noise greet her ears, so melodic and intensely private a sound, until Martha’s cumming deepened. As the fluid orgasm rippled through the voluptuous body, she let out a vibrant, “Ahhhh, yes.”


  The two remained pressed against each other on the small space of the chaise lounge, quietly recovering. So intimately intertwined, it almost seemed that they had been lovers for years, not just an hour. They heard the birds and their pleasant afternoon chirping, the hum of insects, and the distant sounds of the city.


  “Maybe this was a way to repair ourselves after the death,” Martha suggested, as much to herself as Zelda. It had been a good release.


  “Maybe, I guess for you perhaps,” Zelda suggested. “But I hardly knew her.” The once warmly passionate redhead sounded strangely cold and detached now.


  “Perhaps you’re right,” Martha agreed.


  Zelda propped herself up on one elbow and looked at the naked body next to hers.


  “Felicia let you make love to her?” the redhead asked curiously.


  “I wouldn’t call it making love. Love was never the feeling I had with Felicia. She liked to play with me, and she liked me on top,” Martha replied.


  “You were her Mistress?”


  “Not really, I always had the feeling that she had someone else that took her places I’d never even think of going.”


  “You mean the really nasty stuff? Why didn’t you?”


  “I do what pleases me. This pleased me, it pleases me now. It was the same sort of thing that I did with Felicia,” Martha answered pleasantly, although she wasn’t planning to answer any more of the woman’s questions.


  Zelda nodded.


  “Ah, so what do we have here?”


  The reclining women looked up to see Jane Hugh standing on the other side of the screen door. Her shadow loomed over them, clouding the sunshine that had warmed them so well. “An ode to the dead?”


  “And you haven’t made love since she died?” Zelda said with a touch of sarcasm.


  “Not in Felicia’s bed,” Jane said.


  “Oh, so you are in mourning for the woman? You sound so respectful, now that she’d dead,” Zelda answered maintaining a slightly caustic attitude. No one expected Jane to be mourning Felicia’s death, not the way they’d fought.


  “I don’t give a shit what you two do, but I need the keys to Felicia’s car. I have to drive it out and get some equipment from behind it.”


  “They’re hanging where they always do,” Martha said, pulling away from the voluptuous little nymph beside her.


  “The bitch redhead needs a trip to the club, you should bring her,” Jane suggested as she walked with Martha into the house.


  “I don’t think we have that kind of relationship. But she does like it nasty, why don’t you take her? I think for all her talk, she admires you.”


  “I don’t like her,” Jane said flatly.


  “Well, she doesn’t like you either, but that’s all the more reason, don’t you think?” While Martha dressed, Jane plucked the keys from the hook and walked to the door.


  “I really do like the women I top, it makes the scene much more appealing. You know, you could come for yourself,” Jane offered. “If you really need some good stuff to take your mind off this mess here.”


  “Thanks, but I have enough sex to keep me busy.”


  “Suit yourself,” Jane said, and she walked out.


  When the screen door banged again, it was Zelda returning to the kitchen. While Martha put a teapot on the stove, she admired the red blotches that still marred Zelda’s alabaster skin.


  “Next time, you’ll tie me, hum?”


  “I could. But where? In the basement, perhaps you’re looking for dungeons? We don’t really have one here.”


  “I’m looking for fun,” Zelda said, her eyes twinkling much lighter than they had earlier.


  “Anywhere you can get it?”


  “You think I’m loose, don’t you?”


  “I don’t know you, I don’t really know why you’re here.” It was a question that had been bothering Martha for days. Perhaps the sex between the two of them had made her bold. But there was something suspicious about Zelda’s presence in the house, and her relationship with the sleeping Remy.“She wanted me here, Remy did,” Zelda said.


  “Oh?”


  “Yes, she called me two weeks ago to tell me that things were kind of strange here. She invited me for a visit.”


  “I see. I was just surprised when you showed up unannounced,” Martha answered.


  “Hum. That’s odd because you know everything that Remy does. At least I thought so.”


  “I have taken care of her,” Martha said in her defense. It was difficult to know if Zelda’s comments were meant to be subtle digs, or just information.


  “And very well, I might add,” the redhead noted.


  “So, what did Remy think was so strange?” Martha asked.


  “I think you’d better ask her,” Zelda said. Picking up her clothes from the kitchen floor, she walked out naked, with a sassy swish to her lovely hips, her ass still glowing a soft pale pink.


  “Slut,” Martha murmured to herself under her breath, although she had every intention of giving the woman her wish to be tied and abused. Perhaps she’d just leave her bound to a post in the basement, naked, with the rats running around her feet. The thought was perfectly divine. Though she should be ashamed of herself for having such wicked thoughts; there was too much wickedness about, too much. That’s probably what made for the whole murderous mess.




  Chapter Five


  


  The sound of jail cells clanging shut always sent a strange shiver through Robin’s bones. Not a sound that anyone should ever get used to. For a cell, this one wasn’t bad, and at least Betsy had it to herself. Being a murder suspect gave her some privilege.


  Betsy sat on her bunk giving Robin a slightly hopeful look on seeing a friendly face. She looked very lost in this tiny jail cell, with nothing but a bed and wash basin, and a blue prison dress to wear.


  “How are things for you?” Robin asked.


  “What can I expect?” Betsy replied, sadly.


  If she wasn’t innocent, she sure gave the impression that she was.


  “Leslie and I have done some preliminary work. We believe you’re innocent, but we’re going to have to do some real digging to find the real murderer. I hope you can help.”


  “I’ll do anything I can to help you, if you can just get me out of here.”


  “Well then, let’s talk about that night, see if you know something we don’t know. Do you mind if I sit?”


  “Oh sure,” Betsy said, moving over on the bed. “Not much for socializing, is it?”


  Robin smiled kindly, then jumped right in with her first question. “Tell me now, you were sleeping downstairs that night. Why was that?”


  She looked a little chagrinned. “Maybe half my nights I spent on the sleeping porch,” Betsy explained.


  “Was Felicia expecting someone else, perhaps?”


  “No. But we’d been fighting a lot and I wanted to be by myself. Besides, Felicia would often stay up late and read, or do whatever she did by herself, and I was tired.”


  “So you heard nothing, until you discovered her the next morning?”


  “I got up about seven and couldn’t go back to sleep, so I went upstairs to get dressed. I found her there…” Her voiced trailed away, and her face turned ashen.


  “You took the knife and held on to it?” Robin continued. “That’s what I understand from the police report.”


  “I thought she might be alive, that I could revive her. I had to pull it out. I think I must have screamed, because Martha came running and well you know the rest.”


  Betsy’s sadness ran so deep that it seemed to overwhelm them both. “Tell me a little more about your housemates,” Robin changed the subject.


  “Remy and Martha?”


  “And Zelda.”


  “Well, she wasn’t really a housemate,” Betsy said.


  “Yes, I know, but she was there the night that Felicia was murdered, which makes her a suspect, as much as anyone.”


  “Well, let me see,” the pale-faced Betsy said thoughtfully. “Remy and Martha came from Maine, I know that.”


  “They were living with Felicia before you and she got together?”


  “Yes. They were always friendly with me, really pleasant.”


  “Do you know how they met?”


  “I think they were in college together somewhere. The name Brightwood comes to mind, but that’s not a college, is it?” The small woman looked uncertain, as if a cloud obscured the truth. “They never really talked about their pasts. But I always got the impression that things had been kind of bad for Remy and she was happier not talking about her life.”


  “Did they go anywhere, out of town? Have any friends they talked about.?”


  “I don’t remember that they took any trips,” Betsy shook her head. “They went to movies together, and talked about work, but I can’t recall anything else. They were very quiet women most of the time.”


  Robin knew that there were likely a dozen clues Betsy might mention, but the woman just didn’t know where in her memory to look.


  “To your knowledge were they into S&M?”


  “Oh, I don’t think so,” she started anxiously, a little surprised. “I can’t, even in my wildest imaginings, see Remy doing any sort of scene like that. She’s much too fragile.”


  “And what about Zelda?”


  “We were told she was a friend of Remy’s. I kind of figured that she knew Zelda from college maybe, certainly before she came here. It wasn’t explained. But it was obvious that the two hadn’t seen each other in some time.”


  “Why do you say that?” Robin probed.


  “Oh, you know. It was awkward, like they didn’t know what to say. They hugged but little more.”


  “They were close then, at one time?”


  “I think so.”


  “Zelda suggested that she and Martha were college friends. Is that right?” Robin probed.


  “They never mentioned that to me. I assumed the connection between those two was Remy. Besides, when Zelda arrived at the house, you could tell that Martha had never laid eyes on the woman.”


  “Then I wonder why Zelda would say that?” Robin mused aloud.


  Betsy shrugged. “I have no idea. Those three are kind of strange, though. In case you haven’t noticed, Martha dotes on the woman. Of course she dotes on everyone, but especially Remy. You can really see the affection in her eyes. And worry. She’s always worried about her even though Remy hates it. I’d hate it too, being fawned over all the time. Remy was really very pleasant to me. I liked her. Not as a lover, she’s not my type, but she might have become a friend; we just never had much time alone together to develop a friendship. Remy’s working at the lab a lot and then Martha spirits her away when she gets home. Then with Zelda here, like a third wheel. I never did figure out that woman in relation to the other two.”


  “So, Zelda was trying to come between Martha and Remy?” Robin asked.


  Betsy considered the question, “No, not that I saw. I think they’re just friends…” her voice dropped as if she wasn’t sure… “I think.” She perked up and smiled. “She’s kind of fun in a way. But we didn’t see much of each other.”


  Robin sat back a moment, trying to get a real fix on Betsy Longcore and her now dead lover.


  “Was Felicia leaving you for Martha?” Robin suddenly posed the question.


  “No,” Betsy answered immediately, shaking her head emphatically.


  “Yet, she was having sex with her?”


  “That was expected. You had to allow Felicia her liberty. You couldn’t keep her from having sex with other women, it would frustrate the hell out of you, and it would be completely impossible for Felicia. I know, the police are making a big deal of the way we argued, but it wasn’t about sex. I knew that I couldn’t satisfy her completely.”


  “Then what did you argue about?”


  Betsy took a deep breath. “It’s hard to explain my relationship with Felicia, she was a very odd woman.”


  “I knew Felicia personally, I think I can understand some of what you’re saying.”


  “You did?”


  “Yes, it was a long time ago, but I know enough about what she’s like.”


  Betsy nodded, looking relieved by the information, grateful that she didn’t have to explain more. “I let Felicia sort of have me, when we first got together, and she was very good at taking. She was also generous with her home and sex and just about everything. But she wanted me to be a certain way. I wanted ours to be a more equal, independent relationship, especially in the last few months. What I really wanted was more from her. I loved the sex we had, but I wanted our relationship to be about more than sex. She had a problem with that. I guess you could say she had me in this compartment, and that’s where I belonged. She didn’t want me any other way.”


  “And you fought about this?”


  “I didn’t really believe that I could make her change. But I had to try.”


  “Were you planning to leave?” Robin asked. It was just a theory, but a good one.


  Betsy smiled tersely and looked away for just a second. “Funny, I hardly admitted it to myself, but I knew I couldn’t stay with things the way they were. In the back of my mind I thought about leaving, but I never really discussed it with Felicia. I considered it the last resort.”


  “Had you threatened her in any way, particularly the day of her death?”


  “No!” she jumped in quickly. “Not at all. I tried talking with her, reasoning with her, suggesting things that we could do differently. She was just stuck on things being her way. In that respect she wasn’t unlike other lovers I’ve had. And if I left, I left. Hell, I’ve left a half dozen lovers, and the thought of leaving Felicia was almost as good as the idea of staying.”


  “But you loved her?” Robin asked.


  “Yes, I loved her very much. There was a lot there to love, even though there was a lot to detest.”


  Robin could easily agree with that. “I know the feeling,” Robin admitted. “The police say Felicia left you a substantial sum in her will?”


  “I guess so, but I never really thought much about that. I don’t need much money, not that I have a lot, I just don’t require it. I certainly don’t need Felicia’s money.”


  “I heard too that you were trying to encourage Felicia to turn Roman Hill into a bed and breakfast?”


  “Yes. She needed the money, she always needed more money, she was far too extravagant, debts all over the place.”


  “Did you know that Jane owns half the house?”


  Betsy sat up, eyes wide. The look of shock was genuine.


  “Did you?” Robin repeated.


  “No.” She said quietly…“But it makes sense… lots of sense.” She stared directly into Robin’s eyes. “Do you think Jane killed her?”


  “It’s a possibility, so are the other three women. You don’t remember anything else about them and their lives before they came to Roman Hill?”


  “Oh god, I don’t know,” she replied, seemingly distressed, “it’s just too much to consider all at once.” The frail-looking Betsy started to cry and Robin reached out to cover her hand with hers.


  “I’ll leave you for now. You’ve been very helpful.”


  “I wish I could help you more,” she snuffed.


  “Well, if you think of anything, anything at all that might help us out… You are talking to John every day, aren’t you?”


  “Yes.”


  “Then tell him, and he’ll pass it along to us, if you can’t get to Leslie or me.”


  “I will,” Betsy replied. Beyond her tears for the moment, she looked up at Robin longingly, with the same hopeful look on her face that she had when the detective arrived.


  She was certainly a seductive little thing, even in prison blues, Robin thought as she turned to leave. “Don’t give up hope, we’ve just started,” she said smiling.




  Chapter Six


  


  Jane’s club was downtown on the fringe of the commercial district, a good five miles away from Roman Hill; although it could easily be reached in ten minutes, since freeway on and off ramps were near both places. Leslie checked, starting out that night at the base of Roman Hill, timing the trip downtown.


  Sapphos In Chains was located in an old warehouse building, something perfectly suited to the activity that went on there. Expecting a certain clientele and a certain manner of dress, Leslie wore a pair of brown leather pants she’d bought years before, when one lover had a motorcycle and she had consented to ride along behind her. The lovely vibrating feeling in her cunt as she rode the cycle was enough to keep her in the relationship for a while, though she was a little scared of being so “out there” and vulnerable on the bike. In addition to the pants, she found a vest of Rosalie’s, that worked pretty well by itself as a leather halter, just barely covering her breasts and showing lots of cleavage without looking too feminine.


  Seeing herself in the mirror, she figured she struck a dominant persona; the submissive thing never really felt quite right, but then the Dom stuff just wasn’t her either. Wielding whips and tying lovers down was not her idea of fun. She much preferred luscious warm bodies, and hands exploring her flesh. She didn’t mind a few good spanks on the butt, or even on the thighs, pinched nipples, rough grabbing; but she liked to be equal with her partners.


  She likely lost Robin because of this, but then, you can’t make people into something they are not.


  Pulling more things from Rosalie’s vast wardrobe, she donned a pair of leather boots that looked perfect for her attire, and found some large silver cross earrings—a style she’d never wear on her own. She thought she might add a collar at her neck, but that didn’t quite fit. She added some touches of make-up that she wasn’t used to wearing, though she did take some pleasure in a tube of bright red lipstick she found in Rosalie’s things. Finishing off, she combed her long brunette hair into a tight bun at the back of her head, giving her a more severe look than she was used to. It was a stunning transformation; she could almost feel it excite her, though she had no idea what to do with the unexpected erotic feelings. It was certainly appropriate for the club, which she’d heard was one of the most creatively nasty clubs anywhere around.


  Pulling up in front of Sapphos In Chains, Leslie was greeted by a leather-clad woman, who motioned her to a parking lot next to the building. Leslie was thankful that the lot was well lit; something about this whole scene was a little precarious, especially the chances these women took for their nightlife. She guessed that most simply weren’t worried about their safety, too tough for anyone, man or woman to tangle with. Even as a PI, however, Leslie was always respectful of her safety. Certainly there was safety in numbers here, and the street wasn’t empty. Several other nightclubs dotted the area, one for a straight yuppie crowd of singles, and then a dank looking gay men’s bar a few blocks down the street.


  Entering the club took Leslie into an unfamiliar world, as fascinating as it was unusual. She’d been to a half dozen lesbian clubs over the years that were not unlike this place—she did this mostly for her investigations. However, she’d never been quite so interested in blending in with the crowd as she was that night. Her intention was to find out about Jane’s activities with as much subtly as possible. The police had already checked Jane’s alibi for the night of the murder and Leslie was interested in seeing if there were any holes in it. A thirty minute drive to Roman Hill and back wasn’t impossible, little more than a bathroom break. It would be easy to fall into the cracks in a place like this, people not really certain when you came, when you left, or how long you were gone.


  The nightclub was a busy place, the costumes pretty much predictable with lots of leather and chains, and a little lace adorning some submissives. There were Dommes who looked like men and those with lipstick and wild hair that had a real flair for being feminine. There were submissives of every persuasion. A rather eclectic gathering on the whole.


  As Leslie made her way about the club, there appeared to be at least a dozen rooms on two levels, connected by a broad metal stairway. The predominant color was black, though it surprised her the variety of light and dark that greeted her eyes. In some places there was blinding light, and white walls. In other areas it was dark and smoky so she could hardly see in front of her face. The music changed with the rooms, though it all seemed to blend in a gentle cacophony, thankfully not some heavy metal harshness that would have made her head pound in seconds.


  The raw sexuality of Sapphos In Chains impressed her the most. She could not ignore the lesbian bonding, the open expression of female/female sensuality, which was often so difficult on the outside. In that respect, the place was no different from other lesbian bars with softer themes. It was not uncommon to see tender gestures between top and bottoms, and subtle love songs being sung between women whose proclivities were hard to pinpoint.


  No one was aggressive with her, which Leslie liked. Perhaps the sign at the door stated the rules, “No one’s forced to do anything inside this place, don’t forget it!” She almost snickered imagining the woman who wrote that rule.


  There were plenty of winsome smiles from unattached women, eyes that beckoned her closer, and a few mild physical gestures that warmed her, though she didn’t respond to anything overtly.


  Leslie sat down at the bar, ordered a coke and looked around, trying to feel her way into the playground around her. The scenes were so fascinating, each one so different, she could have stared at the little soap operas for hours, mesmerized by the relationships between these women. No wonder why Robin liked this world; her former lover was a real student of the drama of life and its personal relationships. Although she might often lose her perspective when it was a relationship of her own—Robin had some really bad ones—she’d become a master of discernment when it came to other people, no doubt because she was willing to walk into most any situation, sit down and study it for hours. Leslie thought that rather boring, wanting more action in her life; but here in this unusual atmosphere she found the unique theatre of S&M something you couldn’t find elsewhere, all of which made observing a stimulating adventure. Leslie wanted to take it as slow and easy as Robin would; she could always ask her questions later.


  Leslie especially liked the look of chains. Just seeing a submissive wearing an extended collar of a dozen chains dangling over her naked torso produced a raw and unexpected heat in Leslie’s groin; so much she found her crotch moving against the stool. The youngish-looking blonde was led on a leash to a table where she was ordered to sit. Her hands were immediately tied behind her, so that her breasts were about as blatantly displayed as Leslie had ever seen a chest displayed. It didn’t hurt that these were at least “C” cup tits, natural ones at that, with large brown aureoles and nipples the size of hard pebbles. Goosebumps were scattered across the surface of the blonde’s white skin; and since it wasn’t particularly cold inside the club—in fact it was rather warm—Leslie assumed the sub must be sexually aroused. Her butch top left her at the table with a stern order spoken tersely, her lips just inches from the sub’s wide-eyed face. Leslie couldn’t hear what the woman said, but she could see the blonde shiver in response, while a look of fear registered in the girl’s heavily made-up eyes.


  “You planning some fun, a scene, perhaps?” a tall black woman said, on approaching Leslie. The curvaceous female was dressed in a short skirt, a leather bustier and a pair of stiletto boots. She was well over six feet tall.


  “I’m just looking around, it’s my first time here,” Leslie replied.


  The woman looked down Leslie’s vest, apparently admiring the softly jiggling flesh inside.


  “You sub or Dom?”


  “I’d likely switch.” Leslie tossed off the comment without much thought. It sounded good.The woman looked at her with an air of approval.


  “I switch myself. I like to top most of the time, but I do like my ass beat on occasion. Not more than once a month, mind you.” The woman’s thick lips were gilded with the most amazing lipstick; the red and gold hues seemed to glisten as she moved her mouth. Leslie wanted to kiss that mouth, feeling that soft bounty of fleshy lips surround her own much smaller ones.


  “Leta,” the woman announced her name as she sat down on the bar stool beside her.


  “Leslie.” She felt a little more comfortable with someone sitting next to her, a little safer, maybe. Safety in numbers. This woman was not nearly as forbidding as some in the crowd, and Leslie especially liked her eyes. They were made up beautifully, with dark eye-shadows in rich color. Extreme, perhaps, but exotic like the woman herself. And yet, nothing about her fetish attire took away from the gentleness that seemed natural to the alluring female.


  “May I?” Leta asked, while deliberately gazing into Leslie’s gaping vest.


  “Yes, sure, why not?” Leslie answered, a little nervously. She hadn’t expected to experience this level of arousal—after all, she was working. Working or not, she imagined herself slipping off to a private room with Leta to spend the evening. A little ironic, perhaps, especially after she’d joked with Robin that she was going to the club so that Robin wouldn’t be distracted from the job.


  With the lovely Leta taking such an interest in her, Leslie could hardly rebuff the advance. The woman reached inside Leslie’s vest, found her nipple, and pushed the vest aside. She squeezed it harshly as she pulled it out, making Leslie jerk. Although she winced with pain, the sensation wasn’t without its pleasure. She felt the effect all the way to her pussy—which was growing more moist with every second. Just one tiny nipple pinch and Leslie realized how horny she really was.


  “Oh, my!” she softly gasped.


  “Such a pretty pink,” Leta said. “I’d love to clamp them both. Hum?” She looked into Leslie’s eyes. “Later, maybe? After you get accustomed to things, we could find a room and I’d give you a wonderful introduction to B&D.”


  Leslie smiled, thinking that she would be a perfect partner for a first time. “Well, I don’t know, maybe. We’ll see what happens.”


  “Yes, we will,” the woman assured her. Then Leta slid off her stool, pressed her lips against Leslie’s neck. Backing off, she smiled and walked away. Her graceful gait was slow and easy—easy to be seduced by a subtle siren like Leta. Only after the woman was out of her sight, did Leslie remember with some regret that she didn’t even think of asking Leta about her suspect.


  About an hour after Leslie arrived, she saw Jane Hugh walk through the door—looking almost the same as she had on the afternoon when she and Robin interviewed her. Only her clothes were different. She wore pants, cowboy boots and a leather shirt that laced up the front. Her breasts pressed against the fabric, making them look larger than Leslie remembered them. The grim expression on her lips was a bit unnerving, although a soft but rather nondiscript submissive landed on her arm almost instantly, and whispered something in her ear.


  Jane put her hand on the woman’s cheek and held it in her palm, gently, but with an unmistakable authority that could have easily slapped the woman in the face. Jane’s submissive kissed her adoringly, and called her “sir”, which seemed like a perfectly reasonable thing to call this dominant femme.


  Leslie turned on her stool just enough so that Jane wouldn’t see her. This wasn’t exactly a stake-out; it was much more a subjective fact finding mission. And though she didn’t intend to remain incognito all night, she hoped she could remain unrecognized for a while longer.


  After Jane’s quick greeting was over, she made her way past the bar, not seeing Leslie, and disappeared into the back of the club.


  “You like her?” a voice asked.


  Leslie turned around a little startled to find that her watchfulness had been observed.


  “Yes, I suppose. She fascinates me,” Leslie said truthfully.


  “You haven’t been here before, have you?”


  Leslie gazed at the woman in the black t-shirt and skirt. Fairly unremarkable, was her first impression, although the woman’s head was shaved bald and she had a half dozen earrings pierced into each ear. In her left ear, the earring at the bottom hung almost to her shoulder.


  “No. It’s my first time.”


  “Sometimes she runs things here, Jane does,” the woman went on informatively. She’s like an electrical current. You really should see what she’s going to do with Dagne tonight.”


  “Who’s Dagne? The blonde that was kissing her?”


  “Oh no! Dag’s a real bitch, and Jane’s gonna beat her ass tonight. Getting uppity.”


  “I see.”


  “Yeah, Dagne usually tops, but every once in a while, we all think she needs to be taken down a peg.”


  “So tonight’s the night, hum?” Leslie said. This was one conversation she needed to keep going. The loquacious woman might tell her everything she needed to know.


  “I think so, although the fireworks won’t start for awhile, Jane’s into Chris a lot now, so they’re probably getting it on privately.”


  “How long do these scenes go on?”


  “Who knows,” she shrugged. “Sometimes hours, if they’re really into something.”


  “A lot lately you say. Chris her girlfriend?”


  “Yeah, but not really. Jane’s been kinda messed up since her lady was murdered.”


  “You mean Felicia?” Leslie guessed.


  “Yeah, you knew her?”


  “A friend of mine used to live with her.”


  “Really? She was a strange one but I think Jane really had something for her. Brought her here a couple of times. Once she made her really sweat on the pulley’s back there. I don’t think I’ve ever seen anything so wild as those two. That Felicia woman looked as though she never wanted to stop.”


  “What were they like?” Leslie asked with eyes brightening in admiration, so that her talkative friend would keep talking.


  “They were in here a month ago, I think. Jane had the dame crawling on the floor; I’ve never seen anyone lick boots the way she did. I’m told she was a Dom most of the time, but the way she acted, you’d never believe it. The brand on her ass? They say Jane did that, but no one really knows for sure.”


  “A brand?”


  “Yeah, there’s lots of woman doing that now. I guess it’s not as painful as you’d think. I mean if you’re into pain, how much worse could it be? That bitch? She had one right in the middle of her pretty ass. Some weird something, musta meant something to them.”


  “Did you see them in a scene together?”


  “Kinda, part of one anyway, when she had her on the pulley’s, but you see I’m getting awfully hot while it’s going on, and this little thing comes in and leans on my arm, and I couldn’t wait any longer, so I took out my stuff on her butt. We were both really roaring.” She remembered the delicious moment with a lusty grin. “Anyway, by the time I’m done, Jane closes the door on the audience. Damn, that lady screamed like holy hell. But she was the most peaceful bitch I’ve ever seen when she left. I think she must have looked like that when she was dead, that peaceful. They say she was tied up when she died. I’m surprised they didn’t arrest Jane, though you know we don’t talk to police much here and we never use last names. Keeps things pretty clean. I figure most people aren’t using real names anyway, not at first.”


  “You think Jane might have killed her?” Leslie asked in her best gossipy, non-detective tone of voice.


  “Wouldn’t that be a hoot!” she exclaimed. “But nah, Jane’s not like that. I think she really liked the bitch even though she treated her like dirt.”


  “So, you saw them together a lot?”


  “No, just a couple of times. I don’t really remember any other scenes together. But I think the Felicia lady liked to show off. Seems like one night she was masturbating in the middle of the orgy room with everyone watching. Yeah, I remember that,” the woman’s memory was suddenly refreshed. “She was just really getting herself off. That’s probably the first time I saw her here. Her hands in her crotch, some flimsy dress all messed up. Yeah, she was a real nasty whore that night, too. She was whipping herself, while Jane stared at her, barking commands in this weird whisper you couldn’t quite hear, but you could feel the stuff between them. Damn insane if you ask me.”


  “She was whipping herself?” Leslie asked.


  “Little leather thong whip. Real little, like maybe she carried the thing with her all the time. Her face was vacant. I remember that the most, and suddenly how her vacant expression would vanish and she’d become a whole new woman, animated and alive—right in the middle of flailing herself with that whip. I was thinking that it really had to hurt her cunt, but she seemed real happy about it—even as red and raw as it was.”


  “I never knew the woman, I guess it was my loss,” Leslie said. She was finding it difficult not to be aroused by the way the woman talked and the stories of Felicia, though it seemed a little crass to be getting off on someone who was now dead, and not yet in her grave.”


  “You ever see Betsy, the woman they arrested?” Leslie asked.


  “No, at least I don’t think so. God, her picture has been plastered all over the place. Cute thing. I’d guess she was submissive, so I’m not sure how they’re pinning this murder on her, but if you’re in the scene, I think you can really go either way depending on your mood. Except Doms like Jane; they never switch.”


  “You played with her?”


  “Naw, but maybe some time. I’ve never come on to her. I like my Doms more feminine, kinda like you.” Her eyes suddenly gleamed with interest. Finished talking, she was ready for a change.


