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Prologue

Tryst looked out over San Francisco idly swirling the glass of cabernet she held in her left hand. In the months since she had met Val and been transformed from an up and coming FBI Agent into his personal sex toy, confidant, and bodyguard, as well as a trained assassin, she had never once regretted the path she found herself on, even if she didn’t choose it, and she definitely never got tired of having a private view of one of the most expensive cities in the western hemisphere. Although she sometimes missed the past she had left behind she had to admit that life was good; especially so when she could watch the sunset over the city she had fallen in love with even before Val had come along and create her new life.

As the sun receded over the ocean named for peace she turned around and went back in to the state of the art penthouse her and Val inhabited when they were in the city. Almost by muscle memory she wandered to the computer bank and checked all of the security cameras; as usual there was nothing out of place. She then checked her encrypted messages to see if there was anything from Val. She always felt a little anxious when he was away, which happened rarely enough that it was not a major issue, part of it was that she was trained to watch his back and be his support during the day but even moreso she just missed the muscular and brilliant, and gorgeous, Brit. She started to imagine running her hands over the muscles of his tattooed chest before quickly shaking out of it and reminding herself that it would be another three days before he was back.

Sighing to herself she wandered over to the kitchen to top off her cabernet and try to decide what to do for dinner. The refrigerator held leftover Thai and Indian food from the previous two days but she didn’t want either of those things and she didn’t really want to cook for herself either. She felt a momentary twinge of guilt at ignoring the leftovers, but she had to remind herself that money wasn’t really a concern anymore and that Val, or Sir as she usually called him in their private life, would rather her be happy and eat what she wanted. It was only momentary though and rather than worry over it for more than a couple of seconds she shrugged and said, aloud, to herself “Pizza!”

After she ordered the pizza, and wings, and two liter bottle of Coke she giggled a little to herself about how excited such a simple thing could still make her. She also liked that it was evidence that while Val had made incredible changes in both her body and her mind she was still, fundamentally, herself. His process of transformation had not taken away who she was, it made her a little different and dozens of times more effective than she had been before.

Later, as she sat over her delicious meal of delivered junk food watching a mind numbing romantic comedy she thought back further over the last few months and how much she really had changed. The night she was having had become an extreme rarity, where as her previous life saw more nights end like this than not; although, she reflected, she could not have eaten like this most nights in her past, but that was before she adopted Val’s extreme exercise and training regimen. It was suddenly that now pizza, wings, and soda, would not impact her figure at all; though she knew she would not feel as good in the morning as she would if she ate something healthier. It was a rarity though, and she figured it was worth it.

After the movie was over she cleaned up the remnants of the wings and pizza feast she had been enjoying and changed into tight grey running pants, one of Val’s SAS T-Shirts, and a futuristic looking hoodie. As she laced up the combat boots she always ran in, wanting to be prepared for when she had to run in a real life situation, and remembered that Val preferred her to be armed when she left the apartment. She considered the Kimber Custom 10mm before deciding a knife would be just as effective, she was probably the second most deadly person with a knife within four hundred miles, the first with Val back in London to attend a Liverpool match and meet up with one of his SAS brothers.

Finally content that she was as prepared as she needed to be to leave the penthouse she took their private elevator down to the main floor and exited the building, beginning her run out into the financial district, being careful to vary her route as she did every night. She found it amazing that she could eat all of the junk she had shoved down her throat earlier in the evening and still run like she could.

As she started her loop back towards their building she noticed that man in a blue hoodie had been following her route a little longer than he should’ve been. Big mistake pal, she thought to herself as she remembered the knife sheathed in her left boot, not that she would even need that against a civilian mugger, or whatever this asshole was going to turn out to be. She turned into an alley and push herself up against the wall, careful to make sure she was not throwing a shadow to alert her follower to her presence. She heard his footsteps stop at the corner for a second and then watched as he turned slowly around the corner into the alley.

He surprised her though, rather than walk around the corner having expected her to continue her job he turned far wider and stopped right in front of her, though well out of arm’s reach. She was about to lunge for him, but his arms were already up in a position of surrender.

“Jennifer,” he said, his tone rising as he said in a way that suggested it was a question. From the shadows she looked into the eyes of Special Agent Charles Branton. Suddenly glad she had not pulled out the knife to go for a kill she took a quick step forward and then spun into a lighting fast roundhouse kick. Her former partner did not see what hit him and spun to the ground violently with the force of the kick; she hoped she did not hit him hard enough to do any permanent damage but could not stick around to find out.

She raced back into the San Francisco night, knowing she had to get home quickly and alert Val; they suddenly had a new problem.


Chapter 1

Val looked at the clock by the bed which read 8am and then back down at the sweaty mess of a girl tied faced down to his bed, kneeling helplessly in what was essentially child’s pose. She was naked except for the cuffs he used to secure her and the leather hood he had forced over her head, leaving her raven black ponytail sticking out the back. Red welts rose from her back and ass, and he dropped the cane to the bed, not feeling the need to go from welts to broken skin on this particular night.

The girl mumbled wordlessly, any actual language blocked out by the thick cock shaped gag that filled her mouth. “Is that a safeword already?” He asked her this teasingly, knowing that Nadia could, and would, take so much more if he felt like doling it out.  Even as he spoke he crawled up onto the bed and positioned himself behind her. He teased her dripping cunt with the tip of his engorged penis and she whimpered and shook in a way that could not help but remind of him Tryst, waiting back in San Francisco for him. He had told her about his planned playtime with Nadia, a friend and confidante who knew of his work and was one of his chief pipelines of the medical supplies and pharmaceuticals he needed to run their elicit operation.

He teased her further, enjoying the way she shook and tried helplessly to push back against him. He knew that she knew that anything that was going to happen would be happening on his terms and that, bound helplessly as she was, there was nothing she could do about it anyway. The fact that she tried so valiantly anyway betrayed her lust for him and turned him on even further. He wondered idly if Tryst would like girl and made a mental note that he hoped to find out someday; Nadia was an equal opportunity slut if there ever was such a thing and he was entertained at the idea of co-topping her with Tryst, or having them tied up helpless next to one another.