  “Sorry, I’m waiting for someone,” Leslie said.


  “Sure, I know,” the woman replied smiling, not at all hurt by rejection. For the second time that night, a woman slipped off the seat next to Leslie, moving on to something they needed that Leslie wasn’t ready to provide. At least she was getting somewhere, maybe if she remained in her seat, she’d eventually find out everything that she needed to know.


  


  ***


  


  In her apartment, Robin mulled over the pieces of the puzzle so far uncovered. Felicia, Betsy, the three women, Jane Hugh. She wondered about these five who had been so close to Felicia the night of her death, as if they’d been appointed to the position. Was there some cosmic force that had brought them together this way? Even more important, was there some connection between them? Had they all conspired to murder? She remembered an Agatha Christy, Murder On the Orient Express, Poirot discovering this band of travelers had each sunk a knife into the old victim’s body. Was this the case here? Certainly these women might all have wanted her dead. But the wounds didn’t suggest multiple murderers. The knife wound was deliberate, deep and very steady, made by someone with a very clear motive.


  Up until this time, Robin had thought about the murder in the abstract, not yet ready to think about the woman who had tied up Felicia Roman one night, only to stab her in the chest. Now the questions came freely, some answers clear, others as obvious as mud.


  She thought if she could imagine it clearly enough in her head, the picture of the killer’s face might just miraculously appear. Had it been an impulse, or something carefully planned? Had a B&D scene gone awry? Was there a woman who placed Felicia in bondage only to have another stab her in the chest? Did one woman tie her up, another use a whip, while others watched? Or was it, as everyone assumed, the act of a solo assailant?


  And what was Felicia thinking at the moment of her death? Did she even know that it was about to happen? Did she have any idea that there was a knife poised and ready to strike? Would her expression not have been more surprised at the moment of death? Would there not have been more signs of struggle, more tugging against the bonds that held her? According to the police report, there were no signs of a struggle; she seemed as peaceful as a lamb in death.


  How many times, Robin wondered to herself, had her own eyes been closed to the outside world when she traversed the inner realms in a moment of masochistic frenzy. She could never imagine opening her eyes at a moment when a whip struck, unless she was ordered to. Britta had done that before: made her look into her face as she wielded the whip. It was another kind of submission that was almost impossible for Robin to agree to. Too intimate, too fucking intimate! Maybe she needed to love someone for that. But she’d endured Britta’s demand, regardless; submissives do that.


  Robin would rather be blindfolded during a scene, or remain with her eyes closed. She assumed that most submissives preferred that too, and how easy it would be to kill a bound submissive when their eyes were closed. The very fact that Felicia enjoyed the bondage and had likely asked for it was a surprise. Perhaps she was more of a bottom than anyone knew. Certainly it seemed she trusted someone more than she had a right to.


  There was no way to paint a pretty picture of this ugly event. During all of her years of kinky sexuality, never had she known of a murder between a top and bottom – no matter how weird things got. A safe, sane, consensual lifestyle was the mantra players swore by. But for all the sane sounding suspects in this curious murder investigation, perhaps one was not so sane after all.


  The three women were Robin’s concern now. It was clear that Remy and Martha were hiding their past, one that was obviously troubling. And Zelda—a wild card. There for murder? Or there by some fluke of circumstance? Robin didn’t know when she’d had a more fascinating set of suspects.


  At least she had a place to start. She picked up the phone and dialed a friend at State U.


  “Diane,” she said, hearing her friend’s voice answer.


  “That you, Rob?”


  The two exchanged greetings, then Robin got down to business.


  “I need you to check on something for me, two students you had, say mid to late eighties.”


  “What are the names?”


  “Martha Quigley and Zelda Wing.”


  “I’ll check in the morning.”


  “And another possibility, Remy Thurston-Moore.”


  “Got them. This a case?” Diane asked.


  “Yeah, Felicia Roman’s murder.”


  “My god I heard about it, isn’t it terrible? And you Rob, how are you doing with this? Investigating it too? Isn’t that kinda tough?” As usual Diane was rambling on, not letting Robin get in a word edgewise.


  “I’m fine, just fine. It’s a little freaky, yes. Sure, Felicia made an impact on me ten years ago, certainly not one I’ll forget, but I can’t say I’ll actually mourn her death. It’s just a little weird digging into all this stuff now.”


  “I think the murderer had to have had a really unique reason,” Diane said. “Not something you’d expect. That would fit Felicia, don’t you think?”


  “That’s what I figure,” Robin said. “Every lover she ever had wanted her dead at one time or another, but no one would kill her for the way she loved them. She was obsessive about everyone. That was part of the magic.”


  “Exactly. I’m kinda pissed I never had a chance at her,” Diane said.


  “I bet you are,” Robin said, thinking of Diane’s kinkier side. She was not a bar scene woman, but the kind of woman that Felicia loved the most, the one-on-one kind that had fun with a good drama. Diane’s love affairs were always whirlwind romances that “would last forever”, always happily dying a week after they began.


  “Listen, I have someone here,” Diane said, “I’ll get back to you tomorrow about these three. Anything particular you want me to look up?”


  “Everything, when they were there, how they might have known each other, where they lived, if you have that. The classes they took. Anything.”


  “I’ll see what I can find. You know I love this part of my job, all this investigative stuff. Just don’t be telling anyone what I’m up to. I don’t want to get in trouble.”


  “I promise Di, now get back to your sex,” Robin replied.


  She listened for the little chuckle on the other end of the phone, knowing that Diane had a lover in bed with her right then. It was part of the joy of calling her at this hour; she could have a little vicarious thrill thinking of the two women making love right now.


  Feeling a little light-headed and achy, Leslie pulled herself off the safety of the bar stool and made her way to the toilet. Three cokes had gone through her and she had to pee. The bathroom was a little eerie; the yellow light made it glow with a strange light, but from what she could see, the place was spotless. There were five stalls, one locked; and Leslie could hear the sound of two women inside. It seemed a little ridiculous when every imaginable kind of behavior was allowed out in the club, why would two women hide themselves in a bathroom stall? Fantasy is a strange thing.


  There was a small crack in the stall from where Leslie could see the two woman groping each other in a typical moment of lesbian passion. When one dropped to the floor, and began to suck her lover’s cunt, Leslie chose a stall at the other end of the bathroom and did her business.


  Then returning to the outer rooms, Leslie took stock of the situation, and seeing Leta standing by the door to one room, she ambled slowly to her side, and smiled when the woman turned her way.


  “Jane has Dagne on the pillory,” Leta explained the scene simply.


  Looking inside the room, it took some seconds to get used to the darkness that surrounded the two women in the center. Standing on a raised platform was a leather-clad woman who indeed looked far more like a Dom than her submissive pose would suggest. She was locked into an apparatus, her hands and head in stocks, her bottom thrust out lewdly, her legs spread wide. Jane held a dildo in her hand, in the process of greasing it with some slick cream. At just the right angle it gleamed in the strange light that shone from a dim bulb in one corner.


  “Getting too bitchy for your own good, we’ll put you in your place, whore,” Jane seethed at her quietly. She wasn’t performing, even though there was an audience of nearly twenty scattered around the room and in two doorways. This seemed as if it were something personal between the two.


  Jane smacked her hand hard against Dagne’s ass cheek, then again against the other one. Then she pried the submissive’s ass wide, exposing her anus. From where Leslie stood she couldn’t see it all clearly, but there was enough of a view to keep her happy. She watched as Jane pressed the enormous dildo against Dagne’s ass. Of course, she could only assume it was her ass. Jane was a whole lot more careful than she would have been if it had been a cunt she was violating.


  Once making the initial penetration, Leslie watched as Jane shoved the dildo deeper still, her powerful arm pushing it forcefully, all to the tune of Dagne’s plaintive protests. The grunts were deep, but she wasn’t screaming; and somehow Leslie didn’t think she would. This may be punishment well earned, some revenge on the pecking order of this place, but it was consensual.


  “You like this in you, don’t you?” Jane tersely accused, as she moved the dildo in and out of the stretched channel.


  “My god pleeese,” Dagne gasped, the expression on her face: sheer agony.


  “You want it harder, don’t you?”


  “No!” Dagne mounted a vibrant challenge.


  It wasn’t Dagne’s to control this one. Jane prodded the woman’s rear with a force that scared Leslie, but that didn’t seem at all unusual to the crowd of watchers. When she was finally finished with the rape, Jane reached for straps that she used to tie the dildo inside the woman’s ass. She worked carefully, with expert attention to the details of the knots she tied. Leslie was instantly reminded of the knots on Felicia’s bonds, and Robin’s assertion that it took an expert to craft those so easily.


  Once the dildo was fixed in Dagne’s ass, Jane stood back for a moment, then attached a set of clamps to the woman’s dangling breasts. With a chain between the two, all Jane had to do was pull on it to have the woman crying out in pain, writhing nastily—a circumstance that would only make her agony worse. Getting away from the torture became impossible: so why would a submissive think that moving would help the pain? Maybe it was all unconscious, Leslie wondered to herself.


  When Jane pulled a strap from the wall, Leslie jumped back horrified.


  “It’s not as bad as it looks,” Leta, whispered in her ear, noticing the pained expression on Leslie’s face.


  “But …”


  “Just watch,” Leta told her.


  A comforting hand rested on Leslie’s back. Leta’s. The unexpected affection stunned her for a moment, then Leslie snuggled into the warmth that began to move through her body.


  The punishment strap was two feet long, three inches wide, with a heavy handle that seemed perfectly suited to Jane’s broad hands and powerful arms. She started in on Dagne’s butt, with a series of soft snaps. It landed with a sharp smacking sound, and produced a blush on the surface of the woman’s skin. It wasn’t easy to see the color since it was dark, but Leslie could imagine that before long, Dagne’s ass and thighs, her flanks and everywhere Jane peppered the nasty strap would be a wild shade of crimson.


  As she proceeded, Jane’s smacks became harder, and the efficient Domme settled into a steady even tempo, one that Dagne could count on, one in which a submissive might find some sexual arousal. It started that way, with Dagne beginning to grunt and groan as if her loins were burning, the pain beginning to create an edge to shoot for. But Jane was not about to let her have her way so easily. Changing tempos, starting and stopping, she kept the woman in suspended sexual agony, unable to know what was coming next,


  During one brief pause, Jane dropped the strap to her side and gently petted the woman’s thighs. She whispered something into Dagne’s ear, some ‘sweet nothings’ that made her shrink away in fear—as much as she could, considering the stringent bondage.


  Because Jane wanted her ass higher and tighter, the ankle straps were removed and a box was shoved under her feet. Dagne stood now with her ass end higher than her head and shoulders. Her legs were tied together at the ankles so she couldn’t move them. The dildo remained in her ass, making the position look incredibly uncomfortable to Leslie’s watchful eyes.


  Appraising her submissive’s pose and finding it to her liking, Jane took the strap in hand and let it fly nastily, stroke after stroke landing on Dagne’s ass cheeks, until she was crying and in such agony that Leslie feared she’d pass out. Jane stopped at that very moment when the breathless room finally seemed to change sides in this battle of women, when the audience wanted an end to the vicious punishment, or at least a necessary pause.


  It was only a pause, however; Jane was hardly finished. She taunted her submissive with a dozen nasty gestures, pulling on the nipple clamps, tugging on Dagne’s mane of red dyed hair, and smacking her with her hand.


  Then taking a thin cane that was hanging on the wall, Jane swished the nasty implement through the air. It hissed, striking Dagne’s bottom at the center of her ass cheeks.


  Dagne’s howl filled the air.


  The room collectively cringed.


  The calculating Jane waltzed around the punished thrust out bottom, making Dagne wait for the next cut. She pulled the nipple chain, and the woman howled again.


  “You’ll remember who’s boss here, won’t you bitch?”


  When Dagne didn’t answer, Jane jerked the chain again.


  “Yes, sir,” Dagne blared.


  “And you’ll take another six cuts, won’t you?” Jane said.


  “Yes, sir.”


  Jane jerked the chain.


  “You have quite an audience, my dearest Dagne, tell them how much you want it bitch! Tell them!” Jane’s voice was haughty, but her look was filled with concern. A strange kind of nurturing this was; nothing like Leslie had ever seen before.


  “Please sir, give me more.” Desire and fear made Dagne’s voice tremble.


  With one last jerk to the chain, Jane returned to Dagne’s ass and ripped off four nasty cuts in a row. Another two followed closely, all accompanied by an agonizing scream.


  The room fell silent afterwards, except for the sound of Jane returning the cane to a hook on the wall.


  “She doesn’t want it unless there’s a little blood. She’s never been afraid to go that deep,” Leta said. “And Dagne will be happy for it tomorrow when she looks at her wounds.”


  “Happy?” Leslie whispered softly.


  “Very,” Leta assured her.


  Jane became ever so gentle. Her large hands stroked the bound woman with a most tender touch. “You stay here for a while, so every one sees you,” Jane said without an ounce of the haughtiness that had accompanied her earlier comments. Dorie will take care of your bottom.” She continued to stoke Dagne’s back with the same gentleness that was present in her soothing tone of voice. Then she put her fingers into Dagne’s mouth, and the submissive woman licked them, deliriously hungry for the affection.


  “You owe me, darlin’ Dagne,” Jane said. “I’m not always so sweet.”


  “Yes sir.”


  Jane moved away, nodding to a woman on the side of the room; then walking to the doorway, she passed by Leslie and the crowd of others who had watched the remarkable scene. Jane suddenly stopped and turned around, confronting the investigator with an amused smile.


  “My, you look stunning tonight,” she said looking down at the leather vest and the swell of Leslie’s exposed breasts. “A new line of work, or are you here on old business?”


  “I was intrigued,” Leslie answered.


  “You find out everything you wanted to know about me from my friends?”


  “More than I expected.”


  “Really? Ready to indict me?”


  Leslie confronted a woman who was terribly sure of herself, but one she refused to let intimidate her. “I don’t have the power to indict anyone,” Leslie replied. She held her ground, while at the same time respecting ‘Sir Jane’ in a way she hadn’t anticipated.


  Perhaps the Domme saw this, because her manner changed ever so slightly. She inspected Leslie from head to toe, as if she was preparing to place her in bondage. “I’m sure there’s some sassy submissive who would like to serve you here; don’t miss the opportunity. Unless of course you’d rather submit, then I’d take you right now.”


  Jane’s suggestion produced a sudden startling surge of energy racing through Leslie’s body. “Thank you for the suggestion,” she said evenly, “I’m sure I’ll have exactly what I need here tonight.” She smiled, but guarded her feelings well.


  Jane flashed her a strangely charming grin, charming in particular because it came from Jane whose persona tended to be coolly aloof, and occasionally brutal.


  To the detective’s surprise, she found her sex anxiously aroused; some relief was necessary. Although, once Jane sauntered off, Leslie became aware of Leta’s hand resting casually on her bottom, her long fingers fondling her ass.


  “Should we take care of this?” Leta whispered in Leslie’s ear. Leslie looked back at the tempting black woman, and nodded. Although still unsure what she was getting herself into, she was so horny that she’d do anything to relieve the ache.


  Leta led her through the crowd of disbursing guests, to a room at the back of the club. Though it was small, just an eight by eight cell, the space was complete with all the S&M paraphernalia necessary to contrive most any scene. Once inside the room, Leta began to undo the buttons of Leslie’s vest. “Oh my! These are exquisite,” she said. “So white, so lovely.” Her manicured nails ran lightly over Leslie’s flesh, creating a rash of goose bumps across her skin. Taking Leslie’s nipples between her fingers, Leta squeezed them lightly. “Have you ever had these clamped?”


  “No,” Leslie replied.


  From the pocket of her skirt, Leta pulled out nipple clamps and dangled them before Leslie’s curious eyes. Despite Leslie’s dominant attire, Leta thought of herself as the dominant in this scene and Leslie her untrained sub, something that hardly fazed the bemused PI. She feared the pain that might follow, but did nothing to stop the sumptuous black woman’s seductive advances.


  “How about we start really slow,” Leta purred, with loving tones. Taking each nipple in her slender black hands, she attached the biting clamps to Leslie’s nipples. That the buds of Leslie’s breasts were already erect made it that much easier. “My, you have enormous nipples, you should have them pierced.” Leslie shuddered – although, at that moment, she’d probably have consented to just about anything. “Little rings, maybe?” Leta added, flicking her red lacquered nails against the tiny buds.


  The sensations that followed were exquisite, a soft burning feeling moved through Leslie’s body, settling in her cunt, while the heavy chain that joined her clamped nipples dangled between her breasts, and gave her constant stimulation she could not ignore. Even though the scene had just begun, she was starting to comprehend the reasons for this kind of sex.


  Backing away from her now, Leta turned her attention to Leslie’s leather clad bottom, running a hand along the polished surface of her pants.


  “Humm, yes,” Leslie groaned, feeling the gentle touch all the way to her cunt.


  When Leta smacked her ass, a satisfying warmth spread through Leslie’s rear. A dozen smacks more and the lovely sensation just increased.


  “On your hands and knees,” Leta ordered—even though there was hardly a demand in her voice.


  Leslie obeyed unthinkingly, while Leta drew a riding crop from the wall. The woman walked around her newbie sub, taunting her as she whisked the leather implement through the air; its sound as noxious as Sir Jane’s cane. Unlike the cane however, this instrument had a wide flat end that would make a far different impression on a yielding ass. At first just taunting her, Leta then made a sudden change, quickly rapping Leslie’s bottom with a half dozen sharp snaps. The sound was ferocious, each strike to Leslie’s upturned bottom, seemingly ruthless, though it only added another measure of delight. Leslie tried to forget the way she’d so abruptly consented to this, how in the past she believed that being submissive was contrary to her nature. All her former objections didn’t seem to matter in light of what she felt now. Her squirms and moans were simply pleas for more, and she was not the least bit upset when the strikes from the crop came hard and fast.


  “You ready for this?” the gentle dominant purred. She bent down and reached around Leslie’s waist to find the button on her leather jeans. She had them off Leslie’s ass seconds later, before her submissive could even reply. Seeing Leslie’s bare butt wiggling in anticipation was all the encouragement Leta needed. “My, I’ve hardly made it red,” she declared. “Your pants have protected you too well. You’ll have to learn to take a whole lot more before we’ll call you sub.” She said it sweetly, but she meant it.


  This time the crop landed cruelly, sending sharp jolts through Leslie’s rear, though they were still no less welcome. There was no way Leslie could stop this, even as she felt a steady burn rising on her skin, a burn that quickly turned into an edgy, biting pain. What she needed now was to come. Her body ached in ways it never had before. The savage beating produced a savage arousal until she thought she would explode.


  When Leta collapsed at her side, her smooth black hand found its way between Leslie’s legs where she was sopping wet. The two then tumbled into each other’s arms with Leslie welcoming the sensuous kisses that covered her face and neck. She came seconds later with her hips bucking violently against Leta’s hand, and the grinding spasms of climax filling her with their cruel pleasure.


  “Come here, slut, and please me now!” Leta demanded. Without giving her sub time to recoup, she pulled Leslie to her glistening pussy, forcing Leslie’s mouth into the steamy furrow. As her subbie licked and sucked and lapped her juicy snatch, she came, whimpering softly. Her nail’s dug into the brunette’s hair as she released with a throaty bellow. “Oh, my god, yesssssssss….”


  “Perhaps you like this more than you thought you would?” Leta suggested, while Leslie snuggled against the woman’s smooth dark legs. Indeed, she loved it more than she ever imagined she could. Although making love to Leta was not so very different from making love to other women, to Rosalie, and at one time to Robin. She found Leta’s nurturing style beguiling – and the riding crop, more stimulating than painful. She would never have called their brief fuck S&M – she thought of S&M as savage and cruel, but there was nothing cruel about this at all.


  Perhaps more fascinating to Leslie was Jane and her exhibition of heavy-handed ruthlessness; her cunning darkness mixed with a little trace of tenderness. A remarkable desire was born in Leslie, seeing the way Jane brutally ravaged Dagne. She hungered to call that woman “sir”, to bow at her feet, to give her body for the same mean and tender discipline. How was this possible after so many years on the outskirts of the S&M world? After a broken relationship with Robin? After dozens of refusals, denials and defiant rejections of something that now had the power to so profoundly arouse her?




  Chapter Seven


  


  “You what!” Robin exclaimed.


  “I had sex with a black woman at the club. She used a riding crop on my ass.” For some inexplicable reason, Leslie had to tell Robin about the sex before she even mentioned her discoveries at Sapphos. It was the next morning, and the two were eating a cheese Danish, getting crumbs all over the desk in the small office they shared.


  “And you were worried about me getting distracted! Do I have to go back and ask the questions?” Robin said, wiping her face and taking a long drink of coffee.


  “No, I found out plenty,” Leslie replied.


  “Like what?” Robin wanted proof, apparently content for the moment to dismiss Leslie’s astounding personal admission.


  “Like Jane dominating Felicia,” Leslie said, rather proud of the revelation.


  “What?”


  “They were heavy into S&M games at Sapphos. Jane brought her there several times, and apparently Felicia was having the time of her life bowing to ‘Sir Jane’. Does that surprise you?” Leslie asked, looking at Robin’s stupefied expression.


  “I don’t really know. But it certainly complicates things. Funny, not one of the other four women suggested the possibility. Apparently they kept it very quiet,” Robin surmised.


  “Not only that, one woman I talked to thought that Jane was really in love with Felicia.”


  “In love?” Robin wanted more.


  “Felicia was apparently very special to our suspect, their intimate moments were not any secret to the women at the club.”


  “How interesting,” Robin said. “I’d never have guessed that Felicia would want a woman as tough as Jane.”


  “Jane may not be as tough as you think. Despite her hard ass butch manner, she has a really sweet side, as if there’s a tender old dame under that hard exterior.”


  “Is this what people said of her, or what you saw?”


  “What I saw? I watched her top one of the club’s doms. She was terrifying every second, though there was this undercurrent of care. It was really quite amazing.”


  “That really doesn’t surprise me; the really good tops are like that, at least the ones I’ve been with.” Robin readily thought of Britta, the sad woman who was so lovingly mean that it left her breathless. Now, she saw that same kind of breathless response in Leslie; it was unexpected coming from this great lady of reason, order and sensibility. “What about the night of the murder?” Robin changed the subject.


  “Jane was there all right. But no one can swear that she might not have left a while. No one there is going to testify that she wasn’t in the club. She might as well own the place, she’s the one in charge. She licks no ones boots.”


  “But she could have left?”


  “It’s common for her to disappear for an hour or two in some private room. The way the place is arranged, it would be easy to create a perfect alibi, and then slip out to do some murderous deed.”


  “Did anyone remember her being in a private room?”


  “She’s into a girl named Chris. Was with her that night. I managed to get Chris to tell me that she and Jane had “quite a scene going,” but it sounded as if Chris was too far gone to testify to anything specific. I suppose you know what that means?”


  “You mean she was likely bound and blindfolded and off in another world? Yeah, I understand that,” Robin said. “So Jane doesn’t have an airtight alibi at all; that makes it very interesting.”


  “But I don’t think she killed Felicia,” Leslie quickly added.


  “Why? Because she had the capacity to care?” Robin asked.


  “Because I couldn’t imagine her doing it.”


  “Now, you’re sounding like me,” Robin smiled. “My intuitive abilities must be rubbing off.” She chuckled under her breath. “So, tell me, how did you like surrendering your ass?”


  Leslie thought for a minute, fending off a telling blush. “I suppose I was dumbfounded.”“And …”


  “Hum…puzzled, it was bizarre. But it wasn’t all that different from slapping asses when I make love to someone. I even did that to you. I guess because it was the club and there’s all that S&M ambience,” she said tongue and cheek, “it took on a darker flavor.”


  “Well, did you LIKE it?” Robin probed, being just a little frustrated with her partner’s vague replies.


  “Oh, hell, yes,” Leslie snapped.


  “Good.” Robin backed off, a pleased smirk crossing her face. “I would never have believed it.”


  “Well don’t get too excited, it’s not like I’m going back tonight,” Leslie added.


  “You might do it again?”


  “Let’s just say the possibility is much more appealing than it was a few days ago. Now, let’s get back to business. What have you uncovered?”


  “My friend Diane called to report on Martha and Zelda at State U. Martha got her graduate degree there in 1976, but as far as Diane could tell, Zelda was never there, at least under that name. Betsy was pretty clear that Zelda wasn’t telling the truth, when she called them friends. I think there’s a lot those three are hiding, Remy too.”


  “So, we still have four suspects.”


  “We do, none of them with a reasonable alibi, including Jane, and any one of them could have a reason to murder Felicia. For Jane, it could be a number of things, from money to sex. Remy might well have been jealous, and Martha and Zelda are both suspect because of their affection for Remy.”


  “So where do we go from here?” Leslie said, sighing.


  “Well, I’ve done some checking on Brightwood. There’s a Brightwood Hospital, a private mental institution in New Hampshire that just might have some answers.”


  “One of our suspects a resident, you think?”


  “I think so.”


  “Which one?” Leslie asked.


  “I’m not sure, but the way Martha was almost afraid to let Remy talk …”


  “Afraid she’d incriminate herself?”


  “Or both of them. I think it’s very possible one of them could have some secret they wouldn’t want any one to know, especially when it concerns this case. How about a little side trip?” Robin suggested.


  Several hours later Leslie and Robin were making their way north in Leslie’s pick-up, chattering back and forth about the case. Revelations from the morning about Leslie’s experiences the night before went undiscussed, creating an ever mounting tension between the two.


  “Do you suppose there could be some conspiracy between the three ladies in question?” Robin asked.


  “What makes you think that?”


  “I’m not sure, but if we believe it’s not Betsy, and we know instinctively that it’s not Jane, because she’s too sweet to do it …” Leslie laughed. “Then it would have to be one of the other three, and for the life of me, I can’t quite figure which one could do it. They all seem to be rather mild mannered women. Hardly your killer type.”


  “Well, when you rule out the “killer type” because she’s got a soft side,” Leslie said, referring to Jane, “maybe you can assume that your mild mannered suspects might have a darker side. Underneath, there could be some evil lurking.” Leslie’s eyes gleamed with a mocking horrified glow.


  “I guess we’ll have to see if we can get something really concrete on this trip. We sure could use a solid lead – sooner than later.”


  “You’re right on that,” Leslie agreed.


  The two drove in silence for some time. Then about fifty miles down the road, Robin turned in her seat and put her hand on Leslie’s thigh, enjoying the warmth of her partner’s body. “So, you want to stop at a motel …. maybe take care of this ‘stuff’ going on between us?” she wondered aloud.


  “What stuff?” Leslie asked.


  “You can’t feel the tension?”


  “What? I got to you?” Leslie said. She was almost triumphant, having given her partner a taste of the same jarring discoveries she’d been treated to in the past. Robin’s sordid sexual disclosures had left her with her mouth on the floor on more than one occasion.


  “You’ve wanted me back on your terms,” Robin suggested, “now you want me back on mine… is that possible? You’re not too good at lying about these things. Your revelation this morning was a pretty blatant come on.”


  Leslie turned to her and smiled. “I know, and it was probably stupid, because I’m quite prepared to love you again, but I’m not prepared for the sex. Not yet anyway. I know that it sounds absurd, but it is really strange to me that I’d respond so enthusiastically to S&M, when I did a pretty good job of feeling rather bored with it when the two of us were together. I’m still not sure about you and me and how that would feel. Besides, I have a relationship with Rosalie.”


  “Rosalie didn’t seem to bother you last night,” Robin pointed out.


  “I know. But that was practically anonymous, and it was work. Rosalie wouldn’t have any problem with that. Sleeping with my former lover and business partner, that’s something different. I’m not sure Rosalie would be that open-minded.”


  Robin snickered, listening to Leslie defend herself. “You know, I think it’s you that has a problem, same as always. Rosalie is a convenient excuse. You never thought the two of you would be together long in the first place. You don’t really love her, mutual respect, maybe, but love … come on Les. Besides, you can’t tell me that that little slut doesn’t fuck whoever she damn well pleases.” The disgruntled Robin turned back in her seat and stared out the window, watching as the sunny countryside rolled by, thinking for just an instant it would be nice not to go back to this case at all. All the weird things that it had seemed to spawn – it wasn’t worth it.


  “Rob, c’mon.” Leslie interjected after about ten minutes of silence. “I’d rather not make any mistakes. Could be more painful than we know. Maybe you and I could try again, but it’s going to take a little time before I’m ready.”


  Robin listened impatiently as Leslie went on about her fears, finally interrupting, “What does it matter if we make mistakes? It’s not going to change anything, is it? We’ve already kept the partnership together through one break-up.” She shook her head angrily. “I don’t know why I’m arguing with you. Listen to yourself, this doesn’t sound like you at all.”


  After that, the matter was closed.


  Riding in a prickly silence the remainder of the trip, the partners arrived at the mental hospital an hour later.


  Leslie flashed her identification to the woman at the front desk; and after sitting in the lobby to wait, they were finally ushered into a pleasant office with an expansive set of windows that overlooked an all too passive scene. Brightwood’s grounds looked like a stereotypical movie set version of psychiatric hospital serenity. A few people strolled the landscaped lawns, though at lunch hour, most of the staff and patients were in the dining room.


  “I’m Jessica Crandall,” a stately woman said rising to shake their hands. Dressed in a plain grey business suit, her hair tied back in a bun at the base of her neck, she had the pinched look of an austere bureaucrat, which made the detectives immediately doubt her usefulness to their investigation.


  “Robin Penny and Leslie Patrick,” Leslie introduced them, “we’re private investigators, looking into the death of Felicia Roman. We have reason to believe that one of the suspects in this case was a former patient at Brightwood.”


  “Oh? It was my understanding from the papers that the murderer is in custody.”


  “We have reason to believe that the woman in custody is innocent.”


  “Really?”


  “Yes, really.”


  “I’m not sure how can I help you. Our records are confidential, so there would be very little I could tell you.”


  “Certainly, you could just look up these names and see if any of the women have a connection with the hospital?”


  “The names?” she peered over the top of the reading glasses perched on the end of her nose.


  “Martha Quigley, Remy Thurston-Moore and Zelda Wing.”


  With a grim expression on her face, the administrator lowered her half glasses to the bottom of her nose, then turned to the keyboard where she typed into her computer. She watched the screen for a few moments, then turned back to the investigators with a shrewd look on her face, as if she was trying to determine exactly what to say to the detectives.


  “Yes. Remy Thurston was a patient here for two years. I do remember her, she was discharged in stable mental health five years ago. Martha Quigley was an attendant here for nearly a year. I remember her as a capable employee. However, she had career plans outside the medical field.”


  “Were the two women here at the same time?” Robin asked.


  “Yes, they were. In fact, they left within days of each other, but that would appear to be coincidental since they were in different sections of the hospital. I doubt they had any contact, if that’s what you’re trying to establish.”


  “How about Zelda Wing?”


  “Our records show that she was also here as an aide, although for a very short term.”


  “And that was during Remy’s stay?” Robin asked.


  The administrator turned back to the computer. “Yes. At the very beginning she worked on the ward where Remy was assigned. But she was here only about five months.”


  “At the same time Martha Quigley was here?”


  “No, she left several months before Martha joined us.”


  “I see,” Robin went on, “could you tell us the nature of Remy’s illness?”


  “I’m afraid I can’t. The courts might be able to open my files, but I’m rather a stickler for rules. If you had a warrant, then I might help you more.” She was overtly edgy and unwilling to talk more. “Now, if you’ll excuse me, I have to meet someone in the dining room.”


  “I’ll say she’s a stickler for rules,” Leslie said sarcastically, as the two detectives walked out of the building. “She certainly wouldn’t want to be out on a limb to be useful in an investigation.”


  “You’re right,” Robin agreed. “But we did establish that Remy and Martha likely met here, not at school. That’s getting us somewhere. It seems our dour shrinking-violet Remy has a past that bears more looking into. Maybe we have the beginnings of Remy and Zelda’s friendship, though I wonder what would bring them together so quickly in a place like this, especially with Remy being a patient.”


  “I wish we had more,” Leslie mused.


  They stood together in the parking lot for some minutes, Robin looking as if her brain was working overtime on the solution to their impasse.


  “Wait. Why don’t you give me a minute,” Robin suddenly said. “I have a plan.” She smiled and took off. Leslie watched her partner quickly dump her jacket in the back of the truck, along with the red cap she was wearing. She hastily swished her blonde hair free and revealed a woman in a white blouse and baggy navy pants that would hardly stand out in any crowd. She could even pass for someone who belonged on the hospital grounds, which was exactly what Robin intended. She left Leslie standing by the car and walked toward the footpath that ran through the well-manicured lawns.


  There had always been a little bit of an actress in Robin, which was now emerging again. Leslie watched her partner, admiringly as she appraised the landscape carefully, thoughtfully eying a number of patients and aides. She finally approached an older female aide who was sitting on a bench, eating lunch. Leslie knew right away that Robin had picked the woman for her jovial personality; she looked every bit like the gossipy kind of female who would spill everything she knew as long as someone paid attention to her stories.


  “You hear about the murder down south?” Robin asked the bubbly grayed haired woman, after the two had exchanged pleasantries. The woman’s eyes lit up immediately. Robin was pleased to see a twenty-five year pin proudly displayed on the lapel of the white uniform, along with a name tag reading Joan Barnes, LPN. Her thick glasses assured Robin that she wouldn’t be easily recognizing people by sight.


  “I sure did, noticed the names right off. Doesn’t surprise me in the slightest, that Martha Quigley. She was an interesting one from the beginning. Kind of odd, but pleasant enough. And she wasn’t one of those girls that hardly lifts a finger around here. She was kinda of strange though, the way she got all attached to that girl, she was always doting over her like some mother hen. It was really funny if you ask me. What was that girl’s name again, funny name.” The woman screwed up her face trying to think.


  “You remember the girl, the patient?” Robin asked.


  “Not real well, she was in another ward. I guess she only knew Martha, because Martha put in some extra time, doing research of some sort with the violent ones.”


  “Violent ward?” Robin concealed her alarm and without missing a beat, added, “I’m surprised the two weren’t suspects in the murder.”


  “That is amazing. Although it’s hard to picture that girl being violent, even when she was here. Few times I saw her, I remember her being real sweet, kinda quiet though. But you know those quiet ones.” She rolled her eyes. “You know, I thought about calling the police when I saw they arrested the lover of the murdered lady. You think they’d know about that girl, what was her name again?”


  “Remy?” Robin asked as if she were also in doubt.


  “Yes. That’s it! Kind of nice name. I’ll bet Martha and Remy ended up lovers. I mean with the victim and that suspect being lovers. Stands to reason that they were all lesbians, living together.”


  “I guess so,” Robin agreed.


  “When I read about the murder, it reminded me of this woman who was here a while back. Eve. Oh, I’ll never forget her. They put her in this place for murdering her lover. A little like this case, one minute sane as the rest of us, the next, she snaps and stabs her lover with a butcher knife while she was sleeping. Now there’s a real loony. Not a sane bone in her body, though you wouldn’t know it to see her.”


  “What happened to her, she still here?”


  “No,” Joan Barnes said. “Dead. A couple of years ago she got out and really went plum crazy. Jumped out of a building. You wonder sometimes what makes people do things.”


  “I heard that the other woman, Zelda, used to work here too,” Robin continued. “Did you know her?”


  “I sure did! Now I didn’t see the picture in the paper, but if that was Zelda Wing, I’m hardly surprised. That woman was kinda kooky, too.” She leaned into Robin whispering. “You know I think we all get a little funny in the head working here,” she said with a smile. “Never heard from her after she left, and then she shows up at a murder. Can you imagine that!”


  “You kinda wonder,” Robin said. She would have liked to have kept up the conversation, but Joan Barnes needed to go back on duty.


  She smiled at Robin before she left. “Nice talking to you. I just hope they got the right woman. Would be terrible wouldn’t it, if it were Remy?”


  Robin smiled as she joined Leslie at the car.


  “So…” Leslie asked anxiously.


  “Not a lot, but I did find out that Remy was in the violent ward,” Robin said. “Martha apparently had a fixation with Remy right off.”


  “Why was Remy committed?” Leslie asked.


  “The woman didn’t say,” Robin shrugged.


  “And Zelda?”


  “She remembers her, but not too well. She thought she was a little strange, but then she thinks everyone around here is a little crazy.”


  “She’s probably right.”


  “So what’s the next stunt you plan to pull?” Leslie asked.


  “I think we need to do some further checking on Remy. See what the DA’s office has on her. We might just have our killer.”


  The two climbed in the truck and headed back home.


  The long quiet ride back to town became almost too much for Robin to bear.


  “So, when do you think you’ll be ready for me again?” she finally blurted out. “Or are you saving your dominant submissive tenancies for strangers?” The idea that Leslie would even consider S&M left Robin with an incredible longing that would be difficult to shake. She still loved her, probably always would, but she almost wished Leslie had never gone to Shappos In Chains.


  “Don’t be difficult, Rob, I’ve got to get this clear in me first. Then we’ll talk.” By then, they’d arrived at the office and Leslie pulled the truck next to Robin’s Suzuki.


  “Whatever you say, love.” Her voice was clipped and a little pained. “I guess I’ll just forget about it for now.”


  The look stung, but Leslie would not be manipulated. “Okay, so, I’ll see you in the morning at the Hill?” she said to avoid her partner’s parting comment. “I think it’s time we played our hands with the ladies.”


  “Maybe, but I’m not sure about confrontations just yet.” Robin returned to business without missing a beat, as if the last few minutes had never taken place. “I want to get some more information on Remy. See what more I can extract from the police. And I want to check around the estate a little more.”


  Leslie nodded, knowing that her partner had something in mind, but, as usual, she was keeping mum, probably because Robin wasn’t even sure yet what she was looking for. Funny, how Robin’s dilemma about the case matched Leslie’s own about sex. She guessed they both had some thinking to do.


  Leslie drove off, leaving Robin wondering if it might be a good night to visit Britta again. She hadn’t had back to back sessions in some time, but she was feeling as raw as she had just after she’d learned of Felicia’s death. She didn’t know what she wanted from her business partner, but this impasse certainly wasn’t it!


  Meanwhile, Leslie drove toward home realizing she was so torn between conflicting desires that she had no idea what to do. A big part of her wanted to go back to Robin and find some way of making mad passionate love to her; although strangely now, she would hardly know where to begin. To Leslie’s further amazement, she was nearly as motivated to go to Jane Hugh’s cottage on the hill and seek out the Dom’s advice. That seemed pretty stupid. She couldn’t imagine a Domme giving advice about her love life. Jane was as likely to beat her ass as talk to her – maybe, that’s what she really wanted. As Leslie approached her apartment, however, she gazed up to see that the lights were on in both the living room and bedroom.


  “Thank God! Rosalie’s home,” she thought, suddenly very relieved.


  “Home early?” Leslie said coming through the door with a smile on her face.


  “Ah, mi senorita,” Rosalie said in her thick Latina accent “You look so flushed tonight.”


  “You been speaking Spanish all day?” Leslie’s arms surrounded her lover. She was warm as always, Leslie noted, as Rosalie’s hips moved seductively against her groin.


  “Si. With my old amigo,” she said smiling brightly.


  The look in her eyes was definitely carnal.


  “Had a good time?”


  Rosalie shook her head and pouted, dropping her exaggerated accent, “No sex, she was on the rag.”


  “That’s better for me, I need you,” Leslie said, drawing the warm body closer to her.


  “Of course you do.”


  “I always want you, but I need you now. This case is just too strange, and I’m getting a little spooked.”


  “The murder?”


  “Yes, can you believe it; I spent last night in a lesbian S&M club?”


  “Oooo, the nasty stuff? You play too?”


  “Hum, a little,” Leslie admitted. “I was wearing my leather pants, your vest and earrings.”


  “And you don’t do that for me, you naughty bitch,” Rosalie replied, half angrily as she shoved her lover away with a playful push.


  “It would have been better if it had been you,” Leslie tried to assure her, even if it wasn’t true at all. She couldn’t imagine anything more perfect than Leta’s gentle domination. Rosalie would be a much different Domme – if she would be dominant at all. And Leslie couldn’t even imagine her being submissive.


  “You know, you could spank my bottom,” Leslie offered.


  “And you can spank mine,” Rosalie came right back.


  It was just a big tease. They traded slaps for several minutes, all the way to the bedroom.Leslie tumbled in first, ripping her clothes away, while Rosalie dove for her pussy, licking it from top to bottom.


  “Oh, more, that feels so good, Rosie,” Leslie purred hungrily.


  Rosalie looked up, winking, then she patted Leslie’s pussy as if she was spanking it.


  “Yes, yes, more!” Leslie jerked erotically as the slaps began to sting.


  Rosalie fucked her with two fingers, while Leslie grabbed her lover’s hair, pressing Rosalie’s face even further into her wet cleft. Rosalie lapped the throbbing clitty, although a second later, she backed off. “Ooo, not so fast, you little slut! You’re not gonna get off that quick.” Rosalie then shoved her fingers deeper yet into Leslie’s sopping cunt. “You gonna take it all tonight, bitch.” Rosalie withdrew her hand and pulled a bottle of clear grease and a smooth latex glove from the bedside table.


  With her ass grinding against the sheets, Leslie watched Rosalie prepare her slim hand for the assault on her cunt. This was the one thing Rosalie did better than any lover she knew. A most submissive kind of sex – fist fucking. She needed it tough, especially right now. Her juices were flowing at the mere suggestion; her cunt relaxing as it prepared to open for Rosalie’s hand.


  Rosie’s dark eyes flashed gaily, as her red lips descended on Leslie and moved lustily across her clitoris. She jammed three fingers inside the brunette’s pussy, then four, then her whole hand pressed against the gate, seeking entry all the way inside. Leslie felt was a burn, a pressing pulling reaching sensation, so hard to describe afterwards, but so glorious for the instant it happened. Suddenly, the burn was over…


  With Rosalie’s fist at last inside, Leslie moaned from deep inside her belly. She loved being fucked this way, rutting like a wild animal.


  “Gawd yes!” she screamed. Waves of sensation flooded through her body; her muscles clenched tight, then relaxed, then clenched again around the fist. While the orgasm washed though the moaning brunette, Rosalie licked the pussy juice that splashed out over the slut’s clit. Her tongue didn’t stop lapping juice until her lover went limp with exhaustion.


  Leslie’s eyes opened to see a smile, worth the violation – a perfect reward for a savage moment of bliss seeing Rosalie’s lusty lips beam happily, her lipstick now smudged across her mouth.


  “You kinky little slut,” she accused.


  “No nastier than you,” Leslie spit back. Rosalie withdrew her hand leaving Leslie’s cunt wide and empty, noticeably empty. Too quick, it was always too quick, Leslie thought


  “How about I do the same for you?” Leslie suggested. They lay side by side with their breasts pressed together, their arms and legs intertwining, their tongues playing lazily as they both recovered.


  “I should have done it in your naughty bitch ass,” Rosalie said. “Going out and getting yourself screwed by some dyke in a night club. Tell me, what they do to you?”


  “Leta spanked my bottom – with a riding crop.”


  “You like that?”


  “I’m not sure. Do you?” Leslie wondered. She gave Rosalie a whack on the rear.


  “Only long as you use your hand. I love hands. Your hands. You know I love being mauled by you.” Her voice disappeared into soft cooing moans and traces of unintelligible Spanish words. Leslie kissed her lover’s sensuous lips while her hand worked Rosalie’s soft furrow. She lightly pinched the delicate clitoris, then rubbed the tender fold and poked a finger inside the opening to find her ‘G’ spot. Leaning back, Rosalie let her cumming sounds ripple joyously through the air, as the small spasms of climax echoed through her undulating belly. She always came this subtly, seeming to blanket them both in the soft blanket of her pleasure.


  How many more times they’d be together like this, Leslie wasn’t sure. In the past it had been Rosalie who played around, Leslie by choice remaining faithful to her sweet lover. It was just simpler and more convenient for Leslie to have one lover at a time, even though relationship commitment was not a concept that applied to Rosalie.


  Now, thoughts of Robin and Jane held her fascination, and she suspected that her Latin lover wouldn’t be around much longer. Rosalie sensed things, and she’d be moving on by the end of fall, if not before, Leslie surmised—just because Rosalie wouldn’t stay around to any bitter end. The flirtatious woman would find someone else to catch her interest and be gone.


  Leslie lay back relaxing, letting her mind drift for a time, coming back to the reality of the murder investigation, and its need for a solution.




  Chapter Eight


  


  “We’re going to look through Felicia’s room,” Robin announced, as she met Leslie on the steps of Roman Hill the next morning.


  “Her room? What are you searching for? The police have probably taken everything of interest. Looks like they practically stripped the place. I know they confiscated all the pictures of Felicia with Betsy. Maybe they took ones of her with her other lovers.”


  “I’m sure they found some, but Felicia used to hide stuff,” Robin explained. “She had little treasures planted all over the house. It’s my hope that the police didn’t know where to look. Plus, once they decided on Betsy, I don’t think they did much searching after they had the evidence they wanted.


  “What are you looking for?” Leslie asked.


  “In general, anything. Specifically, more pictures. It struck me last night, all this photography. That wasn’t something Felicia ever did with me. Must have been a new hobby. But she had a real obsessive side to her; once she started something like this, she wouldn’t quit. Like the way she used to tie a bow around my neck. It didn’t matter what kind of sex she wanted, it was always the same, Felicia signaling her intentions. She’d take a slip of ribbon and tie it around my neck, then she’d flash her eyes at me, and giggle in a very provocative way. Sometimes she’d wait for hours before she made the next move. She even performed her little ritual with people around. ‘Our little secret,’ she’d tell me.”


  “Did she ever not make a move?” Leslie asked. “I mean after she put the ribbon around your neck?”


  “No, but it did make things awfully suspenseful. I’m sure there was a similar sort of turn on with the photography. I can imagine her even now…”


  From what Leslie knew of Felicia, she had to admire her sexual theatrics. No wonder she could string so many women along at once. “So you think the photography could be another fetish?”


  “Yeah. Probably started with innocuously… an impulsive idea because she had an expensive new camera and wanted to try it out.”


  “She did have quite an elaborate set up with the tripod and the delay timer,” Leslie added. “It would suggest that she really spent some time thinking about what she wanted to do – the final result, rather than just clicking off a bunch of quick digital shots.”


  “It’s my hunch, that since she went to so much trouble to take these pictures with her lovers, there had to be more than just the ones with Betsy. The camera was at least five years old, and knowing Felicia, she had photographs of every one of her lovers during that time. One thing I know for certain, she’d never hide all her “evidence” in one place. She was never that organized. She stashed things all over the house. The police were probably lucky to find what pictures they did.”


  There was no sign of life around the house as Leslie and Robin climbed the stairs. The morning was brisk for the time of year. There seemed to be a clarity in the air, a crystal clear quality to the sky, that even in this muted place of savage wildness, things stood out rather starkly. By afternoon, the air would muddy considerably.


  “Wonder what will happen to this place?” Leslie said.


  “After Felicia is buried today? I suppose they’ll read the will; that could be interesting.”


  “You going to the funeral?” Leslie asked.


  “My love, I wouldn’t miss it.”


  According to Robin, funerals were the best source of clues. She prided herself on studying patterns of grief since it was so often associated with their investigations.


  After waiting for several minutes at the front door, Leslie turned the knob and called into the musty air, “Anybody here?” Hearing no response, she and Robin stepped inside the hallway. They shut the door hearing a heavy click as the door latched tight. A moment later, the screen door banged against its frame. Amazing, with all the annoying sounds, no one answered.


  “Martha! Remy!” Leslie called, and finally they heard a shuffling sound coming from upstairs. Then, while glancing toward the hallway, they thought they saw Zelda slipping out the back. Seconds later, their attention was drawn to Martha coming down the sweeping staircase.


  “May I help you?” she said politely, though she didn’t seem particularly happy to see the two detectives.


  “We’d like to take a look at Felicia’s bedroom,” Robin said.


  “Oh?”


  “Betsy assured me that we could have free access to the room, since of course, it was hers, too.”


  “I doubt Betsy has the authority to allow anything regarding this house, but,” Martha shrugged, “go ahead if you want. I assume you’ll stay clear of our room. We really have nothing to hide; and since the police went through everything, including underwear drawers before they finished their investigation, I can’t imagine there’s anything left to find.”


  “We won’t be long,” Robin said, ignoring Martha’s editorial.


  The two detectives mounted the staircase, and made their way down a massive hallway, entering the spacious apartment that had always been Felicia’s bedroom—and that of whatever lover shared her bed.


  “Apparently Betsy didn’t have her own room,” Robin said. “She sometimes slept downstairs on the sleeping porch, but this was her room too.” She made a first perusal of the room noting similarities and differences between the present and when she used to share the room with Felicia Roman.


  Leslie watched her partner work, knowing that Robin had a way of climbing inside a person’s psyche and waltzing around, looking through their eyes, feeling what they felt, thinking their thoughts – if she could imagine well enough. Leslie had heard of psychologists who talked of doing this, but she’d never known anyone but Robin get such startling and immediate results.


  Her partner gave the room a thorough scrutiny. There was a round turret that was set up as a sitting area with two chairs, a small footstool, and a table with an antique lamp. The bed was to the right of that against the wall, an enormous antiquated piece, not just a four poster bed; the massive structure had a canopy and drapes that closed around it.


  Leslie had seen pictures of the bed with Felicia in it, but in person, it looked even more imposing. Now, stripped of all its sheets, the bed looked stark and wholly uninviting without the soft aura of pillows and comforters.


  On the far wall was a dressing table and mirror, while an enormous wardrobe stood to the left of the doorway. On the right wall were doors to closets and the bathroom. With the door standing open, Leslie and Robin could see inside the stark, white tiled-room, which had been cleared out and cleaned.


  The blonde detective moved around the room slowly, opening doors and drawers, but not really looking beyond the surface of things. Occasionally she looked back at the turret sitting area as if there was something there that she was trying see, and yet hadn’t been able to. She went about the whole room doing this strange cursory inspection. Her mind like a mad scientist’s. Leslie was certain that her partner would soon spin out of control if she didn’t come to a verdict soon.


  “Robin … ?” She wanted to hear her speak her mind.


  Robin stopped in her tracks, while her eyes continued to move from place to place. “You know I can almost hear her laughing at me right now, as if we’re little kids playing hide and seek, and she’s giggling in some dark corner. I know there’s something in this room that no one has seen. It’s like she’s toying with me. I’ve got goosebumps all over.” That was Robin’s sure sign of cosmic truth about to descend.


  “So, what is it?” Leslie prodded.


  “It’s so strange in here,” Robin started. She started on her trek again, opening more of the infinite cubbyholes and hiding places scattered around the room. “I guess I’m time warping, remembering this room, it hasn’t changed very much since I was here. But don’t you think it’s kinda strange, there’s really nothing that personal around here, certainly nothing of Betsy’s? And all these things, these pictures and figurines, they’re all the same as they used to be. Seems odd to me. I wonder in all her jumbled disordered life, if this room wasn’t the one place that was stable for Felicia. Perhaps this house was her anchor, what kept her from really going out of control. I was thinking about what Jane said, that she couldn’t give this up. I can’t imagine Felicia ever living anywhere but here; she was a very provincial woman.”


  Leslie listened, content to let her partner ramble.


  “She liked it here, she used to sit in the window …” Robin’s voice drifted off, as she moved toward the turret, her eyes on the footstool. Had she found something? Suddenly grabbing the small piece of furniture, Robin pried the top of the cushioned seat off the four legged base. With little effort it came loose, spilling a white dog-eared envelope onto the floor.


  “I knew it!” She threw the stool aside and picked up the envelope. Sitting down in the chair behind her, Robin opened the envelope and pulled out the contents.


  “Your source at Sapphos was right. Look,” Robin said. She handed Leslie the photographs after glancing at each one. They were pictures of Felicia tied to her bed, not unlike the pictures of her at her death. The delayed action of the camera had caught Jane Hugh in the act of whipping Felicia’s rear end. In other pictures Jane was shoving a dildo in the woman’s ass, still another showed Felicia at Jane’s feet, her head pressed to the carpet, with a riding crop at her back. Red marks showed that this was no passive staged pose; Jane was in the process of punishing her. The expression on Felicia’s face was remarkable: a little anguish, a little pain and fear, and a degree of contentment that was mesmerizing. Frozen in the white frame of the photographs, Felicia looked alive, as if she could walk right out of the picture as big as life. So very different than the violent peace of her death, though that death seemed all the more fitting after seeing startling images.


  “How did you know they would be here?” Leslie asked.


  “I’m not exactly sure, except that I flashed on this picture of Felicia sitting by these windows—she loved this view of the grounds. She’d meditate here for hours sometimes; I often wondered what she was cooking up in that bizarre little brain of hers. I remember walking in on her one day; she had her hand in her cunt and was teasing herself to climax. I stood stock still and watched her masturbate. She knew I was there, but she kept going, not for an instant missing a stroke. It was really lovely … Felicia there in her paisley print dress, the skirt pulled up, her naked cunt all pink and wet, responding to her thoughts and probing fingers.”


  “Perhaps she was looking at pictures then?” Leslie asked.


  “No, I don’t think so. That was long before her obsession with the camera, but I can imagine her sitting here in recent weeks, looking through these photographs and getting re-charged by what had been captured on film. I wondered where she might have hidden them and this seemed like an obvious choice.”


  “Well, you got results,” Leslie said happily.


  “Did you notice the ropes?” Robin returned to a picture of Felicia tied to the bed.


  Leslie studied the color photographs for a few moments. The ropes were tied the way they were tied in the photographs of her dead body. “Exactly, the same knots the murderer used,” Leslie said. “A reason to implicate Jane?”


  “Looks that way, doesn’t it?” Robin answered.


  “Maybe it’s time to talk to her again,” Leslie suggested.


  “Yes. It’s getting very close,” Robin said.




  Chapter Nine


  


  Zelda walked along the garden path, making her way toward Jane Hugh’s cottage. She was purposeful in her intentions, knowing exactly what she wanted after having been at Roman Hill for the last dozen days. She hoped that she would have made as distinct an impression on Jane, as Jane had made on her. Not seeing the Dom anywhere around her gardens, Zelda knocked on the cottage door. She knocked again when no one answered.


  “You looking for me?”


  Zelda turned to see the object of her search standing behind her some five feet, looking lusciously handsome as usual. “In fact I was,” Zelda replied, flashing the woman a grin.


  “And why’s that?” Jane asked. She wore a pair of jeans, her cowboy boots and a plain black shirt. Small silver hoops hung in her ears, one with a dangling cross; otherwise she was as plainly dressed as usual. Her close cropped hair had its usual spikey look.


  “I thought, perhaps,” Zelda hedged, her whole essence seemed to change…to soften, her eyes smoldered with lust, “maybe we could spend some time together.”


  “What in heaven’s name for?” Jane asked.


  “I think we have some common fetishes,” Zelda said.


  “Oh? You want me to make you submit? That would be the only thing we have in common.”


  “I think we could have some fun.”


  “You know, I don’t do just anyone, Zelda,” Jane said. “I have to have some motivation. Your little games with Martha were hardly inspiring.”


  “That’s what I mean. Martha is rather uninspiring. And she’s kinda pent-up about Felicia’s death. I wanted someone who wasn’t so wrapped up in this drama.” She cocked her head, winsomely, which Jane thought was rather silly.


  “I’m going to the funeral,” Jane informed her. “I really don’t have time.”


  “I’m going, too, but maybe afterward? Could release a lot of tension.”


  “I see your point. But why would I want you?”


  “You have no idea how inventive I can be, how much I like to be whipped, and played with, and teased into pain.”


  “That so,” Jane said, flatly, unimpressed. She passed Zelda on the walkway, and opened the cottage door.


  “Okay, so you can suck my cunt, bitch. Bring me off, then I’ll see what I can do for you later.”


  Zelda smiled happily. Walking through the cottage door, she was about to close it.


  “No, leave it open. Anyone here can see what you’re like.”


  “Oh, my, you are devilish,” Zelda whispered.


  “I’m more than that, get on the floor, slut.”


  Zelda instantly dropped to her knees and crawled to Jane, whose pants were already open, with her pussy waiting to be served.


  “You fuck this up, bitch, you’ll get nothing,” Jane threatened. Taking a handful of Zelda’s hair in her hand, she pulled the woman’s head to her cunt.