Finally after the girl had physically begged long enough he plunged into her and was rewarded with both her shuddering and her throwing her head back in ecstacy. Again and again he shoved himself forward knowing that he had promised her a rigorous fucking when they had planned their interlude. It had been three years since they had seen one another last and while Val had put a good bit of money in her pocket in that time he knew that was only maybe half of why she had entered into their arrangement. Like Val, Nadia had been a combat medic, and while she was not part of the SAS they did share a bond through their shared service and love of heavy sadomasochism.

The bound woman shook beneath him and pushed back against him as hard as she could herself and he enjoyed the feeling of pushing as far into her as he could over and over, knowing that they would both eventually gush everywhere, essentially destroying hotel sheets in their wonderfully appointed suite at The Ritz. He could feel her reaching an impending climax and backed off ever so slightly, wanting to make the moment last as long as possible, her high pitch whine through the hood and gag told him that she was not interested in waiting any longer though so he let himself go with wild abandon.

Seconds later he felt the warmth of her orgasm ripple through her and gush out over him and onto the bed setting of his own. He wrapped his arms tightly around her and held himself deeply inside him as his own orgasm exploded through them both before he rolled off of her and onto his side, panting and laughing contentedly.

After catching his breath he undid Nadia’s bindings and removed the cuffs from her wrists, ankles, and thighs. Then he removed the hood that had been keeping her in total darkness and near silence for the entirety of their encounter. She stretched herself out languidly for a moment then rolled over and sat up, cracking her neck as she did so.

“So, downstairs for drinks?” He asked her with a smile, neither of them were much for aftercare in their encounters and preferred to just have as much nonstop fun as possible.

She glared at him for a second and, mumbling what was most assuredly a number of obscenities pointed at the gag that was still filling her mouth and locked behind her head.

“Oh well,” he chuckled, “I guess it will just be drinks for me then. Let’s go.”

He got up as though moving towards the door, only the fact that he was still naked a clue that he was teasing her.

Her muffled mumbling reached a decibel level that was decidedly not her outdoor voice and he turned around grinning like the cat that had the mouse by the tail. He rolled his shoulders and watched her pointedly as she took in the view of his muscles rippling. She moaned in defeat and he finally fetched the key of the nightstand and undid the gag that had kept her from being able to fully communicate her frustration with his hijinks.

“You and your fucking love of locks.” She said, her deep English accent always tinged with just a bit of Russian as well; it made her sound incredibly exotic. “If you aren’t careful I’ll have you strapped down next time.”

He laughed heartily, “that’ll be the day love.”

As they began to dress she pouted at him. “I know, I know, the great Lowell Valentin would never lower himself to switching.”

He laughed at that, though she was right, he did not have a submissive, or even bottom-y, bone in his body. They finished dressing, her in a slinky red cocktail dress with impossibly high heels, and him in slate gray suit, sans tie, he held the door for her before they walked arm in arm towards the elevators and the incomparable Rivoli Bar on the ground floor of London’s Ritz Hotel.

A few minutes later they were sitting comfortably in the back of the Rivoli, him drinking a gin gimlet made with Bombay Sapphire while she drank a martini, with a lemon twist instead of olives. If the staff thought it was weird that the strange couple was dressed as they were or drinking hard cocktails at nearly 9:00am they certainly didn’t say anything.

“God, if it isn’t always good to see you Lowell.” She smiled at him from across the table. “How is your new acquisition working out?”

The acquisition she was referring to was of course Tryst. He smiled, “she is wonderful Nadia. Everything I could’ve asked for.”

“Do I get to play with her sometime?”

Val smiled and paused, remembering the thoughts he explored during their earlier exertions. “I sure hope so. I think that would be fun indeed.”

“Let’s not wait three years then, eh?” She sipped from her martini, the smile in her eyes telling him the chiding was all in good fun.

“Couldn’t be helped love,” He took a sip of his own drink, “I told you I would make it up to you though and I think I delivered.”

“Oh you did.” He watched as she flushed, perhaps enjoying her own memory of earlier. “I am hoping if I am a very good girl, and very lucky, that you will deliver again before you leave.”

He shrugged noncommittally. “I guess time will tell.”

Daringly, she put one of her heeled feet between his legs and pressed, gently, “It better! We have that suite for two nights you said.”

“I have the suite for two nights,” he corrected her. “How do you know the blonde I need to complete the set isn’t coming over later?”

She pressed harder, even though the look on his face told her that he was teasing. “Complete the set is it? I oughta use my heel instead of my toes at the rate you are going.”

He enjoyed the way she teased him and let it continue because he knew Nadia was not a true submissive. She was in it for the pain and the release but at the end of the day was just as assertive as he was. He liked that about her even though it limited the extent of their relationship. He was a control freak, but he was content with being a self aware control freak.

Suddenly there was a sharp vibration in his pocket that they both felt, her because her foot was still pressed firmly against his once again hardened member.

“Sorry dear, it’s the batphone.” He said as he pulled it out and gave it a look. He already knew it would be Tryst and was just praying it wasn’t trouble. Sadly the one word text message read just that, ‘TROUBLE.’

Suddenly he was back in operator mode. “I have to go up to the room. Give me ten minutes and then follow up yourself. I will let you know then if our plans have been interrupted.”

Nadia sighed and nodded. She had seen the change come over him, everything from his eyes to his posture had shifted as he looked down at the phone, and whatever was happening now was more important than a little slap and tickle.

**

As soon as Val hit the room he pulled a black bag out from under the bed, in it were two side arms, a deconstructed rifle, and most importantly for the moment a phone with an encrypted line. Even if somebody was trying to trace or record the call it would take them far longer to get set up on it than he would be the line. He dialed Tryst and waited for her to answer. He was not waiting long.

“I’m so fucked.” Her voice did not sound panicked but her word choice clearly was. “I just ran into a very unexpected old friend.”