  Zelda squealed with delight and planted her mouth on Jane’s ripe snatch. Jane hadn’t liked the woman from the moment they first met, but she was the kind of lesbian she liked to brutally ravage. The weasely affectation in Zelda’s voice, those rolling eyes, and suggestive body language was all so repulsive that she would love to slap her face, and keep her on her knees, making her crawl for weeks and eat off the floor before she’d give her one ounce, one iota of consideration. She’d wipe the flippant grin off her face.


  Zelda did have a way with her tongue, divine technique. She knew how to flick Jane’s clitoris as if she’d been doing it for years. And then with the fingering around her sensitive hole, the Domme was quickly on the verge of orgasm. Zelda was right about one thing, the tension reliever would be welcome after all the rigmarole they’d been through in the last few days. She wasn’t particularly looking forward to Felicia’s funeral.


  Zelda played with unguarded enthusiasm; from beginning to end, her submissive inclinations were obvious, her ability as a cunt sucker just as evident.


  “Keep it up, bitch,” Jane said.


  Maybe she wouldn’t be so bad to top. Jane didn’t really think she’d be up for the club that night, unless she raged through the place and kicked ass with all her favorites. The girls would probably be waiting for her; but then again, maybe she’d surprise them all – including herself – and stay home dispensing a weeks’ worth of whippings on this voluptuously contemptible creature.


  The more the woman sucked her, the hotter Jane got. She pulled Zelda’s hair with such abandon that the little subbie should have squealed in protest. Zelda, however, remained attentive to her task as if the outcome actually mattered.


  “Goddam fuuuucccck!” Jane blurted out, her only exclamation of pleasure, as she rocked against Zelda’s perky face with a whorish glee, spewing cum on her soft pink cheeks. Once she finished, Jane roughly shoved her away, and Zelda sat back meekly on her haunches with cum still glistening on her face.


  “Have I pleased you, sir?” she looked up longingly.


  “No,” Jane answered. “You talk too much, slut. But you come to me tonight at eight and I’ll teach you a few lessons in manners. And don’t bother wearing any clothes, I’d burn them in the fireplace if you did.”


  “Yes sir,” Zelda replied, pleased.


  “Did you get me right? You show up at my door naked.”


  “Yes sir.” The thrill was almost too much for Zelda to take in.


  


  ***


  


  “We’ll confront Jane after the funeral,” Robin announced, as she sat back in Felicia’s chair, looking out on Felicia’s world with the pictures still in her hands. The eroticism of the images had aroused both PIs.


  “You think she’s guilty?” Leslie asked.


  “Frankly no, but we wouldn’t be doing a very good job for Betsy if we ignore the fact that Jane didn’t offer any information on her relationship with Felicia and that she lied to us about her S&M and Roman Hill. That’s not even considering the ropes, which she seems to think aren’t important.”


  “Well, the woman seems to be good at explaining, let her explain all of this,” Leslie suggested. She stared down at one picture of Jane, a particularly intimate pose between dominant and submissive, one with Jane’s expression grim and caring all at the same time. It was the one expression that stirred Leslie’s sexual desires every time she glanced at the photograph. “Does Jane turn you on at all?” she asked her partner.


  “Does she you?” Robin returned the question without answering.


  Leslie stared at the picture again. “I think she does. Yes.”


  “That’s a switch,” Robin replied, thinking of the many years of Leslie’s denials. Never would a butch leather dyke catch her partner’s attention, let alone engender her lust. “All that leather is too much for me,” she’d say.


  “So, how about answering my question,” Leslie jerked her partner from her thoughts.


  Robin looked up. “Does Sir Jane turn me on?” she stared off into space. “I imagine, she could top me in a second, and I’d do everything that woman said. I don’t know what it is about her, but she’s got some kind of genius about her sexuality.”


  “I didn’t think you went for her type any more than I do.”


  “Everyone’s different Les, and she certainly is. If you can change your ideas about what turns you on, don’t you suppose I can too? Jane Hugh’s about the most exciting Femme Domme I’ve ever been around. Although, I have no idea why.”


  The funeral was an exquisite piece of theatre, planned by Betsy, although Betsy wasn’t in attendance. Felicia’s death managed to attract a number of community celebrities, a few writers of some prominence, and a wide range of personalities that made her finale with the world an interesting, though uneventful parting. The service was simple, elegant and understated in a way Felicia never was.


  “She looked rather like herself, don’t you think?” Robin said, as she and Leslie walked away from the chapel. “I’m amazed what a mortician can do with a dead body anymore. He certainly didn’t take away any of her haughtiness; it was all there as plain as day.”


  “But not her mirth,” Leslie suggested. “I think that’s what I remember about her, the few times we crossed paths.”


  “But the haughtiness was more genuine,” Robin said.


  “I don’t agree, but then I didn’t know her the way you did. So, what great revelations did you get from the last hour?” Leslie asked.


  “None,” Robin sighed. “Our little women, Jane included were on their best behavior, don’t you think?”


  “Perfect. If Jane has all this affection for Felicia, she didn’t show much.”


  “Maybe just showing up was important for her. If she had the nasty kind of relationship with Felicia that everyone thought, she wouldn’t be here at all,” Robin reasoned. “If Felicia was a particularly special submissive in her host of submissives, then showing up at the funeral was a sign of respect that Jane wouldn’t give to just anyone.”


  “Maybe she was really gloating because she murdered her. She is the suspect with the most motive, opportunity, and circumstantial evidence in her favor, outside of Betsy of course.”


  “Too bad Betsy couldn’t make it,” Robin said, sadly.


  “Yeah, she cried her eyes out with John yesterday, he told me,” Leslie said. “She may have been on her way out Felicia’s door, but I don’t think she wanted anything to end like this.”


  The two detectives watched the crowd at the chapel leave for the cemetery. Martha, Remy and Zelda left together in Martha’s car. And Jane roared away in her old beat-up coupe.


  “Looks like we won’t be talking to Jane until later,” Robin said. “Maybe we can find her at the Hill tonight.”


  “I’ll meet you there,” Leslie said.


  The two left in separate cars.




  Chapter Ten


  


  Zelda could not believe what luck she’d had to attract Jane’s attention for the night. This was one woman she’d wanted badly since her arrival at Roman Hill, though she was the one woman she figured would be off limits. The thought of being Jane Hugh’s slave for the night had her mind reeling with the terrifying possibilities.


  Now making her way into the garden by the dusky light of evening, she marveled at Jane’s innate brilliance – making her strip even before she even knocked at her door. Made the whole scene utterly thrilling. Taking off her dress, a little slip of a thing with nothing underneath, she stuffed it behind a bush, to find later when the session was over. It was not completely dark, a fact that made Zelda’s nakedness all the more titillating to the needy female. Stepping back into the path, she hustled quickly to Jane’s cottage and knocked on the door. Gazing around, she nervously looked to see if anyone was spying on the scene, being unsure whether she wanted a voyeur, or wanted to remain undiscovered. It could be a messy situation being found out like this.


  Not surprisingly, Jane made Zelda wait for several interminable minutes before she finally opened the cottage door.


  “On the floor bitch,” Jane immediately ordered, and as Zelda had done with other lovers, at other times, she instantly heeded her new Domme’s command.


  Jane clamped a collar around her neck and led the willing submissive to an empty space inside her living room. The cottage was actually one large but functional room, complete with the living area, a bedroom alcove, and a kitchen with a small dinette sitting in a bay window, which overlooked the wooded grounds of the estate. In addition to the usual furniture, the cottage was furnished with rings embedded into the brick walls, a pulley system cleverly hidden in the ceiling, and a couple of odd looking benches that were designed for specific purposes; all these things throwbacks to the years before when Felicia had used the cottage for her secretive S&M games. The items were left in the cottage, and when Jane moved in, she appropriated them for her own use.


  Opening a cabinet on the wall, Jane revealed the implements of her craft: whips, chains, leather and ropes in an abundance of sizes and arrangements that would please any dominant – or submissive. There were ball gags, collars, clothespins, and for this occasion a long thin riding crop which she withdrew from the cabinet.


  Turning her head to the side, Zelda saw the three-inch tasseled end of the crop dangling by the side of her face. Jane ran the tassel along the redhead’s skin, against her shoulders and back, and then even across her brow and lips – an act as tender as any lover’s kiss – even the wanting submissive knew that tassel could bite like fire.


  “Well, my little bitch, you suck pussy well,” Jane said.


  “Thank you.”


  “I’m not about to spend my time with you unless you prove you’re worth it,” Jane continued. “You think you’re an experienced little slut. You know just what to call me. All the right words, all the slavish groveling moves any good subbie knows by heart. Isn’t that right?”


  “Yes, sir,” Zelda replied. The scene was going as she hoped it would.


  “But I wonder why you bother coming here, throwing your brash little bitch body at me, when you know I don’t like you. Hum?”


  Zelda didn’t reply.


  “You going to answer, or shall I send you away now?” Jane prodded the kneeling woman with the crop, although she still hadn’t administered one blow.


  “I’ve seen you at Sapphos, I want what you can give me, I’ll do anything to have you, I swear,” Zelda rattled off.


  “Anything? That’s quite a sweeping declaration. I don’t think there’s anyone who could take anything I’m inclined to give them.”


  “Please, Sir Jane,” Zelda looked up, beseeching the cold mistress.


  “You could slave for me for a year, and you wouldn’t please me,” Jane retorted. She walked away then looked back to appraise the bent over woman. Zelda’s head nearly touched the floor, her ass was waving in the air. From the backside, Jane could view her naked pussy and exposed anus. “I don’t like women who throw themselves at me. Is this display suppose to turn me on?” Jane didn’t wait for a reply this time, “Come here,” she demanded.


  Zelda crawled to Jane’s feet, making an even greater effort to bow before the Domme with the right attitude of surrender.


  “You want your ass punished, don’t you?” Jane said, as she ran the crop over Zelda’s rear, for an instant pressing the tasseled end of the thing against her anus.


  “Ouch!”


  “Women like you make me want to puke. All dolled up like whores, as if that’s what’s going to get me excited.”


  It was a waiting game for Zelda, a little tenuous to start, and now she had no idea what Jane would do or say next.


  Jane reached down and ran her fingers along the woman’s pink white flanks. For all her revolting mannerisms, Zelda had the most satiny skin. Jane could imagine the pearly flesh marked with red lines etched there with a cane. She smacked the fleshy thigh with her hand, then sat back in a chair and watched the imprint of her hand appear like magic. Reaching down again, she fondled Zelda’s rear cleft, where there was enough juice at her cunt to lubricate the taut asshole. Pressing her index finger at the anus, it slipped inside, and Jane fucked the sub with her finger while listening to Zelda’s lusty moans.


  “Like this, don’t you?”


  “Yes, sir,” Zelda answered.


  Two fingers slipped inside the well-worked hole – it must have been violated many times. If she were to remain compliant, Jane could find herself liking the bitch. Of course there were a few habits that needed changing, but she needn’t worry, that could be easily accomplished. A gag would shut her up if she whined too much, and a few chains in the right places would remind her of her place. Perhaps she could have Zelda work at the club, where this great ability of hers for submission could be put to good use. She could even sell her off to the women who needed an ass to punish or fuck.


  Outside the cottage, the dusky shadows had given way to darkness. Jane Hugh’s cottage lights gleamed brightly, and on approaching the place from the garden, Leslie and Robin could easily see inside to the unfolding scene.


  “My god, she has Zelda in there!” Leslie exclaimed.


  “Shush!” Robin whispered.


  The two approached quietly, the intent of their meeting suddenly altered, now that a conversation with Jane was highly unlikely at the moment.


  “Not much reverence for the dead,” Leslie observed.


  “Don’t say that. People mourn in different ways, and we’re not sure Jane is mourning at all.” Robin thought of her own night following the revelation of Felicia’s death. Might be good for both women, though she wasn’t sure if Zelda even knew Felicia enough to grieve her passing.


  “I suppose we’d better find another time?” Leslie said. She was about to turn back.


  “But don’t you want to watch?” Robin stopped her with a hand to her arm.


  The husky timbre of Robin’s voice was familiar to her. Leslie knew her partner was aroused. And if she stopped long enough to think about it, she was too.


  “You had no trouble watching the other night at Sapphos, calling it part of the investigation. Besides you’ll never now what you can learn.”


  “About the case, or sexually?” Leslie whispered.


  “Either,” Robin whispered back.


  The pair remained in the shadows, where, with the front window open, they could hear as well as see what was going on inside the cottage.


  “Over the bench,” Jane ordered, prodding Zelda in the ribs with her crop. She bit the woman’s thighs with the tasseled end and watched the sub’s body jerk. Zelda’s arousal was apparent, and the erotic movement of her limbs was mesmerizing to watch. Once on hands and knees atop the two-foot wide bench, she waved her bottom lewdly taunting the uncaring Jane. The Domme was just as likely to walk away and smoke a cigarette, as pay any attention to the conniving tart; but for reasons she would hardly admit to herself, Jane was intrigued with the woman’s sassy bottom. Even more annoying than the intrigue, Jane was turned on.


  Using the crop on Zelda’s ass again, Jane ripped off a half dozen cuts that made the woman yowl in pain. She cut so deeply with the slicing end of the tool that the resulting red stripes were easily visible to the two detectives on the outside.


  “Damn that hurts,” Robin whispered, as if she had taken Zelda’s place on the bench.


  Leslie felt it too, but not because she’d never known that much sexual pain, simply because it looked so painful.


  Jane pressed her hand into Zelda’s ass again, inserting three fingers and fucking her deeply.


  “Put your head on the bench,” she ordered, as she reached to the woman’s head, and roughly pushed her down, making Zelda’s ass even more vulnerable to her attacks.


  How convenient that Zelda’s behind faced the windows, Robin thought silently. She wondered if the two women realized that they were being watched so closely, every move scrutinized for clues to a murder, while at the same time fueling the detectives’ own erotic pleasure. If Zelda and Jane had realized that their sex was a show, would they have cared? Of would they simply find it a part of the scene to be as enjoyed as the act itself?


  As far as Leslie could see, Sir Jane was no different with Zelda than she was with her subs at the club. She wore her dominance well; not the kind of woman to waver or for even a second consider turning the tables and letting Zelda take charge.


  Jane greased her hand with a slick clear fluid and began to probe Zelda’s rear. Although there didn’t seem to be any way she could thrust her whole fist inside the sub’s ass, she was not beyond trying. This would have been a good time for a smaller woman to assist her, if she wanted to see the little bitch driven to the edge by an offending fist stretching her to her limit, and then just beyond.


  Zelda groaned with pleasure even as she winced with pain. Apparently used to a violation of this sort, she was willing to take all of Jane’s fist, if it were possible – even if it ripped her apart. Jane worked her hard for several minutes, but then abruptly pulled out. Taking a strap from the wall, she beat Zelda’s ass until it was a savage shade of red. Screaming was useless, this being an easy kind of pain to give and to take. After one ruthless journey across the sub’s yielding flesh, Jane began another, until the white alabaster was scorched with raw welts that would take days to heal.


  “Turn over bitch,” Jane ordered.


  The possibilities inherent in the demand were not to Zelda’s liking, although she was obliged to obey. Moving awkwardly, she turned and lay down with her back against the hard bench, feeling her stinging backside suffer with discomfort. Jane fastened Zelda’s arms overhead, so her breasts were stretched tightly. Her nipples jutted from her chest, erect, invitingly erect. Spreading the subbie’s legs wide, Jane tied each ankle to a leg of the bench and tethered them tightly with rope.


  “See the knots,” Robin whispered,” what did I tell you about clues?” she chided her partner.


  “Pretty efficient.”


  “Of course, she’s done them a thousand times, if she’s done them once.”


  The pair continued to watch as Jane left Zelda’s side and strolled to the back of the cottage, disappearing for a while into the bathroom.


  “Sir Jane!” Zelda suddenly called out, after some moments alone. She squirmed uncomfortably in her bonds. “Jane, please don’t leave me here.” She called out louder this time, apparently unnerved by her helplessness.


  Jane returned seconds later, quickly clamping the woman’s nipples with raw edged pincers.


  “I’m going to gag you,” Jane said, almost kindly.


  “But I have to pee,” Zelda replied.


  “That’s okay, I’m almost finished with you. But if you pee on my floor, you’ll lick up every drop,” she warned. Jane stuffed a ballgag into Zelda’s mouth, and secured it from behind with a rubber strap. Then picking up the riding crop once more, Jane smacked Zelda’s cunt, an act the woman did not enjoy, although her hips bucked wildly, and her cunt reached even higher to greet the small leather end as it stung her tender lips and inner thighs. She seemed to be working toward some pinnacle, cumming, possibly, then at last, her chest rose toward the ceiling as her back arched and her muscles went taut. While muted by the gag, the resulting cry was filled with pleasure nonetheless.


  Zelda response seemed to invite more, which Jane gave her. Ruthless cuts were leveled against her inner thighs. Then in the middle of the punishment, Jane picked up the chain that was attached to the nipple clamps and pulled it tightly, so that Zelda’s breasts were stretched taut. Jane beat the stretched out breasts with the end of the crop. The pain would be excruciating. But even though Zelda screamed behind the gag, her whole body looked as though it were asking for more.


  Jane paused for a time and stared thoughtfully at the woman. Then with no more warning than that, she suddenly dropped both the chain and the riding crop, and walked away.


  Leslie saw a different Jane than the one she witnessed at the club. No tenderness, no self satisfaction – at least none that she could see. Maybe it was a different kind of turn on, maybe none at all.


  At the kitchen counter, Jane poured herself a shot of bourbon and downed it in one gulp, then returned to the bound submissive and appraised her raw looking pussy. Zelda stared back in vacant anxiousness, her eyes riveted to Jane’s face.


  “Had enough?” Jane asked.


  Zelda shook her head no – much to Leslie and Robin’s surprise.


  “Well, I have,” Jane said. She leaned down and loosened the ropes to the redhead’s ankles and wrists, then Zelda removed the gag herself.


  Sitting up now, she looked at Jane with an expression as deliberately seductive as she’d been before this all began, as if the scene that had just played out had never happened, as if she could start all over again from the beginning. Beaten, abused, raw from the biting wounds, she still wanted more.


  “Hey, we should cut out of here now,” Leslie suddenly suggested with some urgency. Robin agreed and the two quickly retreated to a safer place, hiding in the bushes, where they could still see inside the cottage – although it was impossible to understand what was being said from such a distance. A cryptic exchange between the women followed as a pleading Zelda looked up at Jane, imploring her, suggesting that the insatiable slut still wanted to be whipped.


  Jane shook her head, dispassionately listening to the woman’s pleas, and just shook her head again.


  “This is really strange, don’t you think?” Leslie murmured.


  “Yeah it is.” Robin had no idea what was bothering Jane, but it was clear to her that the Domme was disturbed by what had just taken place.


  A moment later, Robin and Leslie watched a naked Zelda run from the cottage. She dashed towards the garden, finding her dress hidden under a shrub. Without bothering to put it on, she hurriedly made her way to the house, her white raw body disappearing out of sight, her red curly locks bouncing, just as her marked breasts bounced in the night air.


  “So, I don’t suppose we confront Jane now,” Leslie said.


  “No. I think I want to wait until tomorrow.” Robin stared into the well lit cottage, watching as Jane took another drink and then slumped down on her sofa. Robin was still troubled by the finale of the SM scene, as troubled as Jane appeared to be. Feeling so uneasy, it was no time for confrontations.




  Chapter Eleven


  


  Scenes and images of S&M sexuality dominated Leslie’s dreams that night, and she rose from bed feeling as if she’d actually lived through all the twisted nightmares. She was glad that Rosalie was off on business again; she rather not bring her into the confusing picture of murder suspects and clues and crazy sexual practices. Going to the bathroom she splashed some water on her face, then went to her closet to find something to wear. She dressed in jeans and a low cut sweater, much more daring than what she’d normally wear. For reasons she wasn’t ready to admit, she was dressing to tease Robin, and maybe even Jane. She wasn’t sure which one, although she was sure her motives had everything to do with drawing their attention.


  It seemed to Leslie that this case was going nowhere: loose ends everywhere, suspects only more probable all the time – Remy once institutionalized for some yet undisclosed violent encounter, and Jane looking like a sitting duck with photographs of sexual scenes with Felicia that seemed to duplicate the murder scene. Who’s to say what role the overprotective Martha and the curious Zelda had in this drama.


  And of course there was the sexuality that surrounded the murder, which was becoming more intriguing all the time—a fact Leslie wasn’t sure how to handle. Watching Zelda and Jane was even more enticing than her voyeuring at the club. It wasn’t Zelda she was so much interested in as Jane’s style, the way she moved, the expression on her face, and the sternness in her voice. The Domme’s understated sexuality had gotten inside her, strangely working on her the way new lovers always did. She hoped that this wouldn’t skew her viewpoint of Jane as a murder suspect since that could be a dangerous mistake.


  To make things even more confusing, the way she and Robin had left each other the night before made their relationship as much a mystery to her as the case itself.


  When the phone jangled it took her four rings to get it as she stumbled over the bathroom rug.


  “Hello,” she answered breathlessly.


  “What’s going on?” Robin asked.


  “Ah, it’s you,” Leslie recognized her partner’s voice.


  “I got a call from Hannah in police records. She did a little more checking on Remy for me, I wanted to see if she could find some police report to confirm the violence that put her in Brightwood.”


  “And?”


  “Remy was arrested for slashing her lover with a knife, caught her in the thigh and abdomen.”


  “Woah. Was she tied up?” Leslie asked.


  “No.”


  “Did the victim die?”


  “No. She was slashed a little but survived. Apparently Remy went nuts, inexplicably, all of a sudden. Then at the last minute, she panicked, and thankfully couldn’t go through with the murder – if that’s what she was planning to do in the first place. Remy was sent away for psychiatric evaluation and never made it back to court after the initial proceedings. She was committed to Brightwood and stayed there for two years.”


  “Was there any indication why she wanted to murder her lover?” Leslie asked.


  “She was losing her to another woman,” Robin said.


  “How interesting. You know, Rob, I think it’s time we confronted the ladies on the hill a little more directly.”


  “Remy and Jane both,” Robin agreed.


  “And no Martha around, this time,” Leslie added.


  “I’ll pick you up at one.


  When Robin and Leslie arrived at Roman Hill that afternoon, they were in luck, finding Remy outside in the big garden by the roses with a pair of trimmers in her hand. Thinking of Robin’s report on the slashing, Leslie shivered seeing the sharp sheers.


  “I thought a few flowers in the house might brighten things. I don’t know how we’re going to get over the gloom here,” Remy said trying to put on a pleasant face.


  “Do you have a minute for some questions?” Robin asked.


  “Sure,” Remy answered. Her eyes twinkled softly. It was hard to believe that this woman had a history of crazy behavior. She was a shy woman and peaceful. Her quiet didn’t seem to be a disguise for a violent and troubled soul. Hopefully, she had been cured in her two year stay at Brightwood.


  “We understand that this murder has really shaken you,” Robin said.


  “Wouldn’t it upset anyone?” Remy said, her face suddenly looked quite sad.


  “I’m sure, but I wonder if perhaps this reminds you of your past?” Leslie continued probing gently.


  “My past?” The woman looked instantly distraught.


  “Let’s not beat around the bush. We’re aware of your stay at Brightwood Hospital,” Leslie said.


  Remy’s eyes changed immediately hearing the name. She lowered her head as if she was going to cry.


  “Please, I don’t really want to think about this. You’re right, what just happened here – Felicia’s murder,” she shuddered visibly, “does remind me of that … that other time. People around me were dying left and right. My mother, my brother. My father was terrible. My sanity got away from me. Sometimes I still struggle with it, but I didn’t kill Felicia, I couldn’t.” She was anxious, afraid, as if she had been accused. “I could never do anything like that, tie her up, never.” Remy paused, looking guilty just talking about it.


  “We know Martha and Felicia were into S&M scenes. Did that make you jealous?”


  “Oh no, not really. Martha is wonderful to me,” Remy’s eyes brightened. “She’s taken care of me since Brightwood. I don’t know how I could have done anything without her help – my job, my sanity, everything. I’m so much stronger because of her.”


  “You jealous of her attention to Felicia?”


  “I can’t do those things, and she enjoys it,” Remy explained.


  “That posed no problem in your relationship?”


  “No, not really,” Remy answered with a firm denial.


  “You knew Zelda from Brightwood, too,” Robin moved on.


  “Yes. A long time ago.”


  “But you must have stayed in contact with the woman for her to come here several years later?”


  “She was very sweet to me at the hospital, the first friendly face I remember, just that face, those lovely eyes, she does have lovely eyes, don’t you think?” Remy’s eyes looked faraway and she seemed more agitated the more she talked.


  “Yes, she does have lovely eyes,” Robin agreed, wondering if she could take much more. No wonder why Martha didn’t want her talking. “So you must have written each other regularly?”


  “Not really…” She thought back, “until recently. But I was very excited when she wrote me. Then she called. She was one of the best friends that I’ve ever had. She and Martha both.”


  “Were you two ever lovers, you and Zelda?”


  “Oh no! I was a patient, she was an aide, you didn’t do those sort of things with the staff.”


  “But your relationship with Martha?”


  Remy smiled confused, the expression on her face troubled. “But Martha’s different…” Her dreamy eyes drifted off again.


  “How is she different?”


  “She loved me, she’s given up so much for me, and I’m so grateful.” There was a singsong sadness in her voice; you almost thought she’d float away. Maybe she’d learned enough.


  


  ***


  


  From a first floor window, Martha looked out seeing the three women in the garden.


  “Damn! Those detectives,” she voiced aloud, meanwhile Zelda sidled up to her, putting her arms around her middle.


  “You’re scared of what she’ll say?”


  “Damn right, I am. Remy’s still not right. Those women will twist her words, assume all the wrong things from her confusion.”


  “But you don’t believe she killed Felicia, do you?” Zelda asked. “I wouldn’t worry, she’ll only tie her tongue in knots the way she usually does. What on earth would she say?”


  “She didn’t kill her,” Martha insisted.


  “Of course, she didn’t,” Zelda said, although there was some hesitancy in Zelda’s voice. “I still think it was Betsy, unless it was Jane. But I wouldn’t worry about Remy. She’s more savvy than you give her credit for. You worry too much.” Zelda felt up Martha’s breasts through her shirt, her fingers moving for her nipples, which seemed to grow instantly hard with a teasing squeeze. “You suppose, maybe,” she purred in Martha’s ear, “since we have a few minutes alone, we could… you know?” She rubbed her body against Martha’s like a seductive cat.


  While enjoying the playful massage, Martha continued to peer out the window every few seconds, distracted by what was going on outside. “I don’t know, I’m not up to spanking you, Zelda. I need to lie back and relax. The tension of this is sometimes more than I can handle. Keeping Remy together, it’s so hard.” She sighed, settling back into Zelda’s comforting body.


  “I know, but you do it very well. Remy’s so lucky to have you. You were really all she wrote about in her letters.” She kissed her gently on the back of her neck. “But now that she’s so occupied, you can take some time for yourself. Maybe turn the tables?” she suggested.


  Martha’s eyes un-focused now, as she listened closely to the woman behind her. “You do that? I mean, you’d be the aggressor?”


  “Sometimes. With the right person. I’ve never been one for all this silly Dom and sub protocol.”


  Zelda’s warm body felt so good against her back. Martha had little trouble with the idea of lying back and being taken by the woman; might just be what she needed.


  “How about you just relax and let me take you to some place special,” the warm-bodied Zelda cooed. Her hands were inside Martha’s blouse and pulling at both her nipples. She stretched them out long and slowly until they hurt, and the pain traveled downward to her sex. Martha seethed quietly. This was so rare for her. Once she remembered Felicia tortured her this way, but just once. Felicia was only occasionally dominant with her—she often wondered why, when Felicia herself was known as a Domme.


  “You like this, don’t you?” Zelda asked.


  “Don’t you dare stop,” Martha said. One of Zelda’s hands dropped down to Martha’s crotch and she began to fondle her there. Then she moved to the waistband of her pants and slid her fingers down inside.


  “My, how wet you are? Pent-up again, are we? You shouldn’t wait so long to take care of these things, but don’t worry, I’ll take care of what you need.” Her voice was so soft, and still so commanding. Exactly what she needed.


  “Humm…” Martha moaned. The lusty redhead had played an unexpectedly needed role in the last few days, giving her relief she was unable to find elsewhere. Remy could never do this. Martha started to turn around, and face her.


  “No, no, stay right where you are,” Zelda said, continuing to whisper in her ear. “You let me be in control this time, just you relax.” She moved with Martha to the nearby sofa, laying the woman down on the thick comforting cushion. Zelda tugged at Martha’s blouse, pulling it up to find her breasts undulating before her, as the woman breathed in and out. “Just keep your hands over your head, hum…” Zelda said smiling. “Let me do all the work.”


  Martha gazed up into Zelda’s glowing eyes, letting everything about the moment arouse her.


  “This is so perfect,” Martha moaned.


  “Of course,” Zelda said in a voice that faded away as her red curls descended to Martha’s chest and her lips kissed the soft flesh. Her teeth captured a nipple and held it tightly, while she gazed into Martha’s rapturous face. There was a smile behind Zelda’s biting teeth, a dark and wicked smile of lust so pleasing that she could be lost inside it.


  “Martha!”


  The sudden sound of the voice coming from outside the room made both women freeze. Then Zelda’s teeth let go of their hold on Martha’s nipple and the hefty breast fell back against her chest. “Oh my god!” Martha bolted from the sofa and pulled down her blouse.


  Meanwhile, Zelda stood up almost laughing. “My aren’t you nervous. The door’s closed, silly.”


  “I know, but we should be more careful. Damn! I bet it’s those two detectives.” She quickly glanced out of the window to see Remy still working on the roses. She was by herself.


  Leslie and Robin stood in the hallway, waiting for Leslie’s call to be acknowledged.


  “Remy was very odd, wasn’t she,” Robin whispered.


  “Still a little wacko, I’d guess.”


  “Definitely,” Robin agreed. “I kept thinking as she was praising Martha that Remy really is an unhappy woman. I think her doting lover’s wandering has bothered her much more than she admits.”


  “I agree with you there. I wonder if she wasn’t under the same kind of stress seven years ago when she tried to kill her lover. Perhaps she snapped again.”


  “Killing Felicia would make a lot of sense if she needed to get rid of the competition.”


  “Anybody here?” Leslie called again, as they waited in the foyer for someone to appear.


  The door to the study suddenly opened and a disheveled Martha emerged with a pleasant expression plastered on her face, a hand running through her messed up hair. “May I help you?” she asked. Zelda stood behind her, grinning.


  “I’m sorry if we’ve interrupted something,” Leslie said, realizing with some interest exactly what the two were doing.


  “No, no not at all,” Martha answered politely. “I see you were talking with Remy in the garden.”


  “Yes,” Leslie said. “She was very helpful.”


  “Helpful? And how’s that?”


  “She confirmed some information we have about her past, and yours, and yours, too, Zelda,” Robin said, nodding to the other woman.


  “About her past?”


  “Yes. What you haven’t told the police.”


  “I don’t know what you could mean,” Martha replied defensively.


  The two detectives made their way beyond Martha into the study. Zelda had taken a seat by the window and was looking out on the garden. Martha backed off, intimidated by the Leslie’s remarks.


  “We know that Remy was hospitalized at Brightwood Psychiatric Hospital for a violent incident with a former lover. Her condition was described as extremely confused and volatile.”


  “Are you suggesting that Remy killed Felicia?”


  “We’re suggesting with a violent history, that the possibility is not unlikely.”


  “Remy’s problems were years ago,” Martha reminded them. “And except for the use of the knife, I don’t really see how the two crimes compare.”


  “Regardless, I think the police will be interested in this information.”


  “And I think you’re complicating something that’s already been resolved,” Martha charged, regaining some of her composure and her protective attitude.


  “That’s possible, but you’ve been less than candid with us. Perhaps you can explain that.”


  “Well, doesn’t it stand to reason?” Zelda suddenly interjected, “Remy would obviously be a suspect if the police knew about her history. Why would we want to offer that information?”


  “So, the two of you have been making up stories to keep Remy from suspicion?”


  “That’s about what it adds up to,” Zelda replied flatly.


  Martha looked annoyed by the redhead’s interference. “I think it’s more a situation of not placing undue stress on Remy. She is still a delicate woman. I know that she didn’t murder Felicia, so why put her through hell, she’s had enough in her life.”


  “Do you really know she didn’t commit the murder?” Leslie asked. “Or are you just hoping that she didn’t?”


  “I beg your pardon, Remy did not kill Felicia!” Martha snapped.


  “Because you know who did?” Robin refused to let up.


  “I think that Betsy is the murderer, I’ve thought so from the beginning. The only possible other suspect could be Jane.”


  “We’ve though that too,” Robin said kindly. “But I’m not so certain she’s much of a suspect.”“Well, you can’t go telling the police your half cocked story. I mean look at the murder scene, so precise, so perfectly executed. Do you think for a minute that Remy would have been that careful with the details. You’re right, she’s not a completely well woman, but she doesn’t have the temperament for the crime.”


  “You speak very passionately for her innocence,” Leslie said. “I admire your loyalty, but that explanation doesn’t completely add up.”


  “What do you mean?” Martha said suspiciously.


  “Remy is a chemist, is that right?”


  “Yes.”


  “There are not too many fields that require more precision than chemistry. I’d say that our innocent, shy, confused woman has a side to her personality that is very sharp and meticulous. The precision of the bondage and the wound does not necessarily rule out your lover.”


  “But I can rule out my lover, she was in bed with me,” Martha was practically shouting.


  Zelda moved off the sofa and put her arm around the woman. “I think we’ve all been stretched to the limit, ladies, any further conversation about this is not going to get us anywhere. Do what you have to do with your information, but please leave us alone. We’ve said all we’re going to say.” She leveled the two with a penetrating stare. As far as she was concerned, the conversation was over.


  “Sorry to have bothered you,” Robin nodded, as she followed Leslie to the door.


  “Boy, they are quite a pair,” Leslie said, as Robin joined her on the front porch and they walked briskly toward the garden on their way to Jane’s cottage.


  “One protecting the other, protecting another, I agree.”


  “A little strange, don’t you think, those two together. It looked pretty sexual to me, when Martha opened the door.”


  “I wonder what that means.” Robin pondered.


  “Perhaps Martha misses sex with Felicia. Looks like Zelda might be up to the same antics. There sure is a lot of bed hopping in this little S&M community,” Leslie said.


  “Is that some sort of judgment?” Robin asked.


  “No, no, not at all, just an observation. They were right about one thing, the police will chew up Remy in seconds, if they start to interrogate her.”


  “I think it’s time we had a talk with our detective friend downtown,” Robin said.


  “Perhaps he won’t think it’s such an open and shut case anymore.”


  “Isn’t it strange? Two such very different women, the two likeliest suspects?”


  As the two retraced their steps to the garden, they spotted Remy some distance away, moving around to the back of the house with a bouquet of flowers in her hand. “Maybe Remy and Jane aren’t so very different, they’re both duplicitous women. They’re just duplicitous in different ways,” Leslie suggested, as they watched Remy slip out of sight on her way to the garden shed at the back corner of the property.


  Reaching the cottage, Leslie rapped loudly on the door. “Jane,” she called, hoping to find the woman at home.


  After a time, she remarked, “Doesn’t look as if she’s here.” She put her hand to the knob and turned it easily. “Or maybe she just didn’t hear us.”


  The door swung open and the two women looked inside.


  “Jane!” Robin called this time. She stepped inside, urging her partner to follow.


  Inside the cottage they had a different view of Jane’s life than the one they witnessed in high relief when they watched Jane and Zelda engaged in their sex. Her home was much prettier than they expected. Of course it was without the fussy flowers that were splashed throughout the big house; but Jane’s taste in interior decoration included a dozen well-tended house plants, and sumptuous leather that was a cozy accompaniment to her earthy style. Two large abstract oil paintings hung on the one wall, companion pieces, depicting nude women in states of bondage, although so uniquely painted one would have to look at them closely to see what the wild shapes represented.


  “Tasteful, don’t you think?” Robin said.


  “Yeah,” Leslie replied. A cold shiver raced down her back. “I don’t feel comfortable here. Let’s go.”


  “Why, what’s the problem?” Robin asked.


  Leslie looked at an empty place on the wall where there were rings embedded in the brick, remnants of the cottage’s former use. She spied the cabinet where the crop Jane had used on Zelda came from. And the bench that Zelda had mounted during he scene sat innocently in front of Jane’s leather chair.


  “You want to submit to Jane, don’t you?” Robin asked, wishing she could really press Leslie on her newfound desires.


  “Maybe, but I’m just not comfortable busting into someone’s home uninvited.”


  “Since when has snooping around bothered you?”


  “What’s there to look for?”


  Robin didn’t reply, but continued a typical ‘Robin’ perusal of the place, as if the walls were speaking, telling her their secrets. “The more I’m in her environment, the less I think she could have murdered Felicia,” Robin finally said.


  “I agree, but our strongest evidence still implicates her,” Leslie reminded her.


  “Then perhaps we should go to the police now.” Robin turned around to face her partner.


  “No. I still want to talk to her one more time,” Leslie said. “I just want to see the look on her face.”


  “You’re sounding like me,” Robin said with a laugh.


  “I guess I am,” Leslie concurred, “And is that so bad?”




  Chapter Twelve


  


  “I don’t think we’re going to find her tonight,” Robin said, as she looked at the outside facade of Sapphos.


  “Two hours already,” Leslie looked at her watch. “Not much going on.” The two detectives sat in Robin’s Suzuki waiting for Jane to show. After a quick dinner, they’d checked inside the club and were told that Jane was expected later. They’d waited for the Domme outside the club, but that proved fruitless. Jane didn’t show her face.


  “We could check back at the estate,” Robin suggested.


  “Or we could give up for the night and look for her in the morning.”


  “I want to find her tonight,” Robin said. “We need to get this resolved now, show the police what we’ve learned. See if they’ll look at the evidence a little differently. We might even get Betsy released.”


  Leslie nodded.


  “But, I’m getting cold,” Robin added, “Let’s stop by my apartment for a few minutes so I can change. Then we’ll drive to the estate.”


  Robin drove to the old brownstone neighborhood where her apartment was located, finding a parking place just in front.


  Leslie gazed up at the quaint building, remembering when Robin had moved out of their shared apartment into this place. How she’d cried. The warm yellow lights now glowing in several windows gave the place a welcoming appearance.


  “I’ll wait for you here,” Leslie suggested.


  “Hey, I’ll be a few minutes, how about a cup of coffee?” Robin suggested. “If we’re going to be on this all night, we don’t have to hurry.”


  Leslie agreed.


  After serving her partner a steamy cup of espresso, Robin went into her bedroom to change. She returned with a heavy sweater replacing the thin blouse, and grabbed a coat from the closet, tossing it over the back of a chair. Then, sitting down opposite Leslie, she took a sip of her coffee.


  “You were kind of spooked at Jane’s cottage,” Robin said.


  Leslie shrugged, looking rather sheepish for the normally self-assured detective. “I guess I can’t hide much from you, can I?”


  “You never could. Thinking about Jane and her sex games, perhaps? About being in Zelda’s place at Jane’s feet the other night?”


  Leslie chuckled. “Maybe…” she answered vaguely. She didn’t want to look directly at Robin. Anytime in the last few days that the conversation turned to sex, her palms had started to sweat, and she felt a strange prickly heat between her legs. It shouldn’t feel so strange anymore as often as this sexual response occurred – at the club, when she looked at the murder photographs, the photos in Felicia’s room, the sex in Jane’s cottage, and then this morning when they obviously interrupted Martha and Zelda in the middle of something sexual.


  “Why are you avoiding the issue?” Robin asked.


  “It looks, well, fascinating, I suppose, but I can’t believe I’d crawl on the floor for any woman, or make another women crawl at my feet. Somehow all that posturing, I think I’d lose the sexual excitement.”


  “Funny, Les, you played around at the club, and had no problem,” Robin reminded her. She had a way of making Leslie look into the vast depths of her haunting blue eyes.


  “The atmosphere in that place, how could I not? And Leta was hardly your typical Domme, she certainly wasn’t Jane. It was just one of those things that happens, like suddenly finding yourself in bed with people you never expected to be attracted to. A little drink and you’ll do most anything.”


  “But you weren’t drinking that night,” Robin said. Leslie would never drink on the job.


  “Of course I wasn’t. It was the place, just being there is like being drunk, soaking up the vibes. An experience, not a life pattern.”


  Robin flashed her a haughty grin. “You’re making excuses,” she said. She rose from her seat and went to the couch where Leslie sat, then knelt to her side on the floor, leaving her espresso cup on the coffee table. Her gentle hand moved along Leslie’s thigh. “How about let’s take care of what we’re feeling now? I don’t wait any longer and you’re being silly for being so cautious.”


  Leslie looked into Robin’s smoldering eyes, unable to fend off the longing in her sexual body. Pent-up desire… need… a desperation only growing more real by the minute, now that Robin forced this confrontation. “So who’s going to be in charge?”


  “Does it matter?” Robin leaned forward, touching Leslie’s lips with hers. The tentative exploration began.


  Leslie’s immediate reaction was to dive headlong into Robin’s body for a quick fuck… but she stopped herself and instead lay back passively on the couch, letting Robin make love to her; a particularly submissive position for Leslie and one she’d rarely taken in the past when the two made love. Now, today, it was exactly what needed to happen.


  Robin took away Leslie’s half finished cut of espresso and set it on the table. Then taking Leslie’s hands in hers, she pinned them over her head, moving aggressively to her lover’s lips, her tongue forcing its way into Leslie’s mouth.


  Robin backed away ever so slightly, then bit the brunette’s lip with her teeth.


  “Ouch!”


  “Leave your arms right there,” Robin ordered, sensing that Leslie was about to revolt. So, she settled back, suddenly mesmerized by her partner… her friend’s intriguingly dominant behavior. “You’ve wanted to have me again for a long time, so tonight you will.”


  “But this way?” Leslie said, feeling excited but bewildered. “I didn’t imagine it like this.”


  “Too bad. I will promise you one thing – you will enjoy it.” It was as much a command as it was an assurance.


  “I always thought it would be the other way around,” Leslie whispered, dazed by Robin’s bold advance.


  “It will be, just not tonight,” Robin said. Leslie had the feeling that any protest would be immediately shot down. Robin was tugging at her sweater…


  “I want this off.”


  She pulled so hard, it pulled Leslie’s hair with it.


  “Ouch!”


  Robin smiled. “It’s been so long.” With a sensuous sigh, her head descended to Leslie’s luscious breasts. She squeezed the tits together and licked them both, her mouth moving from one to the other as she nibbled on the sweet-tasting flesh, leaving small red hickeys behind. Leslie’s nipples stiffened when Robin blew her warm breath on them, and when she pinched them between her fingers, Leslie gave up a soft rasping gasp of pleasure. “You’ve never been tied up, have you?” Robin asked.


  “No.” Leslie shuddered at the thought. Afraid and wanting at the same time.


  “That’s what I want to do to you,” Robin decided. “I want to tie you so you can’t move, so you’re mine to do with as I please. You have no idea…” Her voice sounded raspy and breathless already.


  “You promise it won’t hurt?” Leslie asked, staring anxiously into Robin’s beautiful face. Her blonde hair surrounded her determined features, like a glowing light accenting the urgent passion she’d been denied far too long.


  “No. I won’t promise anything, but I will start gently.”


  Robin rose from the bed and moved toward a closet, returning with several lengths of soft nylon rope. “Come with me.” She reached for the reluctant Leslie and taking her by the hand, lead her into the bedroom.


  Leslie stopped at the entrance, letting her eyes adjust. This was not what she expected to see.


  “Everything’s changed!” Dark papered walls… bold colors – gold, green and burgundy swam before her eyes, and the bed, a behemoth four-poster queen with diaphanous gold curtains hanging from the canopy above. This was Robin’s room, but everything had changed.


  The blinds were closed, and a single bedside lamp gave the room a mellow light. Like a harlot’s lair! Leslie shivered, feeling like a raunchy whore.


  “You like it?” Robin’s eyes were lit as dark and dreamily as the sensuous room, which only made Leslie shudder more profoundly.


  “You’re going to tie me here,” Leslie breathily gasped. “It’s a little too reminiscent for comfort.” Her mind instantly recalled Felicia’s pose at the time of her death.


  “Don’t go there,” Robin said, having her mind made up. She pushed Leslie towards the bed. “Take off your jeans.”


  Such a strange way to begin sex, Leslie thought. But she’d gone this far and could not turn back. No. Never. Robin was more erotically appealing to her now than she had ever been – even during the best months of their relationship. Feeling every bit under Robin’s control, Leslie removed her jeans and panties, all in an unthinking stupor, still staring at her business partner, her mind working frantically to get a fix on the woman Robin had suddenly become.


  “Lay down and spread your legs.” Robin’s voice was mellow but convincing.


  Leslie’s brunette snatch already glistened with juices – that fragrant, pungent sticky juice. The redolence of it hit the air, affecting both women with its powerful aphrodisiac.


  “You’re really going to do this?” Leslie whispered.


  “Why not, Les? You know I’d never hurt you. If you can take chances with a stranger at Shappos, you can take a few with someone you…you love.” The word was difficult for Robin to say and Leslie flinched at the sound.


  As Leslie stood watching, almost numb, Robin began to strip off her clothes. Not some erotic striptease, but something more direct, simple, her eroticism matter-of-fact, throwing Leslie into a tailspin. She was dizzy with lust.


  Leslie wasn’t sure about anything, but once seeing Robin stripped down to nothing before her eyes, she knew what she’d do, no equivocation, no second guessing this time. The heat between her legs billowed like clouds before a storm. No turning back, not now.


  Leslie turned and crawled up on the bed, planning to lie back just as Robin ordered. But before she could do so, Robin took her by surprise, catching her arm with a firm hand, “Stop right there,” she said.


  “I thought you wanted me spread eagle?” Leslie said, gazing back at her.


  “Later.” Robin’s blue eyes had darkened until they seemed almost black.


  Leslie knelt stock still on her hands and knees with her ass end waving in the breeze in front of Robin’s eyes. She couldn’t help herself, taunting the woman even though she was unsure of what was about to unfold. Maybe even Robin didn’t know. “What are you going to do?” Leslie asked.


  “Shush!” Robin ordered. She accompanied the sound with a smack of her palm on Leslie’s pale ass. Then she continued slapping her bottom, spanking the two quaking cheeks. The fire of her delivery made Leslie shudder as much as the sting on her bottom made her burn with desire.


  “Oh, I like this,” Robin seethed. “You’re getting very red. How does it feel, hum?” She kept slapping Leslie’s bouncing skin, while the brunette moaned without protest, and Robin finally vented: “Tell me, bitch! I want to know.”


  There was a time when Robin calling her ‘bitch’ made Leslie’s blood boil. Now it humbled her and turned her on. Being Robin’s bitch turned her on.


  “C’mon, tell me!”


  The smack that followed stung more than all the rest


  “It stings, dammit!” Leslie groaned lustily.


  “Good! You can stand a little pain.” Robin stepped back to admire the bright glowing color, while Leslie waited, waited for more. Did she really want more?


  “You know, you’re very wet down here,” Robin said, as she reached in and fingered Leslie’s cunt lips, pulling her labia. “You like this too, don’t you?”


  Leslie could barely think, let alone answer.


  “You like this, don’t you?” Robin insisted on a response. She pulled down harder, then spanked the red cheeks nonstop until Leslie finally blurted out:


  “Yes, yes, I like it!” She cried through the smacking sound of Robin’s hand. “Yes, I like it, I want it, I want more,” her voice lowered with the admission.


  “About time,” Robin chided – a nasty Robin speaking in a way Leslie had never heard.


  “You know, you’re very good at this,” Leslie purred. Had Robin been domming women for years, and she never knew?


  “Hey, bitch, that’s not for you to comment on, of course I’m good.” She paused. “But my hand is starting to hurt. Maybe it’s time for the paddle, huh?”


  This time there was some question in her voice.


  “Robin, please… I don’t think I could…”


  Robin backed away and stared at the splash of color on Leslie’s bottom, sighing, the powerful feelings subsiding slightly. “Okay, sure, sweetheart. It’s really too bad that you don’t want more pain because your pretty bottom is quite a sight.” She snickered darkly, but moved on. “How about let’s see what your pretty cunny is up for tonight.” She moved in and played with the juicy portal, pushing her hand against the opening door, jabbing it lightly. “You still take fists?” she asked.


  “Yeah, I suppose, I do,” Leslie admitted. Robin’s hand was there already probing her deeply, just like old times. She’d been the first to fist-fuck her cunt. Leslie rocked back against the invasion, feeling the powerful forces between them making her whole being swell with lust and desire. “Yes, goddammit, yes…” she hissed thoughtlessly, as Robin worked her hand deeper with each prodding thrust. She had a way no other woman had of taking her beyond herself, beyond any pain, to a place where she was utterly fulfilled. They worked in tandem, Robin inch by inch forcing her way inside with loving zeal, while Leslie pushed back, desperately wanting more, and still afraid of that final surge of passion that would make them one… why was she still afraid?


  When Robin’s whole hand finally crossed though the doorway, Leslie felt herself swallow Robin’s essence inside her, as it had been before. No battles, not fear, every hesitation seemed to be washed away inside the need they shared.


  How strangely demeaned…loved, used, hurt this was. Taken by Robin’s forceful passion, she could dissolve in the feeling forever.


  “Oh, my yessssssssss,” she softly exclaimed. She was starting to come, her bottom moving with the invading fist as it prodded her ever deeper. Without warning, her entire being quivered and her muscles seized up for several blissful seconds, the waves of orgasm crashed through her body.


  After a long sigh, she finally collapsed to the bed and Robin’s hand slipped out.


  Her body pulsed in a sensuous rhythm; she felt as if she were rocking on smooth ocean waters, the waters pouring through her, her mind gently, slowly coming back to life. Her empty cunt felt lonely and sated at the same time, as if she hadn’t had enough, at the same time, she’d had all she needed. She felt Robin near, but was just barely conscious of her, until she felt something slip around her ankle… then the other ankle, then something soft circled her left wrist then her right.


  “What are you doing?” Leslie suddenly came to in a languid panic. She was hardly able to speak.


  “Tying you up,” Robin answered.


  “But I just came.”


  “But maybe I’m not done with you. Now turn over so I can tie you down.”


  “What…” she was totally dazed.


  “I told you I was going to bind you. I just got carried away taking you so fast to start. It’s been so long since I’d had the pleasure of my hand in your cunt, I just couldn’t stop.” She smiled, but not all that sweetly. “Now move over, dear.”


  Leslie smiled back as she followed Robin’s order. Scooting over, the ropes flopped about but Robin took care of that as she started to tie her limbs to the bedposts.


  “You may want to keep denying the truth,” Robin said, as she moved around the bed, “but I’ve seen the way you’ve stared at the pictures.”


  “I’d rather not think about them,” Leslie groaned. The murder investigation was the last thing she wanted on her mind.


  “Don’t worry, you’ll forget, just give me your wrist.”


  Leslie followed her order, and Robin fixed her wrist to the bedpost with a quick simple knot. Then she moved to the end of the bed and finished binding her second ankle. “Sloppy knots,” Leslie noted, glad to see that each was very different from the others, completed in a haphazard fashion as if Robin hadn’t done this very often.


  “Should I make them like Jane’s?” Robin said, smirking deviously.


  “How do I know you’re not the murderer,” Leslie suggested, “going back to all your old lovers and knocking them off one by one.”


  “Humm. Great idea. You really ought to have thought of that before now, don’t you think?”


  Robin stood above Leslie as if admiring her work, then she descended to her warm body. “Relax, darling, the only crimes I want to commit are outrageous acts of hedonistic lust.” Her lips came down and pressed themselves on Leslie’s. “Close your eyes.”


  “Is that when you strike?”


  “Sure,” Robin said. “You just let me take charge. I know that’s tough for you but… you really have no choice, now, do you?”


  Leslie’s heart beat a little faster… she wasn’t used to bondage, being out of control… letting Robin take over; it had never been that way before.


  The sizzling snap of a whip brought her up short. Her eyes flashed opened.


  “Don’t worry, it’s just a little whip. Be good and close your eyes.”


  Soft blows rained down on her skin, her thighs, her breasts, her undulating belly. After a hard fist fuck, she was ready for more, as if insatiable, as if a savage new world had opened up before her. She twisted back and forth as the pain worked its way through her body… she hardly found it painful, just sensation, sensuous touch, exhilarating feelings that drove her to an ecstatic edge. If only Robin would play with her again…


  The hardest cuts of Robin’s savage whip were laid across her breasts.


  “Yeeeeshhhhhhhh!” Leslie seethed after the first two. She opened her eyes to see a wilting smile on Robin’s lips.


  “I’ve always wanted to mark a woman’s breasts,” she said.


  “You’re leaving marks?”


  “Uh, huh. Beautiful ones.”


  Robin snapped the whip again twice more and Leslie looked down to see the red lines rising on her undulating flesh. Robin followed with another two quick snaps of her wrist, and the whip came done hard across her nipples.


  “Yeeeeeeeeeeeach!” Leslie threw her head back, the anguish ripping her body in two.


  “Got your attention, huh?” Robin mocked her.


  “My god, what do you want from me?” Leslie cried. The tears were streaming from her eyes.“Are you turned on?” Robin asked.


  “Oh, gawd, yes!” She could feel the sensation tearing though her body, her hips writhing in terror and pain.


  “Good. But you’re going to get me off first,” Robin said. Then she climbed on, straddling Leslie’s waist and moved up until her knees were on either side of her lover’s head and her crotch was directly over the brunette’s mouth. Leslie’s tongue immediately began its job, finding places she should easily remember for the many times they’d made this journey before.


  “Yes, girl, that’s exactly what I want,” the blonde softly hissed. She ground her hips against the busy face. “Use your tongue, bitch,” as if Leslie’s tongue wasn’t already working furiously to bring Robin to a climax. She bucked against Leslie’s face, her wet juices spilling out to cover the submissive mouth.


  Robin groaned, her body rocking back and forth. Then she grabbed for Leslie’s hair, holding on tightly, as the climax made her belly spasm. Her moans died off to a quiet murmuring noise that reminded Leslie that she had been satisfied.


  Pulling away, Robin began to finger Leslie’s hungry snatch one more time. Another powerful climax was not that far off. However, it didn’t take her whole fist this time, just some artful play until her bound body tensed in a wave of redeeming pleasure, and finally went limp.


  “You going to keep me tied this way forever,” Leslie finally asked, feeling Robin’s nakedness snuggle against her own.


  “Maybe. You want me to take pictures?” Robin asked, looking into Leslie’s face, and gazing at her outstretched limbs. “I kind of like you this way.”


  “Really?” Leslie replied. “But I can’t touch you this way.”


  “That’s true,” Robin agreed. She slowly pulled herself from the brunette’s side and began to untie the four haphazard knots. “You liked it, didn’t you? Admit it.”


  “I liked being with you again.”


  “No, you liked the bondage,” Robin insisted.


  “Yes, I liked the bondage, but I might have liked it even more if I’d been doing it to you.”


  “Hum. Well, maybe we’ll get to that.”


  “I bet sooner than you think, if I know you,” Leslie smiled.


  Robin grinned, as the last knot came loose. Then she collapsed against Leslie’s familiar body and stoked her flushed skin, as if it had been days not years since they’d been in bed together. “So I guess those unwritten rules are broken now.”


  “About you and me?”


  “What do you think I mean?” Robin slapped her lover’s thigh.


  “But there are a few matters to be resolved before we start over,” Leslie said.


  “Like what?”


  “Like Rosalie.”


  “She’s easy, send her packing.”


  Robin’s cold dismissal of Leslie’s lover was almost chilling.


  “And the case,” Leslie added.


  “You mean Jane?”


  “I mean this case. I’m not going to get involved with you until we solve this thing.”


  “What in heaven’s name does that have to do with anything? You’re already involved with me. Since when has work come between what we want as lovers?”


  “I just want to put some space between this particular case and my sex life. I don’t want to be having sex with you just because I got a little horny while I was working.”


  “That’s the stupidest thing I’ve ever heard,” Robin said.


  “It probably is, but it’s what I want. I like things settled. You should know that.”


  She did. Robin remembered other times when Leslie had a problem responding sexually while they were in the midst of a sticky case—though there had never been an investigation quite like this one… nothing as sexually stimulating, nothing apt to provoke their sexual response in such a dramatic way.


  “Okay, okay…” Robin sighed, “I can live with that. We’ll hold off until things are settled. Although by the feel of it, that might just be tomorrow.”