“What are you talking about?”

He listened to her sigh and collect herself and knew that whatever had happened shook her up more than she wanted to admit. “I was out for my run and about halfway through I noticed someone was trailing me-”

“Trailing you, who?” Now Val was worried.

“I am getting to that if you’ll let me.” She huffed, and he wondered how upset she must be to talk back to him, she had some brat in her but talking back during a serious conversation was an incredible rarity. “I spent a couple of blocks putting some distance between us before turning into an alley. I expected whoever it was to rush around the corner but they didn’t. They came around the corner giving me a wide berth. It was my former FBI partner.”

“That’s Charles, right?” Val asked, he was familiar with her history but did not want to get misunderstand anything that was happening.

“Yes, Charles. He came around the corner with his hand up and called me Jennifer.” She took another deep breath. “I hit him with a pretty hard roundhouse kick and took off running. But he must know where we live.” l

Val immediately started running through the various possibilities and knew instantly there were too many variables for him to know what to do. “You need to find out what knows. Assess the threat and then either eliminate the threat or bug out.”

“I need to?” She asked, feeling very unsure.

“Yes, you need to.” He grew very stern. “Listen girl. I am not going to be back stateside for a couple of more days. This can’t wait. You have the training and the ability to take care of it so that is what you will do. You may be eye candy, but that is the smallest part of what I wanted from you and you know that.”

“But you want me to eliminate Charles.” Her voice was suddenly very small. Charles was a good man in her mind and she couldn’t kill him. She already felt bad about the roundhouse kick.

“I didn’t say eliminate Charles. I said eliminate the threat. You figure out how to handle it. I am not there.” Val was growing frustrated, in part because he knew this was always a risk.

“Yes Sir. I understand.”

She felt a flood of relief and pleasure as soon as she had said ‘Yes Sir,’ and that feeling doubled to full on arousal and need when he responded “Good girl.” He paused for a moment and let her feel the results of his conditioning and then continued, “now, I am getting back to my date here and you are going to figure out how to handle this problem.”

He hung up the phone and put it, and his other goodies, back under the bed. A few minutes later Nadia was letting herself in. She looked at him seriously, “is everything alright?”

“Nothing to worry about, or that I can do anything about from here anyway.” He shrugged his shoulders and smiled as he watched her eyes watch his movements. “So we might as well get back to enjoying ourselves.”

She didn’t need anymore reason to shrug herself right out of the slinky red number she had put on for their short trek downstairs. Neither of them had gone to sleep yet and it was getting close to mid-morning but if either of them were tired they didn’t show it.

She sauntered over to Val, who had seated himself at the edge of the bed to watch her very brief stripshow, and put her arms loosely over his shoulders. She tilted her head to the side seductively and said “ya know, I think I got up here a couple of minutes earlier than you wanted. Maybe you should punish me.”

Val didn’t need a second invitation and in one smooth movement he stood up and scooped her into his arms before dumping her face down on the bed. She started to get up but he caught her by the back of the neck with one hand, holding her firmly. With the other he delivered three steady swats to her backside, enjoying the fact that she yelped with each one.


Chapter 2

A little over five thousand miles away, and about six hours later, Tryst was rolling out of bed still shaken from the night before and trying to decide what to do about the whole mess her, admittedly cute, ass had now found itself in. She wandered naked to the kitchen where she poured herself a glass of orange juice and then, still naked, out onto the private balcony that looked north and west over the city. She absentmindedly played with the steel collar which was ever present no matter what state of dress she was in as she thought about what had happened the night before.

Charles had always been a good friend and partner and at times had bordered on something more. He was, to her mind, one of the few men who had treated her with respect during her time at the bureau, despite her competence and ability to get the job done. His protectiveness of her had been both appreciable and annoying and that one trait made it obvious that he would look for her; she should also not be surprised that his doggedness, and the fact that they had not exactly run very far, meant that he had eventually found her.

Now I have to find him, she thought to herself. She was sure it wouldn’t be hard, but what would she do when she did? Truthfully, she did not have the first clue how she would handle the man. She had not wanted to hurt him the night before, and the kick had been more out of reflex and a desire to escape the situation than out of any malice she held for the man. She wondered if she’d get to apologize for that, or if she would wind up doing something worse to him in the long run. Why hadn’t he just let her go?

Val and her hand handled her disappearance perfectly. They did all they could to make it appear that she had run off with her last target at the FBI, that he had made her an offer too good to walk away from and that she had turned. She had turned of course, but to Val rather than to the banal and misogynistic fraud she had been investigating, and whom she had eventually turned into a gelded leather puppy for some deranged Russian mobster; she knew her and Val were not without her faults, but shit, he had deserved it.

Charles was different though and she didn’t want a similar outcome for him. Hopefully the situation could be resolved without that sort of cruelty. Another part of her though thought about what Val told her the night before, this was her responsibility and he was trusting her with it. This was her first solo job in a sense, and she wanted to show him that she was up for it.

The first thing she had to do was figure out what he was up to. Thankfully, for her anyway, Val had built a backdoor into the FBI computer system in the lead up to his interaction with her and had left it functional. She was able to quickly ascertain what assignment Charles was on and to what extent, at least officially, she was compromised. The answers were startling; he had no official assignments or investigations and the last mention of her was the sudden disappearance three months previous.

This piqued her curiosity so she started casting a wider net in her own investigation. It seemed that Charles had been placed on administrative about two months after she disappeared, although she could not tell if the two events were related. He was due back in the Los Angeles office in two weeks for review and to receive recommendation on his reinstatement. She could not help but wonder what had gotten her old friend in trouble, though she suspected it was her, or more accurately his protective streak for her.

She got up from the computer and, still naked, began her somewhat complex stretching routine. Finished with that she sighed and went to find clothing for the day, really only bothering with them when she was out in the world, she had since meeting Val discovered nudity to be her preferred outfit. She chose a low cut green shirt, it was loose and shimmery with a somewhat bohemian vibe to it, along with black leggings. She pulled her red hair back into a tight ponytail and stopped to admire herself in the mirror. She looked like a college student, or maybe a graduate student heading out to enjoy the city. She looked good.