  “Yeah, well,” Leslie sounded doubtful… “But there is one more thing.”


  Robin didn’t say anything. With her head resting on Leslie’s soft chest, she could feel her breath and hear her beating heart. There was a steadiness about Leslie she loved, but she knew that this steady person had her limits and the murder investigation had taken her partner right to the edge. “It’s Jane, isn’t it?” she finally said.


  There was some hesitation, then Leslie saying, “Yeah, kind of. I don’t know what it is about that woman. But as long as she’s not the killer – you never know she just might be – I’ve got to find out what it is I want from her.”


  “I think that’s pretty obvious. I know what I want from her,” Robin said.


  “We’ll see. I’ve told you before, women like Jane don’t really excite me.”


  “Except that one,” Robin suggested.


  “Except that one,” Leslie agreed. The woman’s mannish face appeared in her mind, as if Jane had taken up residence and was watching her now.


  An hour later, the twilight glow around them had faded to darkness. Leslie jiggled the sleeping Robin. It was the first time in a week, since the case began, that Leslie had felt this peaceful. She knew it was the sex and Robin that made her feel this way, but she also knew that the feeling would be short-lived, and this brief respite would only add to the confusing mix inside her.


  “Don’t you suppose we should go find Jane now?” Leslie wondered aloud.


  “Why?” Robin asked opening one eye.


  “I thought you were the one who wanted to take our findings to the police right away.”


  “It can wait.” Robin stretched lazily against Leslie’s warm body.


  “It’s only,” Leslie reached for the clock by the side of the bed, “ … eight o’clock.


  “My how time flies,” Robin said, sighing. Her hand moved slowly over Leslie’s thigh. “You did pretty well for your first time in bondage.”


  “First time, huh? Maybe it wasn’t the first, how do you know?” Leslie joked.


  “I’d know. I’d see it in your eyes.”


  “Yeah, you probably would,” Leslie agreed. “So do we go stake out the mansion and wait for Jane to show, or do we lie here in bed all night?”


  “I’m opting for the latter. I guess I’m a slut at heart, if you hadn’t taken off your clothes for me, I’d say we go back to work. But since you’re naked and I am too, and we can do anything our hearts desire all night long, I think we should just stay.”


  “Well I don’t know about anything our hearts desire,” Leslie said, “but I do like the prospects of spending the whole night in this bed. I’ve slept in a four poster before, and this is downright,” she searched for a word, “bohemian.” She stared up to the dark canopy, a deep black hole that seemed to be dropping down to surround them both.


  “I’m glad you like it. I thought you might,” Robin said. Almost as if she’d planned this place especially for Leslie. “We’ll see what other possibilities evolve. How about a little break, some decaffeinated cappuccino?”




  Chapter Thirteen


  


  Leslie opened her eyes in unfamiliar surroundings. There were four posts around her that for an instant made her think she was in the midst of a bad dream, in the middle of Felicia’s last nightmare. Feeling another body beside her, she looked to see Robin sleeping with her back to her. What a memory that raised! The lovely curve at her waist widened to her hips and the soft flesh of her undulating rear cheeks, with their pink cleft. Her blonde hair was strewn around her in casual disarray, which only added to her sexual allure. The aroma of her body was strong and sweet to smell. What had gone wrong between them? she wondered. At that moment, she could hardly remember. If she touched her, would she awaken? No, she wouldn’t spoil the moment; Robin was like a child at rest, peaceful, content, perfect as she was.


  Leslie wanted to wish away their awkward moments together. Beginning anew was tough, but there were things they couldn’t avoid. She hoped that Rosalie hadn’t come home the night before. Her pretty Latina lover wouldn’t worry about her being gone. But still Leslie felt guilty… especially since she wasn’t working at all, but having sex with her former lover.


  The truth was, Robin was a better lover than Rosalie, not that Rosalie wasn’t wonderful in her own endearing way. But Robin was always the best; she always had been, and likely always would be in Leslie’s mind. After everything the two had been through together over the past ten years, Leslie was still in love with her business partner and she imagined that would never change.


  It was hard to take her mind off their surprising reunion… once the initial sex was over, they drank decaffeinated cappuccino in the nude, then showered before tumbling back in bed, giggling like school girls over some really stupid old horror movie on TV. Suddenly the tables were turned when Leslie impulsively tied Robin’s hands above her head. She slapped the blonde’s breasts until they were red all over, listening to her egg her on, “Don’t stop, ooo yes, do it more…” Robin had repeated a dozen times. The feeling of dominance Leslie experienced had been remarkable. Having Robin at her mercy produced a feeling of power that was as good an aphrodisiac as any sex act she’d ever experienced. It was sexual, but it was so much more that – all still difficult for her to understand.


  Was this what Jane felt when she grabbed at chains suspended from clamped nipples, or raised a whip against immobile flesh? Did Jane cum just from the sensations of power that brute domination generated? Leslie didn’t orgasm in the midst of abusing Robin’s tits, but she might have if she’d gone on long enough. She stopped short of letting the feeling overtake her body, needing to move slowly into this foreign world. At least for now.


  They loved each other long into the night, long after the clock across the street hit midnight. And then, sometime in the wee hours of the morning, they collapsed into a heap exhausted, and fell asleep.


  Even when they were living together, they hadn’t had sex like that – that long or that wild, that profoundly powerful. Maybe Robin was right, Leslie mused, maybe she needed to dive into the savage fetish life that was all around her now.


  For the first time ever, she wanted to know everything about Robin’s S&M scene. What her Dommes were like, who’d marked on her breasts – the small marks on Robin’s flesh that were now just faint lines etched into her pearly skin. How had Robin felt when the blows were delivered? And how long ago had it been? Maybe just a day or two, maybe a week? Maybe in the last few days, Robin had submitted to another woman. Leslie’s quaking body shivered at that thought. And who was that other woman? Were they lovers too? Or just top and bottom? Domme and sub?


  Leslie looked at her own breasts, seeing that she was still able to distinguish four of the six cuts Robin had burned into her flesh the night before. She’d been hurt, abused – if ever so lightly. She’d been at Robin’s mercy, and she realized only now how much she loved the surrender that had been demanded of her while she’d been bound. Would she feel the same way if she were bound by Jane, her breasts marked by Jane’s crop, her mind and body forced to surrender to Jane’s command?


  Leslie pulled herself from the bed; she didn’t want to but she had to pee. On returning to the room, she saw Robin’s peacefully sleeping body, and for a moment, she stared at her lover’s gentle face before she reached down to pick up the alarm clock that had fallen to the floor sometime in the midst of sex the night before.


  “Damn,” Leslie said aloud. It was nearly nine o’clock. It had been weeks since she’d slept in that late.


  The phone rang and she answered it, while seeing Robin open her eyes and stare up at her in wonder.


  “Leslie?” The voice was all too familiar.


  Ouch! It was Rosalie.


  “Yeah babe, we got exhausted casing out a suspect and just crashed here. I’m sorry I didn’t leave a message, I didn’t think you’d be home.”


  She waited through an awkward silence, feeling sure that Rosalie didn’t believe her story.


  “Yeah, that’s why I was calling,” Rosalie said. “I was worried when you didn’t come home.”


  “I thought you were gone for another week?”


  “Things pooped out, but hey, I thought maybe I’d take off for Sonora. See my brother.”


  “Really?” Leslie said cautiously. Rosalie didn’t go see her brother unless something was bothering her. “Anything wrong?”


  “No. Just not seen him in awhile. I miss Mexico. You want to go?” she asked, as an after thought.


  “God, Rosie, wouldn’t I love it, but we’re still working on this case. It’s a nasty one, but I think we’ll have the answers we need real soon.”


  Leslie looked down, seeing Robin watching as she rattled off her string of lies.


  “I’ll be about a week, you take care, pretty buns,” Rosalie said. “I love you.”


  “I love you, too,” Leslie answered. She heard the phone click, then she hung up. “How did I do?” Leslie asked.


  “I would never have bought your story, but I suppose it depends on how much she wanted to believe you.”


  “I don’t think she did. She’s going to see her brother.”


  “So?”


  “She’s ready to split, I can tell. Last night was just the icing on the cake. I feel it in her voice.”


  “Just your intuition?” Robin asked.


  “Maybe you’re rubbing off on me, but Rosalie is not hard to figure out.” She sighed, a little sad, a little relieved, and not sure which feeling would stick. “But hey, we don’t have much time, it’s already nine. Jane’s probably left and we’ll be on a wild goose chase all day finding her.”


  


  ***


  


  Martha was finishing the breakfast dishes in the kitchen when Zelda came up from behind her and playfully grabbed her ass. “You going to the library this morning?” she asked.


  “No. At one,” Martha replied. “It will feel good to get back to work.”


  “So is Remy leaving soon?”


  “She’s due at her lab at ten, I think.”


  “Oh, then, we have the house to ourselves,” Zelda purred. “Do what we couldn’t do yesterday?” Her eyes glimmered hopefully.


  Martha turned around and gazed into the redhead’s eyes. They looked green today, but they often changed color. Maybe it was the bright green shirt she wore.


  They both thought of the missed moments the day before, their sexual attempt obviously had been ill-timed. They should have figured that Leslie and Robin would be nosing around their lives again. By the time detectives Patrick and Penny were done, they’d upset everyone so much that getting back to sex was impossible.


  Martha still wanted some time with Zelda, time to lie back and luxuriate in her steamy sensuality. That kind of sexual release was something she longed for that didn’t happen often in her life. She was the kind to give and give and give, taking little for herself. Felicia would talk about giving her what she wanted, but other than that wild woman demanding that Martha abuse her, and having the satisfaction that came with dominating the bitch, Martha usually brought herself off. Felicia was always too strung out to tongue her pussy at the finish. She often wondered if all submissives acted like Dominants right in the middle of a submissive scene.


  One thing for sure, Zelda wasn’t demanding the way Felicia was. Whether she took a dominant or submissive role, Zelda would give to her without demanding everything in return. She’d seen the woman nurture Remy, how lavish she was with her sensuousness body. Now Martha needed that herself.


  “You really think we’ll finally have some privacy?” Martha asked, leaning in to kiss Zelda’s very soft lips.


  “How about we go upstairs, take the phone off the hook, not answer the doorbell. Even Jane won’t be around to ruin things,” Zelda said.


  Their hands roved more aggressively as they embraced, their lips meeting tenderly time after time. “Remy won’t be gone for a few minutes yet,” Martha said, pulling away reluctantly. Her thighs were already trembling, her heart pounding with need, she wanted Zelda now.


  “Well then, we’ll just wait, it won’t be long,” Zelda quipped. She grinned, thoughts of sex motivating her to blow a meaningful kiss in Martha’s direction, as she left the room.


  Robin and Leslie drove to the Hill after they’d quickly showered and dressed. They didn’t talk about sex the night before, or Leslie being tied to the bed. By mutual agreement, it would be a while before they’d be in bed together again. That fact made their morning a bittersweet moment, halting and uneasy.


  At the base of the hill, they spotted the little red compact car that Remy drove, turning right on the street and moving away from them in the direction of the lab at the university.


  “Must be going back to work,” Robin said.


  “She looked a little flustered,” Leslie said. “Didn’t even see us.”


  “Just as well, our business is not with her. If she’d seen us now, she’d probably have an accident. I’m surprised that Martha doesn’t drive her to work.”


  “Perhaps she’s not as confused as she sounds. It wouldn’t surprise me if she has spells of very lucid thinking.”


  “You think she’s guilty, don’t you?” Leslie asked.


  “I think we’ll know more after we’ve finished with Jane,” Robin assured her.


  They drove up the long driveway to the top of the hill, Roman Hill standing like a monolith over the city below. Its purpose didn’t seem as clear to Robin as it once had been – a haven for lesbians in need of a quite playground away from the judgments of the world. Now it seemed like a relic that would be best bull-dozed away once the murder was solved. A bed and breakfast? She wasn’t sure it would fly, unless someone wanted to give ghost tours, or mystery nights, or something like that.


  They parked close to the garden, just a short walk to Jane’s cottage. The detectives hoped that Jane Hugh was still at home. There was no excuse for not having been there bright and early, except for the lust that had overcome them both.


  “I wonder if Martha is back to work, too,” Leslie said. She stared up at the dark windows looking out to the garden, thinking of Martha’s disgruntled face staring down at them the day before. Perhaps the woman didn’t know, but Leslie had seen her scowling at them from her perch. Later, when they seemed to interrupt her and Zelda, the same scowl was only thinly disguised by her civility.


  Reaching the cottage now, they could see a light still on. A knock on the door and Jane answered moments later.


  “So, to what do I owe this visit?” she said. Her eyes were without a hint of malice, her tone not in the least accusatory, just curious.


  “We’ve made some discoveries that we’d like to talk to you about,” Leslie said. “May we come in?”


  “Sure,” Jane said. Holding the door wide, she let them pass.


  There always was an air of authority about her that suggested in any situation she would be in control. Robin wondered if she would still be in control if the police should arrest her.


  “I’m surprised you two can confront me at all,” Jane said, with a pleased smirk. “You look as if you’re creaming in your pants.”


  Leslie was taken aback, not realizing that she was so obvious with her lust. The truth was, she was ‘creaming’ in her pants. Just seeing the woman, it was difficult not to think of being dominated by her.


  “Is that supposed to disarm us?” Robin quickly replied to the sarcastic remark.


  “Just stating what I see. It doesn’t bother me,” Jane said. “If I was prone to be flattered, I suppose I would be now.”


  “You’re assuming a lot,” Leslie said, while trying to regain her composure.


  “Am I?” Jane’s eyes flashed.


  “There are some things we have to ask you, Jane,” Robin immediately changed the subject. “Some very curious holes in your story, lies in fact. We’d like some explanations.”


  “Why don’t you just take this to the police?” Jane asked.


  “Because frankly, we don’t think you murdered Felicia,” Leslie jumped in.


  “But you have to ask.” Jane moved to her leather chair and sat down, motioning Robin and Leslie to the couch opposite her.


  “We found pictures of you and Felicia in her room, you had her bound just like she was bound when she died. The very same knots that her murderer used.”


  “Hum. Curious, isn’t it?” Jane said, although she was not at all perturbed by the information.


  Leslie went on the offensive. “You were having sex with Felicia here at Roman Hill, what appears to be many times, and you brought her to the club. Your relationship with her was more than just a sour business partnership.”


  Jane looked at them with her forceful eyes. From the sensuality of her masculine allure, to the way she seemed to remain in command was something that made Leslie shiver and Robin flinch. For Leslie, it was the beginning of sexual awakening and arousal, for Robin, she knew what Jane could do; she’d seen this kind of commanding Domme many times before.


  “Yes, we did have quite a relationship. We’d had one for several years. I would often dominate her, pretty much anywhere I wanted, here, the club, other clubs, in public—she loved semi-public venues to proclaim herself. Nothing made her hornier than showing off in front of people, baring her tits, flaunting her ass. She was a shameless, slut.” Jane sighed wistfully.


  “If she was reputed to be dominant, why do you suppose she wanted to be submissive to her?” Leslie asked.


  Jane eyed the detective and chuckled, obviously holding back some personal remark. “Beats me, why she switched the way she did. She saw me at a club somewhere, and came to me wanting to be taken and abused. I did it. Gladly. She told me, I was her balance, I kept her from going crazy. I gave her limits. It’s not an easy relationship to describe. But then you had to know the woman to understand her.”


  “I understood her very well,” Robin said. “I lived with her here for two years.”


  Jane was surprised and impressed. “Then this case has personal implications for you.”


  “Some, though it was quite a while ago. I do want to find her killer.”


  Jane nodded. “Well then, you would understand what she needed in me.”


  “I think so,” Robin replied, “And did she pay you for dominating her?”


  “No. I gave it willingly. I didn’t want her money. In fact I don’t take money for sexual favors. I play my games because it pleases me, nothing else.”


  “Why did Felicia owe you so much money?” Leslie asked.


  “Bad investments.”


  “Bad investments?” Robin repeated.


  “I’m a stock broker when I’m not doing other things. I’ve dabbled very successfully for years. Felicia kept coming to me with really boondoggle ideas, and I’d make some investments for her, and she kept losing. She ran up a tab for awhile. I advised her. She didn’t listen. I finally quit making the investments. But by that time, she had to sign over half the house to me, the rest she tried to pay back a little at a time out of her trust. That’s dwindled down pretty low. I’ll get back what she owed me, but I don’t need it. I’d rather have her alive.”


  The woman was very believable; if she was lying, she was very good at it.


  “Did your business dealings start before or after the sex began?” Leslie asked.


  “It was pretty much simultaneous. We had great sex, I’ve never known a better submissive. Although it wasn’t that she submitted all that well, in fact she struggled like hell, but she liked the confrontation, and I’d like the way she’d go really deep into everything. I love women that act like hellions.”


  “Were you in love with her?” Robin asked.


  “That’s a strange question,” Jane said thinly.


  “Someone at Sapphos suggested you were,” Leslie explained.


  The woman looked genuinely surprised, as if it wasn’t a proper question to ask a Domme. “Yes I was in love with her,” she finally admitted. The silence that followed was awkward until Jane lit a cigarette. “I mourn in my own way,” she continued. “And I suppose I loved her in my own way. I’ve never really been as taken by any submissive, any woman, as I was by Felicia Roman.”


  “But being dominant, you can do scenes even when you’re in mourning?” Leslie said with a sarcastic ring.


  “It’s a release,” Jane admitted.


  “Pretty damned good release with Zelda the other night,” Leslie remarked.


  Jane looked at Leslie curiously.


  “We were on our way to talk with you and saw your lights. It wasn’t hard to see your scene. We thought since you left the lights on and the drapes open, that you didn’t care who saw. So, we stayed to watch – you could call it part of the investigation.”


  “I suppose the drapes being open were part of the point. Exposure is a tremendous turn on,” Jane said, “although up on this hill there aren’t many that would have the opportunity to watch.” Jane’s eyes glimmered. “I hope you enjoyed yourselves.” She looked directly at Leslie, stared right at her chest and then moved her glance to her crotch, as if waiting to see her squirm. “You two ever get it on?” she asked.


  “We’re asking the questions,” Robin said.


  Jane shrugged. “Then be my guest, but remember, next time I’ll be doing the talking,” Jane said. She said that knowing that there would be a next time, speaking as if there was a relationship developing between the three that only she was yet privy to. At the moment however, she only had eyes for Leslie. As she talked, her gaze did not waver from the brunette detective, from her breasts, her crotch, and her sumptuous lips.


  “Are you and Zelda having a regular relationship now? Is that why she’s still staying here?” Robin asked.


  “I had her the other night, but never again. Never. If she’s involved with anyone it’s Martha.”


  “Martha?” Robin asked. She recalled the interruption the day before.


  “I saw them together a couple of days ago, they’d had quite a session on the back porch. A little tame for me, but they were obviously into it.”


  “Why would you never have Zelda again?” Leslie asked.


  “She didn’t have any limits. I don’t like that.”


  “Was that any different than Felicia?” Robin asked.


  “Much. I always knew how far to go with her, she never gave me any doubt. She may not have seemed like the kind of woman you could trust. But she had her sexual boundaries and I trusted her to know them. There’s a safety for me in that. I’m not out to harm anyone. Most of it’s psychological, the physical can be rather mild, and a scene still very powerful.”


  “And Zelda isn’t aware of her limits?”


  “No, not physically. She didn’t want me to stop. That woman will keep going on until, someday, someone’s going to kill her.”


  “You don’t mean that?” Leslie said.


  “I do. And it’s not going to be me.”


  “You’re sure… I mean, what would make you believe she’d go that far?”


  “I can’t really tell you, it was just a feeling that I had. A real spooky eerie feeling. I didn’t like the vibes I was getting. The scene was all right, of course you know that, don’t you?” She grinned slyly, then her serious expression returned. “She went really crazy because I wanted to stop. I wouldn’t take her as far as she wanted to go. And then she kept pleading with me, “Do it for Eve, please, do it for Eve.” She was nuts. I asked her who the hell Eve was, and she gave me this really stupid look, like she was crazy, crazier than Felicia ever was. I had to back off, I couldn’t get into some scene that I didn’t understand. The woman’s really weird.” Jane looked as troubled as the two were ever likely to her.


  “You say she wanted you to call her Eve?” Robin asked, her eyes widening.


  “Yeah, Eve.”


  “What else did she say about that?” Robin asked.


  “She rambled on about maybe we should trade places, that I should let Eve tie me up, that Eve would give me a really good time.”


  “Did she tell you who Eve was?”


  “I guess it’s her. Maybe she’s a split personality.” Jane chuckled darkly.


  “My god, maybe she is Eve! Maybe she’s our killer,” Robin said, her heart beginning to thump excitedly.


  “Who the hell is Eve?” Leslie turned to her partner.


  “The aide at the hospital, the woman I talked to on the grounds,” Robin explained, “told me about a woman, Eve Delisle. She’d been a patient at Brightwood who’d killed her lovers, tied them up and stabbed them. She escaped. According to the aide Eve died, a suicide, but I’m beginning to wonder…”


  Leslie stared at her shocked. “You’re not kidding about this, are you?”


  “No, I’m not.”


  Robin was on her feet. “And we know that Zelda and Martha are having sex. We saw them yesterday in a compromising state of disarray. C’mon Leslie,” Robin said anxiously, “I’m not waiting any longer for my answers.”


  


  ***


  


  Martha and Zelda raced upstairs after Remy left and went immediately to Zelda’s room.


  “Oh, how about we do it in Felicia’s room, I’ve really wanted to try that great big bed of hers,” Zelda’s eyes brightened with excitement.


  “No! For heaven’s sakes no,” Martha flinched at the thought. “She died there, it really should be burned, the whole room dismantled. This will do just fine,” she remarked looking at the lovely brass bed in Zelda’s room. “I’ve always loved this room, it’s so bright, kind of like you.”


  She looked at the woman’s eyes, seeing how dark they had become. The light in them wasn’t the pretty green she’d seen downstairs in the kitchen earlier that morning.


  “Well, dear Martha, you just lie back on my brass bed and rest yourself. You’re in for one terrific treat.” Zelda went to a closet and brought out some rope.


  “You’re going to tie me up, too?” Martha asked. She was trembling inside, thinking that she’d never been submissive this way. She’d dreamt about it many times, even suggested it to Remy once, thinking that the two should really broaden their sexual horizons. But Remy shirked away so badly at the idea that Martha knew never to bring up the subject again. There had never been anyone else to try these things with, maybe if Felicia had remained alive there would have been the opportunity. Felicia certainly had her dominant reputation, but she only seemed to want Martha’s control, nothing more.


  “I’m going to love you like you’ve never been loved,” Zelda assured her. Laying the ropes down, she climbed on the bed with Martha and caressed her body carefully, the two embroiled in a sensuous moment that could have easily brought them both to a climax.


  “Oh, we’re not going to go too fast today,” Zelda suddenly stopped. “Let’s see how we can stretch this out.” She picked up one rope and took Martha’s right wrist, tying it ever so carefully with a neat knot.


  “You’ve done this before?” Martha asked.


  “A few times. I know you have to tie the knots right, or your wrists will have marks afterward, and I wouldn’t want that.” Taking the right ankle, she repeated the process, first binding the ankle with the length of rope and then securing it to the brass foot board. She repeated the process until all four limbs were securely fastened.


  “Feel them, are they too tight?”


  “No, they’re perfect,” Martha said, moving against the binding ropes. Her body trembled with anticipation; the wait as delicious as the act itself. Seeing Zelda’s vibrant eyes glimmering so beautifully, with all that dark purposeful light in them, she was transported into a world she’d longed for.


  “You like being helpless, don’t you?” Zelda purred so sweetly.


  “Oh, it’s wonderful,” she replied, as she sank into the feeling of being out of control. How long had it been since she’d been treated to this kind of selflessness. Her body was clamoring for more.


  “Just close your eyes and relax,” the green-eyed nymph purred. “You’re totally in my power, just let go and let me have you.” Zelda had picked up a soft deerskin whip, stoking Martha’s aroused body with the instrument, gliding the soft talons over her tender skin. Martha twitched excitedly, a smile breaking out on her face. She opened her eyes to see Zelda grinning at her with a nasty stare. “Just keep your eyes closed and let me caress you,” she purred at the submitting woman.


  Martha closed her eyes again, feeling as if she might float away. “Whip me more,” she groaned. “All over please.” The whip continued its journey over Martha’s breasts, down her belly, which moved erotically to each stroke, and then her thighs, and between her legs where her pink cunt lay exposed.


  The groans from the surrendering woman were beautiful music to Zelda’s ears. She listened for the mounting arousal, then whipped her hard, the talons cutting ever so wickedly in some places, more softly in others. Martha’s groans became more heated. But the submissive woman didn’t say stop. She didn’t protest. She was into the scene and wanting more, exactly what Zelda wanted too.


  Zelda knew when to end it. There seemed to be that happy oneness between the two, as Martha drifted away lost in the sensations, and Zelda’s eyes darkened to a hard edge, a necessarily determined edge taking control. She’d know when to end it, and she knew Martha would take much more before she did. And when the time came, she’d give her that last exquisite finale, that final moment of passionate release.


  “You really think we have to rush so fast?” Leslie said, as she struggled to keep up with Robin, who was quickly making her way to the house.


  Jane had stood at the cottage door with an uncharacteristically confused look on her face, then decided to follow the two detectives into the house. She was used to gauging female emotions and she could see that Robin was terrified. From what she knew of the detective, Robin had strong gut instincts.


  “I thought you said this Eve was dead?” Leslie asked.


  “How do we know that for sure?” Robin said. “Remy’s gone. We interrupted Zelda and Martha yesterday… if we’re going to find out if Zelda is Eve, we’re going to now. We could be stopping a murder!”


  A horrid shiver raced down Leslie’s back, as Robin ran into the house, and she followed close behind.


  “Upstairs.” Robin lead the way. How she knew where to go Leslie wasn’t sure, but she would follow. God, she hoped that this was a silly goose chase.


  They turned at the top of the stairs moving away from the front of the house, away from Felicia’s room to the rooms at the back. They passed Martha and Remy’s room, the door standing open. It was empty. At the end of the hall the door was closed.


  Robin stopped to listen.


  “I hear her voice,” the detective said, pressing her ear against the door. “Zelda’s.”


  “They could be in the middle of an innocent scene,” Leslie said.


  “Or Zelda could be killing her,” Robin said. She was certain of herself. The knob turned and the door opened easily. The two detectives stood at the doorway looking in on Martha and Zelda. Yes, the two were in the middle of sex, a scene, S&M in bold relief; but not typical S&M – whipping, bondage, the usual fetish play. This was something more.


  Martha was tied to the bed, eyes closed, writhing in lewd abandon, her body glistening, hot with sweat and sexual fever. She moaned lustily and loud. Robin gazed at the bondage, seeing the knots tied to the bed’s brass footboard. As she expected, they were the exact same type of knots that had found Felicia when she was murdered. But, though Robin noticed the knots immediately, it was not the knots that concerned her.


  Zelda stood at the far side of the bed, her eyes glazed over, her attention unwavering, not even the sounds of the door opening shook her from the spellbound stare fixed on Martha’s undulating form. The smirk on her face was other worldly.


  Something was very wrong, Robin was sure, and then she saw it. The glint of a knife, a long slim knife grasped in the redhead’s chubby hand, poised and ready to strike the unsuspecting woman on the bed.


  “Zelda no!” Robin shouted. She leaped inside the room, racing for Zelda’s outstretched, knife wielding hand. As she reached the side of the bed, Zelda’s eyes suddenly turned, fixed intently on her. With her free hand raised, Zelda delivered one powerful punch that landed across Robin’s face, throwing the detective off balance and knocking her against the far wall. Robin was in the corner on the wings of strength she never imagined from the diminutive woman. Falling hard against the wall, Robin banged her head, and slumped to the floor, momentarily too dazed to get up. All she could think was, how can I get up, I’ve got to get up, but her body wouldn’t move.


  Focused on just one thing at a time, Zelda’s concentration immediately returned to Martha. The bound woman, who had been moaning so lustily, waiting for another blow of the lovely whip, waiting to go deeper still into her erotic ecstasy, opened her eyes at the sound of the commotion. She looked up at Zelda and her gaze abruptly froze, fixed in horror on the glint of the knife poised high above her body.


  Leslie, having followed Robin to the far side of the room, grabbed for Zelda’s arm and turned the woman around on a dime. Zelda yelled something unintelligible, interrupted in her task, and the knife dropped from the redhead’s hand clattering against the floor. Zelda lunged for the weapon, landing hard against the wood floor.


  “No, you don’t!” Leslie screamed and she covered Zelda’s falling body with her own.


  Zelda’s outstretched hand reached for the knife. Finding it, she held the handle in her fist, clutching it with every bit of strength she had. With Leslie’s body weight on her, she could hardly breathe and her gasps for air became desperate, as Leslie struggled to keep her down and take the knife from her at the same time.


  Zelda was mad, insanely mad. The knife flailing about her. She had to find the target, she had to find the flesh, she had to find that soft tender giving flesh in which to sink the blade. Such a pretty polished blade, so bright and glaring, harsh, very harsh. If only she could complete her task, take the woman away with her. Her mind was sinking, going somewhere far far away. It was difficult to breathe, every breath heavier still, heavier still. She could hardly breathe at all, but she couldn’t stop. No, never, she couldn’t stop until it was finished. She had to finish her task, she had to take the woman away with her… yes, take the woman away with her, this would be the last time, the very last time …


  Leslie almost had the knife in her hand. She reached, but she couldn’t grasp it. The angle was all wrong; she struggled to get closer, but she couldn’t allow Zelda to escape. She held down one flailing arm, but not the one she wanted. She had to reach farther, just an inch farther.


  Suddenly, Jane appeared at Leslie’s side, diving for Zelda’s flailing wrist, clutching it so the pinned woman couldn’t move it, or the knife. “Drop it, Zelda,” she said quietly. The crazy woman wouldn’t let go. She hadn’t even heard the quiet command. Then, all of sudden, the knife was gone, wrenched abruptly by Jane’s sure fingers.


  The redhead went limp under the weight of Leslie’s body. The knife gone, it must have hit home, it must have found flesh, it must be over, Zelda thought… it must be over now, no more sense in breathing any more.


  For a moment the room froze, Zelda fainted on the floor with Leslie numb on top of her, Jane standing over them, and Robin still recovering in the corner, while Martha saw little but the flash of polished metal in Jane’s large hand. For a moment the action stopped cold, frozen in time, as it would always remain frozen in the five minds of the five women, each with different vantage points, each with different angles of perception, each with different versions of the truth.




  Chapter Fourteen


  


  Robin climbed from her car looking at the familiar setting of Roman Hill Estate. It was getting all too familiar anymore, though this should be the last time she had to make this trek, at least for awhile; that is, if all the loose ends had been wrapped up as neatly as it seemed. Staring up at Felicia’s turret bedroom once more, she flashed on the first time a week ago that she and Leslie had arrived to investigate the murder. It made even more sense to her now that Felicia had died in such a enigmatic way, with a host of odd women surrounding her, interplaying with her very complicated life. She liked complicated things, and so it was when she died.


  “Feeling better this morning?” Leslie asked as she joined Robin and the two walked towards the house.


  “I’m okay, a little headache, but it was mostly gone this morning. I still can’t get over that I didn’t get that knife from Zelda, Eve, whoever she was.”


  “Oh, that doesn’t really surprise me,” Leslie replied. “You’re out of shape, need to brush up on some basic karate. You’re getting too lazy. A little too much laziness could kill you.”


  “Well, you didn’t get it away from her either,” Robin reminded her partner.


  “We can thank Jane,” Leslie said.


  “Want to thank her personally?” Robin asked in jest.


  “Maybe, just maybe.”


  “Is she going to be here this morning?” Robin asked.


  “I called to tell her we’d be here. She was rather non-committal,” Leslie replied. “But at least it’s over, Betsy should be here any minute.”


  “Over, hum, that’s right it’s over.”


  “What’s the matter? I’d think you’d be happy.”


  “I should be, shouldn’t I?”


  “But you’re not,” Leslie queried.


  “No, I just have this weird feeling that it’s not over yet.”


  “Weird feeling, about what?” Leslie asked.


  “I’m not sure yet,” Robin answered.


  “Something we’ve overlooked?”


  “I don’t know, I think we’ll just see how things are when we confront them all. I have a feeling we still don’t have the whole story.”


  As they talked, a car pulled up the long driveway and John Longcore and his sister Betsy got out.


  “Just who I wanted to see,” John said, giving first Leslie and then Robin big hugs. “Thank you for saving my sister.”


  “It’s always easier to save the innocent,” Leslie told him with a smile. She gave Betsy a warm kiss on the cheek.


  John reached into his pocket and pulled out a check that he handed to Leslie.


  “Very nice, thank you,” Leslie said. She looked at it, then handed it to her partner.


  Robin pocketed it without seeing the amount.


  “Listen Betz, I’ve got to go,” John said, turning to his sister, “we’ll have dinner tonight, okay?”


  “Sure.”


  “You going to be all right?”


  “I think so,” she replied, looking up at the old house. “I have my things to pack, then I’ll take a taxi to the cemetery and give Felicia my last kiss.” There was a sad look on her face.


  Robin looked at the small woman trying to imagine her with Felicia. For all the sexual partners that Felicia had, Betsy seemed the oddest. She wasn’t the kind of woman that Felicia was usually attracted to. Not that there was any particular type, Felicia’s tastes were obviously broad and wide. But Betsy seemed too conventional for Felicia’s lifestyle. Maybe there was a siren under all that quiet and composure. She had a lusty reputation, but even so, Betsy seemed too sensible to be attached to anything as bizarre as Felicia Roman. Where would she go now? That was a mystery as interesting as the case.


  “Don’t worry, sis, we’ll find a place for you,” John assured her. “I think there’s an apartment near mine that’s available. I’ll do some calling this afternoon.”


  “Thanks,” she said with a tentative smile. John gave his sister a hug and then climbed into the car and drove away.


  “Good morning ladies,” Leslie said, entering Felicia Roman’s study to see Martha, Remy and Jane sitting in an awkward, though relieved silence.


  Robin and Betsy followed Leslie into the room.


  “Oh, Betsy,” Remy raced toward the pale but smiling woman. The two hugged warmly at Remy’s insistence, though for Betsy the display was forced.


  “This has been all my fault,” Remy began. “I’ve been over and over it in my mind, I should have known, please can you forgive me?” She was in tears again, just as she’d been in tears for nearly the entire twenty-four hours since Zelda’s unveiling.


  Betsy stroked the distraught woman’s mop of hair, because she really had no other choice, even though the gesture seemed unnatural.


  “Remy, leave Betsy alone for awhile, she needs a little space,” Martha chimed in.


  “Oops, I’m sorry,” Remy said and she pulled away. The woman fidgeted nervously with the cotton handkerchief in her hand, wringing it, pulling it through her fist.


  “Eve was a cunning imposter, it was a confused time for you back then Remy. How would you have known?” Leslie said, as the whole room watched the anxious Remy return to her place beside Martha on the sofa.


  Betsy sat down in the high backed chair that had always been Felicia’s. She didn’t look like the grand dame, she wasn’t even trying to; it was simply pleasant to sink herself into something familiar. She smiled at the others, feeling as if she would prefer being there alone, not with five women eyeing her.


  “We’ve checked things at Brightwood,” Leslie said, jumping into the uncomfortable silence. “Eve Delisle escaped from Brightwood, just at the time that Zelda Wing left her employment there. Apparently she stalked Zelda, killed her, maimed the body beyond recognition, dumped it, and then assumed Zelda’s identity, which she’s maintained now for at least four years. Before Brightwood she murdered two other women. She moved on to Felicia because Felicia was so notorious. The S&M was pretty bogus… for the benefit of Felicia’s personal kink. Then the attempt to kill Martha in the same way, knowing how Martha would fall into her trap. We don’t know what set her off this time. One thing for certain. She’s smart, clever and extraordinarily ruthless. She had an uncanny way of covering her tracks for a woman so mentally disturbed. Of course it helped that she bore a strong resemblance to the real Zelda.”


  “Where is she now?” Martha asked.


  “There will likely not be a trial, but that will take months to decide. She’ll probably be locked up in a hospital for the criminally insane. When she was taken into custody yesterday, she’d regained some of her composure, but her mind was all over the place. Her gross failure with Martha didn’t sit well with her fragile psyche.”


  “Oh my, I should have known,” Remy said, with tears still falling from her eyes. Though she sat next to Martha she seemed to cringe when her lover surrounded her with a comforting arm. She shook the woman off. “It was strange how she wrote to me out of the blue a year ago. I thought it was a good idea for me, reacquainting myself with someone from Brightwood, that it might help me understand the past, help me heal even more.” She looked up at Leslie and Robin with an imploring look. “She was so gentle and reassuring, reminding me of private things we shared during that time. I wonder how Eve knew.”


  “She was in possession of Zelda’s diaries which were rather detailed regarding every aspect of Zelda Wing’s life. She really hit on a gold mine, choosing to take the woman’s identity. It was all spelled out in clear terms. All she needed was a little hair dye and the right hair cut,” Leslie said.


  “Maybe you can tell us, what might have brought her to Roman Hill in the first place?” Robin asked the shivering woman on the couch.


  Remy looked up at Robin nervously.


  “I really don’t know,” Remy replied. Her eyes refused to focus on anyone.


  “Zelda, Eve I mean,” Martha began, “told me that you wrote to her about strange things happening here. What did you tell her, dear?”


  Remy’s chin trembled. “Oh, I’m sure it was too much. I must have told her that you and Felicia were, you know … playing your games.” Remy’s voice turned cold, as if her entire body had been suddenly hit with a blast of snow. She shook, her arms drawn in close to her sides.


  “Remy, hon, perhaps you need to lie down,” Martha suggested, worriedly.


  “No, I don’t need to lie down,” she wiggled away from the woman’s grasp. Her eyes stared blankly ahead, then looked up as she realized that everyone was staring at her.


  “You told her about the S&M?” Leslie asked.


  Remy looked up, her eyes darting about the faces of the women looking at her.


  “Yes,” she answered, “I told her that my lover was into S&M games with another woman, that I couldn’t do those things, and I was very concerned about my relationship with Martha.”


  “But Remy, I thought we’d talked about this?” Martha said.


  “How did she respond?” Robin asked.


  “She wrote back not to worry, that there was nothing wrong with variety in sexual expression, that perhaps I should talk to Martha about my feelings.”


  “Quite a sane thing to advise you,” Leslie said.


  “I can’t believe how devious she was,” Martha said, shaking her head. “I still can’t believe that you three rescued me from this. I would have died.” The look of shock on Martha’s face was as real as the one she’d had the day before, when she was finally aware of exactly what had happened in the middle of her scene.


  “It’s going to take some time to get over, I’m sure,” Robin said kindly.


  “But Remy,” Martha said, “You mean to tell me that you didn’t have any doubt about Eve when she came here. I mean did she really look that much like the real Zelda?”


  Remy shook. “I told you,” she said icily. “The woman looked like the Zelda I knew. But you know as well as anyone that I was not well when I knew her. Please, Martha, stop browbeating me!”


  “Remy?” Martha tried to calm the woman down, but it was obvious that Remy didn’t want Martha’s affectionate concern.


  “Perhaps we could all use something to drink. I’ll see if I can find something.” Martha’s discomfort was showing, and she rose from the sofa, patting Remy’s hand softly. “I’ll be right back. A little iced tea?” she said addressing the whole room. There were enough nods to send Martha on an expedition to the kitchen. Remy quickly jumped up and followed her lover.


  “Maybe she needs my help,” she said nervously.


  “You think that woman is going round the bend?” Jane asked, as the two disappeared into the back of the house.


  “She doesn’t look very sane,” Robin agreed. “This has obviously shaken her badly.”


  “I’d put her back in the mental institution and let her calm down,” Jane suggested. “But then who am I to say anything?”


  “Did Zelda kill anyone else between her stay at Brightwood and Felicia?” Betsy chimed in. “I mean, is she some kind of serial killer?”


  “That’s not clear, the police will be looking into it, as they check their unsolved murders,” Leslie said. For an instant, she caught Jane’s attentive eye, and Leslie stared at the Domme. Her legs were crossed in a masculine way, her cowboy boots still caked with mud on the heels. She squashed a cigarette in the ashtray beside her, the husky finger pressing the butt into the glass while Leslie stared at her. The detective felt her body jump, as it had on so many occasions. Her mind fast forwarding to their private talk, the one they would need to have when this was all over. It made her nervous, even as the possibilities excited her.


  “So, what’s your explanation about those tricky little rope knots you two were so worried about?” Jane asked. She was smirking, almost anticipating the answer.


  “Eve had seen the pictures,” Leslie explained. “In one moment of lucidity, she spilled the beans to the police, started talking, told them all kinds of things. She thought she was quite clever pinning this on you, Jane. Of course, when Betsy was arrested, she had no problem supporting that theory too. It seems that Eve was very cunning, giving her lovers what they wanted most, only to run a knife in their gut to complete her own twisted needs. It wasn’t until Felecia that she used the S&M fetish, but that worked perfectly into her schemes and she pulled it off without a hitch. Moving on to Martha was as easy as repeating the same crime, which was amazingly bold given the circumstances. You would have thought that she’d have cleared out… or at least laid low. I guess that suggests how much her insanity was in control.”


  “She tried doing the same thing with me,” Jane said. “I laughed in her face, she wasn’t clever enough to know that’s something I’d never do. But Zelda hasn’t a clue what S&M is all about, the bond of trust that’s nurtured between Dominant and submissive is so essential to a good scene. We’re a safe, sane and consensual world, as the saying goes. Not a bunch of crazy perverts. Zelda wasn’t sane enough to understand the beauty of that special bond – or the need for it. But she was clever enough to use the fetish to serve maniacal schemes.


  “I think I might have been a little different for her, however. She may have wanted a way out with me. She wanted me to take her hard, she wanted the punishment to hurt her, really hurt her. It’s too bad Felicia was so naïve and didn’t see the forces that controlled that woman.”


  “Yes it was,” Betsy said. There was a sadness in her eyes, a loneliness that seemed to bring the room down to her level of gloom. A respectful quiet followed… .


  … until the scream.


  A blood curdling cry pierced the quiet calm in the study.


  The four women jerked. Then Robin and Leslie immediately bolted to the back of the house, to the kitchen.


  Remy had a kitchen knife in her hand, as if trying to reenact the failed moment in the upstairs bedroom the day before. Martha for the second time in two days found herself about to be the victim in a murder, the glazed over eyes of a crazy woman staring into hers.


  Strange the strength of madwomen with knifes, Robin thought as she struggled to pull Remy away from Martha. What a stupid thing to think, she’d decide afterward, but Remy’s strength was suddenly far beyond what anyone would have thought. She had her lover pinned to a kitchen counter, her smaller form leaning against the heavier Martha with a zealot’s madness propelling her.


  “You’re suppose to be dead! Dead! Do you hear!” she screamed at her frightened lover. “You run off screwing around with that bitch, you loved her, didn’t you? You said you loved me! But you lied, you lied to me, you bitch!” Remy tried to bury the knife in Martha’s chest, as Martha struggled for her life, barely able hold off the slowly sinking weapon.


  Robin pulled at Remy’s back, expecting Leslie behind her to have the knife in hand.


  “You bitch, you lying bitch!” Remy screamed. She lunged again.


  She was sobbing, her words garbled by her rage. Yet her strength was finally vanishing as her body collapsed back against Robin, when the detective gave her one sharp determined tug. The knife dropped to the kitchen counter, without having to be pried from her hands. And Leslie instantly retrieved it, taking it as far from Remy as she could.


  “I brought her here,” the woman sobbed. “I knew who she was from the moment she arrived.” Regaining a degree of clarity, she looked up at Martha one last time, for one last verbal knife to throw at the object of her passion. “I knew she was Eve. I knew she hadn’t died. I suspected it all along when I got the letters. I may have been insane then, but there were things about Eve you could never forget, even if you only met her once.” Remy’s eyes were still filled with hate. “It was Eve all right, and she was going to kill you, just the way she did Felicia, and I was happy about it. I wanted her to.”


  Martha hid her head, not wanting to look at Remy’s twisted face. Robin pulled Remy away from the kitchen, more babbling, hurtful denunciations would be pointless. She led the dazed woman into the hallway, to the foyer, where she and Leslie would keep her calm. Jane had 911 on the phone, and Betsy comforted the shocked Martha. For the second time in two days, Martha had been rescued, and a houseful of women were left stunned. Hopefully this was the end at last, but an eerie silence followed, no one ready to let down their guard.


  An hour later Leslie and Robin watched the red lights of the ambulance disappear down the driveway of Roman Hill.


  “So, this was your gnawing intuition,” Leslie remarked.


  “She was sadly unstable, I feel very sorry for her,” Robin said, shaking her head. “Amazing, bringing a madwoman into this house to match her own madness.”


  “She’ll go back to Brightwood, or wherever she belongs, certainly not among the sane,” Leslie speculated.


  “I feel sorry for Martha, did you see her in there, she looked horrible.”


  “She’ll survive, she’s the kind that does,” Leslie said. “If Jane’s smart she’ll put Martha in charge of the renovations of the estate, and have some top notch showplace by the time it’s done.”


  “I’m still not sure about the Bed and Breakfast idea,” Robin said.


  “I think you’re right, but knowing Jane, maybe she’ll open a new club? It would be perfect for that don’t you think?” Leslie said. “I suppose if you can forget what happened here.”


  “Sure and you’ll be her first slave?” Robin said.


  Leslie was startled by the suggestion. “I think you’re jumping to conclusions,” she answered. “I hardly know the woman?”


  “Really?” Robin replied, a devilish smirk on her normally soft face.


  Leslie didn’t answer. She took a deep breath instead and gave her partner a pat on the arm. “At least this time you did a better job, a lot more efficient subduing Remy,” Leslie complimented her.


  “Thanks, I’m glad I redeemed myself.”


  Leslie and Robin stared around the grounds of Roman Hill. The quiet that had been here so many times was pervading the place again. The house still threatening to fall into the earth, the gardens as wild as ever. It was a place they would never forget. They watched as Betsy climbed into a taxi that had just arrived. She waved to them, but was too distraught to do more. They’d see her soon; but right now, she wanted to be as far away from the place as possible. They didn’t blame her.


  “You know, I feel sometimes like I fly in and out of people’s lives at crucial moments like these, and then they’re left to pick up all the messy pieces and I don’t have to be accountable for it,” Leslie said.


  “I’ve never heard you talk that way,” Robin said, looking at her partner with a degree of concern. “You okay?”


  “Yeah, I’ll be fine, I just need to shake the effects of these two days off my feet, if you know what I mean,” Leslie said.


  “I know exactly what you mean,” Robin said, she was thinking that a visit to Britta that night would be a perfect remedy to the gnawing agitation that she was feeling. “So are you going to the office?” Robin asked her partner.


  “No, not yet. In fact, if you don’t mind, I need to take the afternoon off, I have something I need to do.”


  Robin nodded, knowing what her partner meant. “Watch yourself,” she warned. “I want something left for me.”


  Leslie smiled and watched her partner climb into the Suzuki and drive off.




  Chapter Fifteen


  


  Leslie knocked on the door of the cottage.


  Jane answered. “You didn’t waste much time,” she said, looking at Leslie with a wry grin.


  “I need to talk.”


  “Of course.” … As if it were self evident. “Why don’t you come in.” She opened the door wide and turned around, letting Leslie follow her inside. The two sat down exactly where they’d sat the day before, Jane in her leather chair, Leslie on the couch. “So, are the surprises over?” Jane asked.


  “I should hope so. Remy didn’t exactly come out of the blue, we suspected her of something, but she certainly did surprise us attacking Martha. Let’s hope there aren’t anymore unexpected knife wielding conspirators. I’m not sure Robin or I could take another scene. And the next one, you’re likely not to be there to rescue us,” she conceded, with a grateful smile.


  “Robin’s pretty sassy for a submissive.”


  “Oh, she can be,” Leslie agreed. “You like her, don’t you? I mean as a sub?”


  “Why not?” Jane shrugged.


  Leslie felt slightly embarrassed, not knowing why she’d suddenly turned the conversation to her partner. She looked nervously around the cottage, which at the moment was beset with a dull grey light to match a sky now shrouded by looming storm clouds. How apropos! she thought to herself.


  “So you need to talk?” Jane eventually prompted her back to the point.


  “I do.” Leslie liked looking at Jane, as uncomfortable as that was, and wished she could simply stare at her in silence, drinking in her powerful essence. Jane was the kind of woman she had taken pains to avoid in her lesbian life. Jane stood for things she was unsure about, stood for sex that even in their unconventional lifestyle was unique, she stood for a feminine model so “out there” it scared her, maybe because there was a little butch in her too. Leslie liked a certain order in her life, and Jane’s very presence had seemed to do everything it could to shatter the well-crafted stability she enjoyed. Now, she wanted to be near her, just to get used to the feelings that had been taunting her for days.


  “I wonder if it’s talk that you need, or something else,” Jane thought aloud.


  “I don’t know,” Leslie replied, finding herself grinning sheepishly. The pauses in their conversation spoke volumes. She guessed that Jane knew as much about her true motives for being at the cottage as she knew them herself. “This case has opened my eyes to lots of things…” she spoke again, as if she had a lot to say. But she stopped, suddenly realizing that she had no idea how to verbalize feelings that were still too vague and mysterious and even frightening to sort out. For a woman not unaccustomed to being in dangerous, threatening and bizarre situations, this moment was one of the most intimidating she’d ever experienced.


  “Why don’t you start where it began… that first time I rattled you,” Jane suggested.


  Leslie didn’t have to think to know where her smoldering desires caught hold. “Seeing you at the club…I’ve thought about that a lot…”


  “You want sex with me?” Jane jumped straight to the point.


  Leslie waited to reply; it was a daring thing to admit, almost as if she’d be committing herself if she let the words pass from her lips. “I think so,” she finally managed.


  “No,” Jane leapt on that immediately. “You either do or you don’t, guesses and thinking about don’t cut it with me.”


  “The truth is, I had to put some things on hold until the case was resolved. That came first.”


  “I can see why. I suppose you needed to solve the crime before you engaged my services. Didn’t feel comfortable cavorting with a murderer.”


  “We never believed you did it,” Leslie reminded her.


  “That’s what you said. But you still had to wonder. You had all your incriminating evidence; even I would have suspected me. I was surprised every morning to be sleeping in my own bed, not in some jail cell.” She smirked.


  “I never had any doubt about you,” Leslie told her.


  “Really?” Jane rose from her chair. “Sit tight a minute while I get us a beer.”


  “Not for me, please, I don’t drink in the morning,” Leslie called to her


  “Oh, but you will today,” Jane said. Leslie heard the refrigerator open and close behind her.


  Maybe the beer would taste good. She needed to relax. Albeit her night with Robin had done a great deal to relax her increasing anxiety, it had also created more new questions. And so much had happened since. The case had been an all consuming drain on her, the nasty twists taking even experienced veterans off guard, by the very nature of the highly charged emotions involved.


  In many ways this case had been no different than others she and Robin had solved. They’d generated their own clues, stumbled on pieces of information, only because they put themselves in the right place at the right time. Solving a case was often a string of well-timed accidents, created, noticed, filed away and later brought together for the conclusion. This investigation had been no different. And the surprises? Leslie had grown to expect sudden revelations, new clues coming out the most unexpected places. Anymore, she knew that things would wrap up in due time, sometimes, as in this case, with lightning speed. Yet, with its overt sexual aspects, this particular investigation required more than just the usual closure, more than just filing paperwork away in a drawer. It demanded a visit with this woman, and letting go desires that the detective had been holding onto from the start.


  Leslie looked up as the woman returned with the two beers in her hand.


  “Drink,” Jane ordered gently, as she popped the lid off the can and handed it to Leslie. “So, you didn’t answer my question, why were you so convinced I didn’t murder Felicia, when all the evidence pointed otherwise?”


  “It was mostly Robin who figured it that way. She’s more experienced in your S&M lore.”


  “Tell me what you figured.”


  Looking at her sent new chills through Leslie’s excited body. Jane had an intensity in her gaze that was sometimes chilling, as if she had already read the next line of the script, knew exactly where it was going and was just toying with Leslie to make her say things that were so difficult to put into words. Leslie gulped her beer, then spoke: “When I saw you at Sapphos, you were much different than I expected.”


  “Oh?” Jane said.


  “You’re not as tough as you think you are.”


  “Oh, I’m every bit as tough as I appear,” Jane countered, eyes flashing.


  “It was more than that. It was the affection, the tenderness, not the pain you gave Dagne that impressed me.”


  “I give my submissives what they need, that’s all,” Jane retorted as if her gift were nothing at all special.


  “I can see that. But it was that other side, that softer side that I found so very appealing.”


  “Don’t kid yourself, Leslie, for every ounce of tenderness, there’s a pound of pain, real hard biting nasty pain. I’m not a gentle woman and I’m not a gentle Domme.”


  “But I know you are. That’s why I know you didn’t kill Felicia. You couldn’t love her, even the way I saw you love Dagne that night, and then turn around and stab her. Besides, the crime was committed by someone who had unexpressed desires to be fulfilled, not by someone who regularly got what they wanted sexually.”


  Jane took another drink of her beer. “I commend your insight. And so, you come to me for what? Tenderness, love, pain?”


  “Maybe all. I’m not really sure. Maybe I just need to understand what’s been happening inside me, nothing more.” The woman in the leather chair eyed her so carefully it was hard not to feel exposed, as if she was already naked before her.


  “Understanding I can give you. But you want much more than that, Leslie Patrick. You can have understanding from Robin, or dozens of other women. But you came to me.” Jane transmitted her quiet lust in a way that seemed to roar through Leslie’s mind and body. “You’re very transparent. What’s even better, you’ve given me lots of time to consider what I’d do with you, waiting as long as you have. Sometimes I have to make things up on the spur of the moment. But you’ve given me the opportunity to consider how I’ll have you, what kind of torture I’ll put you through. It’s been a rather amusing week watching you work.”


  “When did you know I’d end up here… with you?” Leslie asked curiously.


  “The first time I met you.”


  “The first?”


  “It shouldn’t be so odd, you’ve been climbing the walls of your psyche with curiosity about your Robin’s desires for a long time. It’s been years, hasn’t it? Now I hit you in the face with it. Felicia, Betsy, Martha, this whole damned case hit you squarely between your eyes. You’re ripe, you’ve been ripe for a long time. You need me so you can have Robin again. You couldn’t figure out how to have her on your terms, and you want me to teach you, which is something that I can do very well. I’m an excellent teacher.


  “But, there’s only one way to get what you want, and you know what that is. You learn by being. You submit to me, there are no shortcuts in the game. It’s got to be carefully learned. You have the desire now, but that’s all. You have to learn to be cold and calculating, to mix your passion for dominance with the innate kindness in your heart and the love you have for Robin. She’ll be licking your feet and loving it.”


  Leslie didn’t disagree with anything she said, she knew Jane was right. “We’ve already played around together,” Leslie offered. “We had sex together two days ago.”


  “Dabbling, or real stuff?”


  Leslie considered the question thoughtfully. “Dabbling, I suppose.”


  Leslie felt hot all around her, like it was August still, or better yet July in the desert, and a hot white heat filled her, making her upper lip sweat and her palms wet and her legs burn right where she sat. The intensity was so strong that she felt as if a heat lamp or the sun was shining brightly on her back. She knew it was just her fears creeping in around her. She wasn’t sure what to do with the feeling. The beer seemed to go through her the instant she swallowed it and she needed to pee. Now she was afraid to ask permission to find the bathroom.


  Jane was moving on her, blanketing her with words, each designed to draw her in closer to her habitat where her rules were law, and she ordered every second. Leslie had seen her work at the club and with Zelda. In fact, in any situation it seemed that Jane was constantly seducing the women around her, forcing them to face their desire to submit. Coming to the cottage only upped the intensity of Jane’s seduction and now something was happening to Leslie on a very primal level.


  “What did you do to her?” Jane queried.


  “She tied me to her bed,” Leslie answered.


  “She tied you?” Jane shot back.


  “Yes.”


  “Why was that?”


  “I wanted her to.”


  “That’s interesting. You let a submissive tie you up?” Jane admonished, laughing. “What did she do to you?”


  “She used a whip on me, on my thighs and my breasts.”


  “Did she leave marks?”


  “Yes.”


  “Let me see them.”