Of course, while looking her best was important to her it wasn’t going to help her any in finding Charles; though, she reflected with a smile, it would probably help her deal with the situation once she had found him. She chose black boots, though dressier than the ones she had worn for her run, and again sheathed a knife just inside the left boot, a trained killer could never be too careful afterall. Set for her day out in the city, and her search for her former partner, she headed to the elevator and wondered just how she was going to find him.

As the elevator opened and she headed out into the lobby she realized she was not going to have to look very hard. He was sitting on a couch in the lobby facing the public elevators. He still hadn’t noticed her as she slowly approached and noticed the bruising along the side of his face, she really had given him a good whack.

“Sorry about that, I didn’t mean to hit you quite that hard.” She said as she approached him from the side. “You should know better than to sneak up on a girl like that though.”

Special Agent Charles Branton looked up at her but did not smile at her joke. “Where the fuck have you been Jennifer? And why do you look like that?”

“I’ve been right here the whole time.” She gave him a wide berth and sat down in a chair across from him. “I didn’t go out of my way to hide myself.”

“What is going on Jen?” He shook his head and stared at the table between them, clearly not wanting to, or feeling able to, look her in the eyes. “Your target disappeared. You disappeared. Everybody thinks he paid you off and you ran off with him.”

“What are you doing here Charles?” Why are you looking for me?” She stared at him, waiting for him to finally look up at her.

“I am investigating your disappearance.” He continued to stare into space.

“”No you aren’t. You are on a leave of absence. Does anybody even know you are here?” She kept her voice steady.

Now he looked up at her, “How do you know that?”

“How about you come upstairs and I’ll explain everything.”

He shrugged, and you could almost see the words ‘in for a penny, in for a pound’ pass across through his mind. “Seems fair enough.”

Tryst thought to herself that she could not believe her luck as she got up and started towards the private elevator. She moved past him without another word, and didn’t look back to see if he was following. She knew he would. What she didn’t know was what she was going to do with him once she got him upstairs. She was taking him into the inner sanctum she realized belatedly, and she couldn’t very well just let him out again.

He followed her into the private elevator and watched as she used a security fob to close the doors and take them zooming up towards the top of the building. The private elevator opened directly into the penthouse which she and Val shared.

The doors open and she walked out of them in silence. She was trying hard to project an air of superiority when what she was really thinking was how the fuck did I get myself into this situation.

He followed her out the door and whistled lowly, “shit; so this is what getting paid off by the criminal you are investigating looks like.”

Before she could even realize what was happening her temper flared and she turned on her heels, in a split second she had him up against the kitchen wall, a hand around his throat, “that isn’t what happened. You’ve made the suggestion twice. If you make it a third time my decision of what to do about all of this will have gotten a lot easier.”

She held him for a second longer until he finally gave a slight nod, at which point she released his throat and turned to the refrigerator. “Something to drink?” she asked, her voice suddenly a hundred times lighter.

“Umm…. water, I guess?” He had no idea what was happening and just stood still looking around the massive apartment. He took the glass of water from her, “thanks.”

She was certain he was too distracted by his surroundings to have noticed the clear droplets she had added to his glass. She motioned to the door which lead to the balcony and moments later they were sitting there, looking out at what had become her favorite view of the city. She sat in silence for a few moments, happy to let the drugs start to sink into him while she collected her thoughts. Finally she started to speak.

“Mann made me,” she said, referring to the person they had both been investigating for both various types of fraud and human trafficking; “he hired somebody to get rid of me.”

She paused for a moment to see if he would ask any questions but he just nodded at her, presumably telling her to go on with her story. “That man, his name is Val, took a liking to me though and did not like that he had been lied to about who I was. He and I teamed up to get rid of Gregory Mann in a manner appropriate to what he did to others and what he had planned for me.”

“That doesn’t sound like justice.” It was the first time her former partner had spoken since asking for water.

“It didn’t to me at the time. Maybe it doesn’t now either.” She looked out over the skyline and though again about just how much she liked her new life. “To be honest though I don’t care. He deserved what he got and things could’ve turned out a lot worse for me.”

“You have to come back with me,” he looked at her urgently. “You have to tell the bureau what happened. They think you turned.”

She shrugged and looked at him. “I did. It just wasn’t Mann that turned me.” She watched his pupils dilating right before her, she knew what was coming even if he didn’t.

“You still have to come back with me.”

“That isn’t happening Charles,” she stood up from her seat and walked over to him. “And you aren’t going anywhere either.”

He looked up at her confused and then tried to stand. Why do they always try to stand? She asked herself this question mentally and caught him as his legs gave out before he was even fully upright. She lowered him gently down onto a chaise lounge and watched as his head dropped to one side. Content that he wasn’t going anywhere for awhile she now had to decide what to do with him.


Chapter 3

“So what are you going to do with him?” Val asked her over the encrypted phone line while looking over his most recent handywork, in this case Nadia encased tightly in a latex cocoon, bound straddling a very impressive and very active vibrating dildo. He knew she couldn’t hear any of what he was saying, and doubted that it would matter anyway, she had always been loyal to him and they both had enough of what her Russian friends called kompromat on the other that to do anything would be mutually assured destruction.

“I haven’t decided yet.” Tryst sighed over the phone, “I think I am going to keep him though.”

This surprised Val and certainly hadn’t been negotiated in their previous discussions. “What do you mean keep him? He is not a lost little puppy; he is a fucking FBI agent.”

“I mean he could be though.” She said this and knew they were both thinking of what they had done to Gregory Mann, and what Val had been hired to do to her. “I wasn’t thinking anything that cruel though.”

She went on to explain at length about how he had gone rogue and had taken a leave of absence to find her. He was not investigating her for the FBI but rather had come looking for her out of his own sense of concern and care for her. She hoped that would count for something to Val, and of course it did, he loved her after all.

And it did count for something; so, admittedly, did Val’s desire to get back to his own fun and to see what Tryst would come up with. Her next line sealed it; “I was an FBI Agent to ya know.”

He was not used to her being so sassy with him and couldn’t decide whether he liked it or not, but she did have a point. Besides, this was a test that he knew was going to come her way eventually. He needed to see how she handled it. “Alright, go for it. I just better not come home with to a mess that I need to clean up.”

“Message received, Sir.” She said. “Thank you.”

“I love you sweet girl,” he sighed, “be safe.”

“Love you too Sir!”

And that was it, he hung up the phone and threw it on to a chair in the corner of the hotel room and then looked down at the writhing mess of latex and bindings on the floor in front of him. Feeling suddenly sadistic he put a foot gently against Nadia’s side and then pushed her backwards so that she was lying on her back on the floor with her lets still in a kneeling position. The vibrating toy came out of her pussy with a wet plop. He could hear her groan in need and frustration, which of course made him smile.

Nadia was a wiry and tough woman, a former combat medic, but she was not heavy, and Val was nearly as strong as he was brilliant, or sadistic. It did not make actual exertion to lift her up and throw her on to the bed. He groaned loudly anyway, holding her head close to his right before dropping her onto the bed, because he wanted her to hear what was happening.

He watched her lie there for a moment, rolling back and forth helplessly, before joining her on the bed; he steadied her on her back, still bound completely, and plunged his cock into the wet depths of her waiting cunt. She tensed up immediately and he enjoyed the sensations. He could tell from her attempted movements that she did as well. He then began to rock back and forth into her, enjoying her helplessness and the utter objectification of her current position. He held back his own orgasm for as long as he could, wanting to bring her to another, and another, making sure she was thoroughly spent before he exploded into her with all of the force of a fire hose.

He undid the hood that had been pumping white noise into her ears and keeping her blind and oblivious to her surroundings for at least two hours and then wiped her sweat filled black hair from her face. Then he grabbed her by the throat and kissed her deeply before looking into her glazed, blissed out, eyes.

“You’re a monster,” she said breathily, before grinning up at him. “Do it again!”

He could not help but laugh at the playfulness that she held so close to her even deep in subspace. Nadia may not be partner material for him for various reasons but lord was she fun to play with.

“Oh, I will.” He grabbed her throat again and lifted her into a kiss. He held the choke hold and the kiss until she was just on the verge of passing out and then dropped her back to the bed, her eyes even glassier than they had been a moment before.

He then held a glass of water, prepared previously for just such circumstances, in one hand and cupped her head in the other, lifting her gently into a half seated position; “drink,” he said, and she drank.

“Thank you Sir.” She said this still completely dazed and he looked down at her in surprise. She had never called him that before; he chalked it up to subspace and let it lie, for the moment anyway.

Content with the fun they had had and wanting to relax he undid the rest of her bounds and helped her out of the latex wrappings that had had kept her practically immobile for more than a little while. He loved being able to indulge in intense bondage with Nadia and made a note to himself that he needed to try a little more extreme bondage with Tryst when they found the time. Finished unwrapping her they laid on the bed together naked her wrapped tightly around his side and him holding her close.

“That was fun.” She drew out the last word and looked up at him with big doe eyes. There was little he enjoyed more than having a powerful woman reduced to putty for him, and loving him for it. She then got up on her knees and steadied herself over his midsection before lowering her warm wet mouth over his half erect penis. He looked down at her and smiled as she began to lick and suck until it was back to its full 8 inch length. He rested one of is hands on the back of her head and enjoyed her movement over him, content and filled with gratitude that he seemed to have access to not just one but two completely insatiable women.


Chapter 4

FBI Special Agent Charles Burton woke up to darkness and a splitting headache. He tried to remember where he was or how he got there but nothing was coming to him. The last thing he remembered was waiting in the lobby of the building he suspected Jennifer, his former partner of hiding out in. He tried to move but found himself caught in a tight environment, claustrophobic really. But where am I? He asked himself.

As he became more aware of his surroundings he realized just how silent everything he was and also that his rear end was exceptionally sore and, he realized on further reflection, that it felt stretched and full; a feeling he was not completely unfamiliar with but certainly unexpected and in light of his circumstances not very desirable. He was also able to ascertain that he was laying on a padded surface but due to the darkness and his being enclosed in what felt like leather he couldn’t figure anything else out about his plight.

Charles tried more and more to figure out how he wound up in these circumstances but he couldn’t come up with anything. Hell, he couldn’t even figure out what time it was and was only moderately sure what day it was, he was pretty sure it was Thursday. His reverie was broken by the sound of a zipper and what felt like a gloved hand holding his head down; he was still in darkness, which meant his eyes were covered, his mouth was now free though and he opened it to scream; before he could make a sound a leather clad hand clamped down over his mouth and held it firmly for a moment. When the hand released he did not make any immediate move to scream again.

After another moment he felt water dripping into his mouth, followed by a more constant stream of it. He swallowed it as fast as he could and the stream did not get any stronger, which he considered a good thing. Whoever had him wasn’t trying to drown him and the water, he knew would help with the ear splitting headache. After the stream of water stopped he heard the zipper again and realized he was once again fully enclosed with his thoughts. For the hundredth time he went over everything he could remember along with what few clues he had from the experience.

The last thing he remembered was sitting in the lobby of that building, wondering what he was going to say when he saw her, or if she was going to kick him again. But he could not for the life of him come up with anything that had happened after that. Roofies, the word rang in his head as though it was the sledgehammer causing his pain; which, he realized ironically, it pobably was. And if it was roofies that could only lead him to one further conclusion; Jennifer.

Tryst sat across the room from the padded leather sleepsack filled with her former FBI partner. She chuckled to herself at his occasional movements and wondered what was going through his mind. If she had to guess he would have figured out what happened by now, not that there was anything he could do about it. Oh well, she thought, there is no time like the present.