  Leslie shuddered, thinking at first there was no way she’d bare her marked breasts for Jane’s eyes. It was all happening much too fast. As much as she knew she had to face this woman’s remarkable hold over her, she hadn’t expected this quite so suddenly.


  “Open your blouse bitch,” Jane ordered, raising her voice to a slightly more intense timbre. As if she could read Leslie’s unspoken protests in the hesitant expression on her face, she was quick to explode that hesitation. Jane expected unquestioned compliance. Her eyes demanded it. She didn’t need to say more.


  Leslie began slowly, her fingers finding the top button of her blouse difficult to undo. Meanwhile, Jane stared at her impassively, waiting. With the second button easier, and then the third at last undone, Leslie pulled the two sides of her pale blue blouse apart and revealed her white breasts marked with red stripes, now faded to a barely recognizable pink.


  Jane nodded, not saying a word, as Leslie started to close the blouse.


  “Leave it open, I want to see you,” she stopped her. Leslie laid her hands nervously in her lap, not knowing what to do with them. “I’ll make the cuts more distinct,” Jane went on. “Then you can show them off to my friends.”


  Leslie thought of the club. “Are we going to Sapphos?” she asked.


  “Eventually, maybe,” Jane said. She finished her beer and set the can on the table next to her. “Did you switch?” Jane asked.


  “Switch?”


  “Did you dominant Robin?”


  “Some.”


  “But you were nervous. Didn’t know what to do.”


  “Yes.”


  “How did it make you feel dominating her?”


  “Slapping her tits?” Leslie said, as she thought of that moment in her mind. “It turned me on.”


  “A lot?”


  “Yes, a lot,” Leslie admitted, feeling the fire in her belly expand.


  “You understand, slut, this will take more than a day. I can’t make you who you are in one session. You’ll have to be patient. Let the feelings develop, create your own style of dominance. You’ll do that by becoming my slave. It may seem like a contradiction, but the method works.”


  Leslie understood perfectly well. She already felt Jane inside her; the woman had been there for some time, since she first saw her working over Dagne that night at Sapphos. When Jane had spotted her in the doorway with Leta, the woman’s fiery eyes reached right down and drew her desire from its hiding place.


  “It’s all in the little things, the attitude,” Jane continued. “Not how hard I’ll beat your ass, how much pain I’ll cause stretching your asshole, how far you bend to kiss my boots, or how many clothespins I can rip from your aching sides. It’s the little things. The way you’ll look at me, wait for me, defer to me, the way you’ll want me to speak to you, instruct you.”


  Leslie was now completely mesmerized by the woman – her mannish dress, and thick manly hands, her curt style of speaking, even the way she sat in a position of authority in her chair, her legs crossed, the ankle resting on her knee. Leslie would do everything the woman said. With every move of her body, Jane seduced her further. She’d never experienced anything like this before. Even though Leslie could never imagine being seduced by a man, it was Jane’s masculinity that excited her most, and that mysterious unknown quality she expressed so well in everything she did.


  “I’m beginning to understand how I can submit to you, but I still don’t understand how I’ll ever do this with Robin. I never could before. We’re partners in a very equal sense. Friends. We’ve known each other for so long. How can I make her submit?”


  “You’re in love with her?” Jane asked.


  Leslie hadn’t thought much about love, not recently and not with regards to Robin. Going down that road was like walking through a minefield. But now that she was obliged to answer, the truth came out with little effort, “Yes. I’ve never stopped being in love with her.”


  “Does she love you?”


  “Yes,” Leslie replied, certain she was right.


  “Then you’ll work it out, trust me. It is just for fun, just sex. Sex takes you places with people you’d never think of going in your regular life. You’ll adopt your games when the time’s right. Other times you won’t even think about Doms and subs, who’s on top, who’s bottoming. I’ve done this for years with women you’d be shocked to know have crawled at my feet. I can walk into a room with them now, and we’re easy friends, and in some cases sure enemies, but we’re clearly equals. We’ve never been anything but equals, except that for a few hours, maybe a few weeks, we decided we needed to play our power games. It was right at the time, but not forever. Right now, you need to forget about equality, friendship… all that, they’re not important to the issue you face with me.”


  “No?” Leslie replied meekly.


  “No,” Jane said gently shaking her head. “Right now, you’re going to follow my instructions to a tee. You’re going to do everything I say without question, and you’re going to love it. You understand that?”


  “Yes,” Leslie nodded.


  “You’re not going to balk because I’ll be even harder on you if you do. Trust me on that. I don’t care how much you like or don’t like pain, I’ll give you what you need, that understood?”


  Quivering in fear, Leslie bit her lip like a small child.


  “You may have seen me be affectionate with Dagne, but be assured she deserved it because she had taken a lot of pain, giving me what I needed. She was a good girl, just like you’ll be. You only get my loving care when you do what you’re told. Got that?”


  “Yes.”


  “You’re my submissive, you belong to no one else, unless I give you away. Your body is mine now, I don’t care how much you want to fuck your little bitch whore Robin, you don’t give her so much as a kiss unless I tell you to.”


  “Yes, sir,” Leslie responded almost breathless. Her mind was spinning, feeling at any minute as if it might explode. All this coming down on her so quickly. She’d even called her sir… the word jumped from of her mouth unexpectedly, and yet, referring to her with this term of respect seemed perfectly natural. She’d climbed right into the role with no effort at all.


  “I’m going to make it very easy on you. You won’t have to ask any more questions, you won’t have to stew in your head for days, I’m taking all those questions away. All you need to know is that what I say is your command.


  “Yes, sir,” Leslie said, hypnotized by the sexual sensations that Jane created just with the tone of her voice.


  “Now, come forward. Sit at the edge of the couch,” Jane ordered.


  Leslie obeyed, moving to the edge of the seat where she couldn’t help but sit straight, straight as an arrow straight.


  “Cup your breasts.”


  Leslie responded, taking each pink marked breast in a hand and pushing it up, presenting it to the scrutinizing woman before her. Jane rose from her chair and moved to the cabinet on the far wall, drawing out a thin cane-like instrument. Maybe not a cane, but a baton, like a conductor’s baton.She walked back, taking her time, then stood in front of her new submissive, and drawing the instrument back, she brought it down on Leslie’s left breast with a quick cut. A second cut immediately followed on the right.


  Leslie gasped, her body instinctively seizing up and backing away. Then, just as quickly, she righted herself sitting up straight again, staring down stunned by the two glaring red lines. Jane was quick to follow up another pair of slicing cuts that etched another two lines in her milky skin. She suspected that, following Robin’s lead, that two more would follow. She closed her eyes now waiting, trying to calm and allow her body to fully feel the enormity of what was taking place. The pain strangely crushed her resistance, sending her spiraling downward to a submissive place she’d never been.


  She squelched her desire to scream, suspecting that Jane would be displeased if she did.


  What was this? Suddenly, thinking and feeling like a submissive.


  Jane backed off and returned the baton to the cabinet, while Leslie continued to hold her red marked breasts. The throbbing pain was slowly subsiding.


  “I want you to meet me at The Arrowhead tonight,” Jane said. “You know where that is?”


  “Yes.”


  “Let’s say seven.”


  Leslie nodded.


  “Good. So, you’re hot, huh?” Jane asked.


  “Very,” Leslie answered. She’d realized only then how heavy her breathing had become, how her chest was heaving, and her crotch twitching so badly that it was difficult to sit still.


  “Good, but don’t let that pussy of yours insist on cumming, I’ll tell you when you can cum. You understand?”


  “Yes, sir,” Leslie answered. She watched as Jane returned to her chair.


  “Now, get me another beer, will you?” Jane ordered.


  Leslie scurried to the kitchen and found Jane’s stash of beer. She thought of getting one for herself, but she had the feeling that Jane would have told her to, if that’s what she had wanted. Was being submissive always this hard? Knowing when to make decisions and when not to? Jane had said she’d take away all those decisions. But it seemed now, she had even more to think about. Especially since she didn’t want to do anything wrong. In the last ten minutes, she’d suddenly discovered that pleasing Jane was the most important thing in her life.


  After handing Jane the beer, Leslie stood at her side, silently waiting for further instructions.


  “You can go now,” Jane said at last.


  “Go?” Leslie questioned. As in leave? She didn’t want to leave. Leaving meant waiting, and she couldn’t wait any more.


  “It’s what I said, isn’t it?” Jane cut curtly into her thoughts. “Get some rest, you’ll be up most of the night.”


  “Yes, sir,” Leslie replied. The meeting was over as simple as that, Leslie leaving in an awkward rush, with no further comment. She had until seven o’clock before she’d be with Jane again. She was halfway to her car before she realized that she had neglected to button her blouse.


  After spending the day obsessing on the possibilities of servitude to Jane, Leslie was in her car driving to The Arrowhead at six thirty. The club was a lesbian meeting place, with no specific agenda other than providing its clientele with a private place to meet other gay females. There were no S&M overtones, in fact the club seemed rather bright and cheery in tone compared to Jane’s somber purposes. Leslie wondered if the Domme had chosen it for that reason. An afternoon’s worth of second guessing trying to figure Jane’s motives had only left her more anxious, second guessing her own reasons for submitting to this woman.


  What it finally came down to: Leslie wanted Jane. Desire, lust, longing, that strange concoction of arousal that had arisen during their first meeting and was confirmed at Sapphos, couldn’t be put off or ignored. It didn’t even matter about Robin anymore. Yes, Jane was right, Leslie wanted her to teach her how to love Robin more, more in the way that Robin desired and needed. But behind that lofty goal was Leslie’s own desire to be used by this remarkable master. She wanted to be taken, abused and then deeply loved. Why? The answer was a mystery that would have to wait for later to be solved – if it ever was.


  Leslie had never felt about any woman, any lover, the way she felt about Jane. Maybe this would be a long term relationship, maybe not; it didn’t matter. All she cared about now was how the zealous butch woman would subdue her. She wanted to crawl at her feet, be at her mercy, and experience her tender care once the blows had driven her over the edge.


  Arriving at The Arrowhead at the stroke of seven o’clock, Leslie walked in the door, not immediately seeing the object of her search. But while trying to decide what to do next, she heard her name called.


  “You’re Leslie?” a quiet voice asked.


  Leslie turned to a woman just behind her, seeing a young woman with huge eyes and pigtails bobbing on the side of her impish face.


  “Yes.”


  “Jane’s expecting you.”


  The sassy tramp led Leslie into the club, which was already quite full for seven o’clock – as filled with people as it was cigarette smoke. The music playing in the background was noticeably erotic.


  Jane sat at a table with another woman who looked a good deal like Jane herself. Not in appearance, but in attitude. They were obviously both dominant, both butch.


  “This is Leslie,” Jane introduced her to the woman, although she didn’t introduce Leslie in return. “Sit down,” her Domme ordered and pulled out a chair next to her, which Leslie immediately took. The two women continued talking for sometime, ignoring Leslie, who listened attentively to their conversation, even though they were talking about people Leslie didn’t know.


  “I think she’s going to bring her tonight,” the other woman said.


  “I doubt it. She’d never come with her,” Jane said. “The little one is hardly sub.”


  “Maybe this time Sybil doesn’t have a choice.”


  “She never should have in the first place,” Jane returned. She finished her Scotch and soda and set the glass firmly on the table. Finally, she turned to Leslie. “Open your blouse.” She then sat back in her chair and stared at Leslie with a stony expression. Not a hint of affection; the discipline had commenced.


  The club was open, the lights still bright enough to see clearly, and suddenly she was being asked to expose herself in a public place, something she had never done before. She shivered nervously, waiting as long as she dared, eyeing Jane’s unwavering attention. The excitement racing through her body finally rid her of all trepidation. She began unbuttoning her blouse, slowly, her fingers shaking so much, that she could hardly work the buttons. Jane’s intent gaze did not waver, as if it were there to give her courage, or an ample threat to ensure her obedience. With three buttons loosened, Leslie’s blouse opened wide to reveal the alabaster white of her breasts and the bright red mark from Jane’s baton.


  “Impressive,” the Domme said, admiring them. “Put some on her ass, too, why don’t you?”


  “In good time, when she earns it,” Jane said. She reached out and grabbed one of Leslie’s breasts with her hand and squeezed the sore flesh, watching her sub’s expression closely, waiting to see a wince of pain. Leslie shuddered, her body becoming taut, but she managed to force back the pained response. She had to prove herself worthy.


  “Close your blouse,” Jane finally said, satisfied. “Go to the bathroom and wait for me in the far stall.”


  “Yes, sir,” Leslie replied.


  “And take off your pants,” she added.


  Leslie nodded, as she quickly moved from her seat to the back of the bar.


  Leslie waited at least twenty minutes for Jane to join her in the far stall of the restroom, an extra large one, no doubt picked to accommodate their activity, but still cold, as cold as the tiny square tiles on the floor were stark and cold. Leslie waited sitting with her naked ass on the toilet seat, her pants hanging on the door hook.


  When Jane finally came crashing through the door, she jerked her up by the arm, the stall door banging, though remaining open.


  With Jane’s foot on the stool, Leslie was flung over her Domme’s leather-clad thigh, so that her ass was exposed to anyone outside the stall. “Her cunt’s yours,” Jane told the friend who’d followed her in. A hand quickly reached in and felt for the wet hole between Leslie’s thighs. Her labia were pulled hard, her clitoris pinched, her pussy violated by fingers with rings that scratched her tender flesh.


  Leslie remained mute, cringing inside, but compliant, doing her very best to contain her fear.


  “You need grease?” Jane asked the other woman.


  “No, this one’s flooding.” The hand penetrated her pussy deeper, pushing its way inside, all the way in, after three fingers there were four, then the whole hand shoved its way past the small opening. Not the biggest fist to screw her, but the meanest for the way she demanded such a quick entrance.


  Leslie gasped, but that was all.


  “Been fist fucked before?” Jane asked. She had her hand at Leslie’s neck, massaging her ever so gently, as the rude hand behind her worked her insides to a frenzy.


  “Yes,” Leslie managed to gasp.


  Taken by the anonymous fist, her body heat rose so fast she thought she would pass out; but then something cold abruptly hit her anus, and more fingers, Jane’s or the woman’s other hand breached her rear—Leslie couldn’t be sure.


  “She’ll take a lot,” the other woman said.


  The rape was ruthless, without any compassion, except what tenderness Jane delivered with her warm fingers at the base of her neck and the back of her head. It was hard for Leslie to believe she could orgasm this way, but a surge of energy shot through her lightning fast. She bucked noticeably as she withstood the fierce pain, and then cried out, grunting and groaning uncontrollably, experiencing both the pain and its accompanying pleasure. Being so completely absorbed in the moment, she forgot completely where she was.


  “Such a slut you are, Leslie Patrick,” Jane spat. “Now lick her fingers dry.”


  While still bent over Jane’s leg, still gazing at the toilet below, Leslie felt the fingers stuffed into her mouth. She tasted herself on the latex covered hand; latex and female cum were an odd but familiar combination.


  “You got your work cut out for you,” the woman said, sarcastically. The woman’s hand soon disappeared and Leslie listened as she exited the restroom.


  Leslie didn’t move because Jane didn’t move. Her Domme’s hand rested on her neck, the other on her bottom. So gently, so without malice. She suddenly realized in a moment of clarity that it had been Jane’s fingers in her ass – they were still working her back channel as if they planned to stay there all night.


  “You mind well for a novice,” Jane declared. “I’m glad I don’t have to beat you for disappointing me. We’ll see how wide open you can be tonight, see how much your body can manage at one time. I’ll see what you can take, and then, I’ll push you harder.” This was a threat. “You have a nice ass, and now it’s my ass. Mine to beat and torture.” She continued with her fingers pressing into Leslie’s rectum deeper still. “I love brutalizing bottoms the best of all, I think; they can take so much punishment.”


  The sound of women coming and going, peeing, flushing toilets, running water in regular intervals made Leslie wonder how many had spotted her there in the open toilet stall with Sir Jane’s hand at her ass. How many women had seen the other Domme take her with her fist? Such a fine thing, oblivion: being able to think of nothing but sex and body heat. This glaring restroom seemed like a crude place for love, but that didn’t stop her from delving into that emotion.


  “Stay as you are,” Sir Jane ordered. Then the woman’s fingers vacated her bottom hole, and she wiped them on toilet paper. Something cold, smelling of leather, stiff to her senses, circled her neck. Collared. Jane’s leg suddenly dropped from the toilet seat to the floor, and she pushed Leslie to the cold tile with a firm hand.


  The collar jerked, rubbing harshly against her neck. She was on a leash being led like a dog through the restroom to the carpeted hallway where several women stopped to watch, then to a stairway leading up to a room where she was shown to a corner.


  “Keep your head on the carpet,” Sir Jane ordered.


  Positioned as ordered, Leslie’s naked greased rear remained higher than her head, signifying its importance. Jane walked away, while Leslie peered out of the corner of her eye to the center of the dimly lit room. She spotted a submissive bound to wood beams that rose on either side of the sub’s body, and were joined by a crossbeam above. The woman was stretched out, with ankles fixed at the base of the structure and her hands fastened overhead. She faced Leslie, her resplendent breasts had been marked, as had her entire body. The red appearing on her white flesh reminded Leslie of Dagne and Zelda, and the others she’d seen punished this way. That white marked flesh reminded her of her own. The sub had been gagged, blinded by a mask, her head now flung back as she was deeply engrossed in her scene. Her groin writhed on the handle of a whip that had been thrust into her cunt by a Domme with a nasty scowl.


  Leslie heard a climax in the bottom’s muffled voice, and saw a surge of pleasure move through her imprisoned form. When she shivered and collapsed against her bonds, her Domme withdrew the whip, flailing the spent body front to back until the sub was at the desired state of surrender. Finally, she was freed, falling to the floor; though prodded with the whip, she quickly moved away from the apparatus.


  Leslie studied the empty rack, assuming she was next, though it was a long time before Sir Jane tugged at the leash again. In the interim, Jane adjusted things until they were the way she wanted them. Then returning to Leslie’s side, she pulled up on the leash again, leading her sub to a stool between the wood beams. “Sit,” she ordered.


  Jane knelt on one knee in front of her, putting clamps on Leslie’s nipples and screwing them down until Leslie winced. She then stood up with her eyes fixed on Leslie’s face, no doubt reading the fear and lust she saw there.


  Leslie felt the woman’s lust deep in her bones, but more thrilling than that was a feeling of compassion and respect emanating from Jane’s dark eyes, which seemed to surround Leslie in a protective cocoon.


  Yes, little things, she’d said. It was the little things, grabbing her in the middle of her cunt, making her want what she’d never wanted before. She was surprised how much she throbbed between her legs despite the fact that she’d already experienced one powerful cum that night. When Jane’s hand carefully pulled her thighs apart, Leslie realized how tightly they’d been pressed together. Opening them, she relaxed and her nervous arousal bloomed.


  There was no one else in the room. Just she and Sir Jane. It felt so… damned… intimate. Without the electricity of Sapphos, or the comfort of Jane’s cottage, just the barren emptiness of the meager room, she and Jane alone. Leslie felt closer to this woman than any soul on earth.


  Jane’s fingers pushed inside her again, her cunt this time, while Leslie scooted on the stool to accommodate them more easily. Withdrawing her fingers, Jane pressed her nails into Leslie’s fat labia until her sub jolted and a funny sounding cry came from her lips. Jane reached out and stroked the collar and Leslie’s neck, then affectionately ran her fingers through her hair, all the while pinching her very hard down below. The experience at the same time tender and punishing.


  “Come to my lips and lick them,” Her Domme said drawing Leslie’s head to hers.


  Her breath smelled sweet, no bitter cigarette smell, instead a natural aroma, and her lips were soft, belying her masculinity. Leslie liked the curious opposites of Jane’s body and licked her as ordered with a growing passion behind the act, until Jane suddenly pulled away.


  “Get on your knees, and suck my breasts!”


  The probing fingers at Leslie’s cunt remained, the tender hand at her neck still cupped her gently there. As Leslie slid off the stool dropping to her knees, she eyed Sir Jane’s simple vest; it would be easy to undo and she couldn’t wait to bare her lover’s breasts. Her heart beat a little faster as she unveiled the treasure: round white tits and pert nipples already scrunched into tight brown pebbles. Leslie lowered her mouth to Jane’s undulating flesh, letting her meandering tongue and her lust guide her. Her mouth moved lower to Jane’s belly and to the top of her leather pants, until the Domme’s hand suddenly pushed her sub’s head all the way to her cunt, still covered in aromatic leather. Leslie breathed in, catching the scent of leather and her heady female perfume.


  Answering the Domme’s unspoken need, Leslie fumbled with brass buttons on Jane’s pants. They started at her waist and proceeded down through her crotch, continuing between her legs, and up the back side. With deft fingers she opened each button until the two sides of the pants began to pull away from each other and a naked cunt peeked out. A slit with silky brown hair appeared, musty and damp to touch, the fragrant sexy scent of her sex billowed out like fog.


  As Leslie’s fingers finished undoing the little buttons, her tongue slipped between the thin labia to taste Jane’s surprisingly sweet juice. Then the pants slipped free and Jane’s entire cleft became exposed. The woman pulled Leslie down to the floor and straddled her head, slowly lowering her sex to the sub’s eager mouth. The territory of a woman’s cunt was familiar to this newbie sub, while the feeling of being so thoroughly dominated by a woman remained strangely new.


  Leslie lapped hungrily, giving the woman that now owned her all the satisfaction she demanded. Jane’s ride atop her mouth was as silent as her nature; but as Leslie’s fingers slipped in and out of her Domme’s cunt, she could sense the satisfaction rise and fall from deep within the woman’s body. Then she felt the hard body tense, and a remarkably quiet and strong cum roar through her form and shake Jane at her core.


  As soon as her climax was over, Jane pulled away immediately and stood up, jerking Leslie’s collar with the leash and bringing her to her knees.


  Lengths of soft thick rope went around Leslie’s waist and through her cunt, pressing tightly on either side of her clitoris, almost cutting where it’s most tender. Then Leslie’s arms were fastened to the beam above her, while her knees were spread open wide and tied off to the side beams.


  The lust driven Jane stood over her sub again, her cunt right at her face, expecting to be serviced again. Leslie began again, working with lips and tongue over the fragrant snatch, while feeling herself bathed in the woman’s warm juices. Jane took longer to cum this second time, savoring the way her little bitch could get her off. At least this was not something she had to be trained to do, the woman thought; Leslie was a virtuoso at oral sex – how very lucky for her!


  Finally finished off for the second time, Jane grabbed her pants and started to button them back in place. “Don’t go anywhere,” she said when she finished – as if Leslie could go anywhere with her arms and legs securely bound to the wooden beam structure.


  The lights were turned down lower still when Jane left the room. The darkness seemed to eat away the empty spaces about her, making Leslie’s bound form the center of a tiny universe. She remained alone, and lonely inside the encompassing darkness.


  Leslie preferred her eyes closed, preferred to feel the ropes and the pressure they applied to her body, the firmness with which they held her captive – something so strange and new to her that it was frightening and wonderful at the same. Her brief bondage episode with Robin had been nothing like this. Her helplessness drove deep inside, where the wanting of her heart began and connected with her sexual desire. She drifted for a time through her mixed emotions of love and fear and loneliness, at last focusing solely on the moment of Jane’s return, and how much she wanted her Domme with her now. This was so unlike her, so very different from the always in control, resourceful, independent life she led. Being totally dependent on another human being was a leap of faith, a matter of trust, a stretch so great that she was humbled by its power. Trusting Jane, submitting to Jane now seemed as natural to her as breathing.


  The collar jerked, abruptly, without warning.


  “Keep your eyes closed,” a voice from the darkness spoke.


  Leslie came to, feeling herself being prodded at her cunt and ass with a double dildo, suddenly stuffed so full that she let out a small whimper as she adjusted to the discomfort. A blindfold slipped over her eyes, doing what she’d already been doing with her eyelids. Then her arms were untied and stretched forward, her chest thrust over something cold and hard.


  The immediate sting of a whip made her cry, stripping away any peace that her brief interlude might have given her. Then a dozen subsequent cuts laid on in rapid succession penetrated her body with a searing pain. That pain produced a sudden throbbing ache, and a warmth that radiated throughout her body.


  The cold cock lodged in her ass popped free unexpected but was immediately replaced by something smooth, heavily greased and pressed to the hilt inside her ass. Moving in and out of her body, the hard cock fucked her with jolting thrusts, while another someone’s hands held her steady over the hard round thing supporting her torso.


  Leslie screamed, so she thought, and her face burned with shame in response to the brutal assault. Her mind reeled on wildly, her emotions flung back and forth from hate to love to fear to pleasure. Suddenly, her body burst from within with a climax that swiftly jarred every nerve and had her wiggling against the impaling prick, as if she loved such blatant brutality.


  Her ass friend slipped away with her prick sliding from her backdoor, and there remained just the woman who had been holding her hands. Her silent lover caressed her sweating palms, while Leslie’s eyes poured tears of joy, and of pain and relief into the fabric of the blindfold that covered her eyes.


  “You’ll sleep on the pad, right here.” She recognized Jane’s voice … the kind voice she used when the hard scene was over. Relief. Contentment. Love flooded her wounded body and bewildered mind … was love possible so soon? The woman who’d displayed such violent passion now consoled her. And Leslie’s devotion to her Domme had been secured.


  She wanted to be held by her, caressed by her, loved by her yet more deeply. But it was too soon; she understood that. She had more to prove, and she would prove it to her beloved Sir Jane.


  Some ropes would remain all night – those around her waist and through her cunt. Jane also tied her wrists together, then she left the room with her submissive slave sleeping peacefully on a cool hard mat.


  


  ***


  


  Several days later Leslie rapped on the door of the cottage.


  “Betsy Longcore asked me to give you the keys and this note,” Leslie explained when Jane answered the knock. She dropped the items into Jane’s palm, her fingers closing around the hard metal keys and the envelope, the paper crunching in her grasp.


  “She should have stayed,” Jane said.


  “It’s too lonely, she told me.”


  Jane nodded. “You want a beer?”


  “No. I’m meeting Robin, a new case downtown; some messy divorce, which I’ll hate.”


  “Why bother?”


  “Sometimes I have to eat real food.”


  Jane smirked at her joke.


  “I am feeling raw tonight,” Leslie continued, “Rosalie left with her Latina tongue wagging. She thinks I’m stupid. She was going to leave in a month anyway, but I hate when it’s messy.” Leslie was hoping for an invitation, she missed Sir Jane’s touch, both cruel and tender. The stripes on her flesh had almost faded away and she wanted more.


  Jane sensed this… not hard seeing the longing look in Leslie’s eyes. “What a coincidence; I was just thinking of you. Be at Sapphos by ten tonight.”


  Leslie smiled, trying not to look too eager. “I’ll be there as soon as I’m finished working.”


  “You’ll be there by ten,” Jane repeated. “No excuses.”


  “Oh, and I have a date with Robin Saturday night. I thought I should tell you that. Totally platonic, of course, unless you want me to put her on her knees?” Leslie said hopefully.


  Jane looked pleased. “Go ahead. Beat her ass for me.”


  “Maybe I should give her to you first,” Leslie said, knowing that what was hers would be Sir Jane’s too.


  “I’d like that, and so would Robin, I’m sure,” Jane said. “But you make her sweat first. Get her ready for me. Then we’ll have some fun at her expense.”


  Leslie nodded, happy that her Domme approved of her plans, happy that she didn’t have to keep her night with Robin platonic.


  “Ten tonight,” Jane reminded her. “You won’t want to be late, even if you have a good excuse.”


  Jane’s cold threat sent a welcoming chill through her devoted slave. Leslie had been wanting a session at Sapphos, as if that would be her real initiation, in front of Jane’s dearest friends. Nothing made her happier than the thought of getting over Rosalie with the help of Jane’s cutting whip and stern command. Forced to licked Jane’s boots and suffer for her pleasure. Sleeping tonight with Jane’s large hand stroking her neck and hair would be the perfect balm to soothe her hungering body and often restless soul.


  Strange how things turn out. She never imagined two weeks ago when she made her first trip up Roman Hill that she’d come away from the messiest investigation of her career with a cruel Domme whose power she fed on and the submissive lover that she’d always wanted but was so afraid to love. There was a ways to go before all these passions settled into a routine she could count on, but maybe that was okay too. Her life had never been quite as thrilling as it was now.
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