She decided that it was like ripping a bandaid off. She unzipped the leather sleep sack and ripped the hood off quickly, she knew if she stopped to think about what she was doing that she would doubt the choice. He needed to know, she needed to know how he would react. She needed to move on. She was not prepared for the look in his eyes though. He wasn’t scared; he wasn’t angry; he wasn’t even surprised.

“This has all been a little dramatic don’t you think Jennifer?” He looked up at her. “I mean I knew you were into the kinky shit but this is all a bit much.”

“Don’t call me Jennifer. My name is Tryst.”

“Tryst is it?” He shook his head and sat up. “This is fucking ridiculous.”

“Ridiculous?” She grabbed him by the throat and pushed him back down onto the platform she had him on. “Ridiculous is all of the leering agents, all of the undercover investigations that were about my looks rather than my skills as an agent, and all the times I was passed over for promotion, or at least improved assignments. But most of all what was ridiculous was that my cover got blown on my last assignment and someone was hired to kill me. Fortunately, he decided he liked me.”

“He, the killer, decided he liked you?” Charles look up at her, and clearly hoped she would let go of his throat.

She let him go and did a little spin as though showing off, “Yep, so now I am Tryst.”

He took the opportunity of her spinning to jump off the massage table she had laid him out on and try to move past her; but he was weaker than he realized and stumbled almost immediately.

“Now now, Charlie,” she caught him as he fell, “what in the world am I going to do with you?”

“Come back with me. Tell the agency what happened. Come back to work.”

“Not a chance in hell my dear,” She smiled at him as she helped him sit down. “I really like my new life and there isn’t really any going back from it anyway. The real issue though is what am I going to do with you?”

“And what are you going to do with me?”

“The Test will answer that question for me. But I will say this. You are really lucky I like you Charlie.” She smiled at him. “Get up.”

“The Test? Jennifer, you’ve gone all the way around the bend.” He started to get up and watched as she casually pulled her phone out of her pocket and started playing with it. He was about to ask her what she was doing when the butt plug, which he had forgotten about jolted suddenly to life; the surprise of it, and the power of it, buckled his knees. Before he knew what was happening she was behind him, attaching something around his neck which he realized, belatedly, was a collar. A leash quickly followed and she was yanking him across the room.

As she pulled him from one room to another, the rumbling vibrations of the plug still distracting him, and though he hated to admit it arousing him as well, he realized for the first time that there was no way they were still in the penthouse. Well, I am truly fucked now, aren’t I? Out loud he said instead, “what are you going to do to me?”

She stopped and turned on her heels, looking at him, slowly she cocked her head and smiled, seeing how aroused the plug had him; “nothing you’ll dislike, I promise. I told you I always liked you Charlie.”

He took in her appearance, and maybe it was the plug working on him, and everything else that had him completely off balance, but he also noticed for the first time how happy she looked and how different. It wasn’t just the hair color, she carried herself differently, and was almost definitely stronger than she had been before. She walked up to him and tapped his hard cock with the toe of her boot; he nearly came from the sensation and did double over. “I think you always liked me to.”

He couldn’t deny it, and she did not make him try. Instead she continue pulling him along and soon he found himself in what looked like a very bizarre medical room. He wanted to get up and run, but he suspected that escape wasn’t an option. “Where are we?”

“A nice little cabin about three hours outside the city.” She smiled at him and patted the medical bed in the center of the room. “Up here.”

He stood up and sat down on the bed cautiously, not sure why he was listening to her, but not feeling like he had a lot of great options. He did know if he let her strap him to the table he was never getting out of the mess he had found himself in though. “You don’t have to do this.”

“I know Charlie.” She smiled at him and waited for him to lie down, “I want to though.”

At that he jumped up off the table and tried to bolt for the door. He had finally found his legs and almost made it out of the room before every muscle in his body seized up and pain he had never experienced before pulsed through him, starting at that infernal plug. He dropped to the tiled floor like a sack of wheat.

“I was wondering when you’d try that you silly goose.” She walked over and prodded him gently with her foot, he was laying in a rapidly expanding pool of his own urine which she carefully avoided. “I didn’t know you liked piss play.”

All he could do was groan in response, the pain still wracking his body. She drug him by the shoulders up to a slouching position and pulled him back onto the medical bed. He couldn’t do anything about it while she strapped him down but he did feel the prick of the needle as she pushed an IV into one of his arms. He looked at her balefully, all previous arousal gone, he was certain she had lost her mind.

“Now, I am not going to hurt you.” She shook her head as she looked down at him. “I told you that you would enjoy what was going to happen and that is true. So just relax, not that you have a choice now.”

“So what’s the test?” He finally asked her.

She laughed airly and then started petting his head. “The test is where the machine figures out what you like and then conditions you to like it more. It is going to tell me every dirty little fantasy you have, every fetish, every perversion. It is going to key in on those things. Like I said, you’ll enjoy it”

With that she positioned a monitor directly over his eyes and attached something to his previously erect cock. Before he could ask anything else he felt the rush and warmth of an unknown drug being pumped into his arm and relaxed into the euphoria. He didn't even notice as she left the room. Though he did notice when the monitor came to life and started rapidly showing images and videos of various fetish and sex acts. They bombarded his mind and his rapidly fading consciousness disappeared into the background.

Outside the room Tryst settled in at a bank of computers, propping her legs, up on the side of the desk she watched as the monitors told her everything that happened with her new subject. As the images and videos flashed before his mind biometric readings from his brain and erogenous zones calculated which images aroused him the most; the program slowly showed him more, and more extreme versions of those activities while increasing his physical arousal through the plug in his ass and the sheath around his cock.

As all of this was happening Tryst, who was becoming increasingly aroused herself, watched as a fetish profile for her former partner and new toy slowly started coming together on the screen. What she saw made her smile and turned her on, she slowly reached behind the leggings she was wearing and began to play with herself, taking her time building to a climax as she realized just as much fun she, and Val, were going to have with dear Charlie.

As she was thinking all of this and enjoying everything she was feeling, Charles was being bombarded with images that increasingly showed a somewhat effeminate, perhaps even androgynous, man being sexually used and dominating in all manners of way, by both men and women. The man was always servile and passive and in a constant state of humiliation, bondage, and pain. Sometimes the man was being used as a table or a footrest, sometimes he was being taken from behind, or even spit roasted. Sometimes he was simply tied and beaten and used. In Charles drug addled and aroused brain the only common denominators were that everything he saw was some manner of dominance and submission, and he was certain the man being used looked an awful lot like him. Perhaps he would’ve been concerned if his brain was even capable of concern at this point, but thanks to the drugs and the constant ministrations of the machine he could do nothing but take it all in, feel the arousal, and eventually start to cum.

Once the orgasms started they did not stop. Every image, increasingly depraved and extreme, was accompanied with an orgasm and it continued long after he was spent dry. Eventually the program stopped and allowed him to pass out into near oblivion; though at that point his own mind was assaulting him with fantasies of serving and being used. The whole time Tryst sat outside the room smiling to herself and imagining all of the fun they were going to have with the former FBI agent, her former partner.


Chapter 5

Charles woke up and immediately realized that he was tied down, though not in the medical hellscape he last remembered. He appeared to be on a twin bed in an almost empty room and was chained in place by one ankle and one wrist. The only other thing in the room was a nite stand with what appeared to be a sippy cup with a straw in it and a piece of paper. Unable to contain his curiosity he picked up the piece of paper first, it had scrawled handwriting which he recognized as Jennifer’s, or rather Tryst’s.

Charlie:

I’m sorry I have to keep you tied down like this, although I bet if you search yourself you will find it doesn’t bother you so much. You might even like it. You should explore your current state as much as the bonds allow, because I want you to understand your new place in life. Again, I don’t think you will actually mind once you think about it a little.

<3

Tryst

Charles read the note over and over again and did as she suggested, and thought about all the things it said. The more he thought about it the more he aroused he felt and soon he was throbbing, and hurting, below the waist. Tentatively, using his free hand he reached slowly down to cock, which he realized quickly was locked away behind something hard and cold; he pulled back the think blanket that was covering him and found that his cock, and balls, were locked in an oval shaped device with a solid back and a front that was as breathable cage, though with holes too small to reach through.

Seeing his genital locked away and unreachable, and some what flushed in color, somehow turn him on more and made both the throbbing and the pain more intense. He was suddenly light headed and dropped his head back to the pillow trying to make sense of the state he found himself in, and more important why it turned him on so much. When he closed his eyes he could not help but imagine Tryst standing in front of him, lording over him, as he kneeled in front of her. The images came faster and faster, Tryst leading him on a leash, choking him, fisting him. Him crawling behind her, him kneeling with her being him pushing his head slowly down onto a waiting cock.

He did not know what to do, fantasies, some he had had before and some he had never considered were suddenly ripped out of his mind and brought to the forefront of all his thoughts, sending everything else fading to the background. Suddenly a familiar vibrating started deep in his ass and he was overcome by the sensations of the fullness, the vibrations, and the ever increasing throbbing and need in his cock. Suddenly he felt a deep warmth inside his genitals and a wetness filling the cage that surrounded his cock. He looked down and watched the cum leak from him without any real release of his need or arousal; in fact, somehow, seeing this happen both frustrated him and turned him on all the more.

What he did not know was that Tryst was watching all of this happen via a small security camera in the corner of the room and that she was enjoying every minute of it. It would have been so easy for her to do what Val had previously done to her and redesign Charlie to meet specifications of her choice; but she had decided it would be more fun to just plunge him into the deep end of service, submission, and sexual depravity and that, lacking a specific design or set of expectations, it would be so much more fun to, with some guidance of course, allow his own mind and own secret desires to drive him down the path to his own total subjugation. Besides, she liked Charlie and didn’t want to risk destroying the person whom she had so much care and appreciation, and respect for. She was not as skilled as Val was in transforming people and did not want to hurt her old friend...much.

She smiled again and picked up the encrypted phone, figuring she should give Val an update. He answered the phone sounding winded. “How is it going love?”

“I am doing so well my darling Sir.” She hoped he could hear the smile in his voice. “Things are looking up here. You sound like you are having fun.”

“I just got in from a run.” She knew that when Val ran it was for 10 miles or more. He didn’t fuck around when it came to his fitness, and expected her not to as well. “I hope you are keeping up on your conditioning.”

“I guess you’ll find out when you get back, Sir.” She was feeling good and decided to tease him. “I think you’ll like our new toy too.”

“Oh, why is that?” He was smiling, and she could hear it in his voice too.

“What?” She actually laughed at this point, “do you think I haven’t seen your porn collection? C’mon now.”

“Fine.” He said, “I admit it. I am looking forward to seeing what you have found for us.”

“Good. Thank you,” she said.

“Sir.” He growled into the phone a little bit. “It’s ‘thank you Sir.’ You know that love.”

She couldn’t tell if he was angry or just playing, she decided to go with playing, even if he was mad he was over five thousand miles away and would forget about it by the time he saw her. “Of course Sir.” She over enunciated the ‘Sir’ just to mess with him and thankfully he laughed.

“Good girl.” He sat down on the hotel bed and stretched his neck. “Alright, back to work with you and time to sleep for me. Goodnight sweet girl.”

“Goodnight Sir.” She said it quietly this time, wanting him to hear the love in her voice, and that she missed him. “I can’t wait to get you back.”

He hung up the phone smiling, thankful that he had her and looking forward to be back in the city he had adopted as home. He laid back on the empty bed and looked over to where Nadia had been lying when he left for his run. He realized ruefully that he missed her too. He rolled over for what he was sure would be a fitful night of sleep.

Somewhere, those five thousand miles away, Tryst, was checking on Charlie, who she was beginning to think of as a pet. She opened the door to the room she was keeping him in quietly, as he looked to be sleeping, somewhat fitfully. She stood over him for a minute just watching him before she pet his cheek lightly with the back of her hand. He stirred slowly and then opened his eyes, looking up at her for the first time.

“Shhh” She put a finger over his lips. “You need some water pet.”

She watched the confusion in his eyes. He clearly knew that he should be angry, or perhaps scared, but she also knew that all he felt was arousal, need, and possibly even a little bit of love. She picked up the sippy cup full of water and held it out to him; he lifted himself up off the bed until he was in as much of a sitting position as the chains allowed. He then took the cup and drank from it tentatively.

“You can drink it all. It isn’t drugged.” She paused for a moment, and then added “this time.”

Somehow he couldn’t help but chuckle a little bit. “Wow, you really fucked me over, eh sport?”

She winced at that but decided not to say anything yet, he used to call her ‘sport’ when they first partnered up at the bureau. She thought it had been condescending but over time realized he was just being friendly. It had become almost a pet name for her.

“I wouldn’t say that Charlie.” She sat down on the bed next to him and again ran a hand along the side of his face. “I was watching you in here. You didn’t seem to upset about your predicament. You still don’t.”

“What did you do to me?” He looked at her, and for the first time she saw a little bit of hurt in his eyes. She chose to ignore it, feeling certain it would go away soon enough.

“I didn’t do anything to you. Your mind did this to you all by itself.” She put a finger in the air and smiled, “okay, maybe with a little guidance. But if you didn’t like what you like your brain wouldn’t have reacted the way it did and your predicament would be entirely different.”

“But I would still be trapped here with you, trapped here by you.”

She let her hand run down his face, past his neck to his chest, stopped and gripped one of his nipples firmly, he grasped and arched his back slightly, obviously enjoying the sensation, although hating himself for that fact as well. “I guess we’ll never know. Anyway, we are where we are, right sport?”

The word dripped with sarcasm and she pinched the nipple harder, he winced but wasn’t sure if it was the pain in his nipple or his rapidly engorging dick straining in its cage. He was too lost in the combination of pain and pleasure to respond, so she did it for him, “yes Ma’am,” she said, trying to mimic his voice.

He looked up at her with need in his eyes, breathing hard and arching his back helplessly.

“Say it,” she said again, “and I will make you cum.”

He was clearly thinking about it, but still hesitated, she moved her hand to his other nipple and flicked it lightly before grasping it and twisting it, gently but firmly. This time he outright moaned.

“Say it, and I will make you feel so good Charlie. You won’t believe how good you’ll feel.”

He gritted his teeth for a moment before accepting defeat. “Yes Ma’am.”

Smiling, she tugged lightly on his nipple before releasing it and pulling out her phone. Seconds later the plug in his ass was vibrating at a far more intense frequency than he had previously felt and before he could even fully comprehend what was happening his cock, still trapped in its cage, was spurting through it wildly. He could hear her laughter ringing in his ears as the intense feelings of the orgasms subsided.

“Good boy.” She got up from the bed, “I knew you’d come around.”

She turned and started walking towards the door. But paused when he started to speak. “What now?”

She looked at him from the doorway. “It’s ‘what now, Ma’am?’ Don’t worry though, you’ll learn.”

He looked at the closing door increasingly confused, and somehow still aroused, by the whole absurd situation.


Chapter 6

When Val walked into the living room on the first floor of their very palatial cabin he was pleased to find Tryst kneeling, naked, in the center of the room. He pretend to ignore her as he put his suitcase by the stairs and wandered into the open kitchen, where he poured himself a glass of wine. His eyes never left her for than a moment though and she never moved, once.

Finally he walked over to her and stood in front of her. “Eyes,” he said firmly.

She looked up at him immediately, pure devotion looking up at him. “Your property is so glad you are home Sir.”

In the months since he had taken her he had not only conditioned her and altered her to his specifications but spent countless hour training her in protocol, various forms of service, and submission. All he had to do was say the word and she stopped operating as Tryst, the brilliant and dangerous, and somewhat submissive, partner he had created and became Tryst the completely docile and obedient slave. That is what he expected to find in the living room and was exactly what he found.

“I trust the week was productive toy.”

“Yes Sir, your toy had a very productive week.” She continued to kneel before him looking up at him.

“Tell me about it girl.” He sat down on the coffee table in front of her. “Continue in high protocol.”

“Your property resolved the issue that was bothering her. It won’t be a problem anymore.”

“You mean he won’t be a problem, right girl?”

At that she giggled, “Your girl was thinking “it” might be more amusing.”

He laughed at that. “Show me, in daily protocol.”

She stood up and took him by the hand, almost skipping as she led him up the stairs to the second floor. Leading him to the door of what had nominally become the playroom. When he opened the door he had to smile. In the center of the room kneeling just as Tryst was moments before. He was wearing a steel chastity cage, cuffs on his wrists and ankles and a ring gag; although he did not see the ring gag until he said “eyes,” and the man kneeling before him looked up.

“So you are the infamous Charles Burton?”

The man nodded, keeping silent behind the gag. Val reached for Tryst and pulled her into a deep and passionate kiss once he felt that she was sufficiently breathless he pointed to a chair; she wandered backwards to the chair, never taking her eyes off of him or losing the loopy grin on her face. She collapsed backwards into the chair and sat languidly, her legs spread, almost invitingly. Val just shook his head at her and smiled; “I will deal with you later.”

He then turned back to the new comer who was still looking at him, a range of emotions hiding behind his eyes but the most obvious one was abject terror. “Present,” Val barked at the man who immediately stood with his arms crossed behind his head and his legs spread to just about shoulder width.

Val began to walk around him occasionally touching the man, prodding here, poking their, offering the occasional gentle touch. With every single brush of his fingers the man shuddered; Val looked over at Tryst. “It looks like you have trained him relatively well in a short period of time, didn’t you?”

Tryst said, “I tried Sir!”

“Good job,” He smiled at her as he circled back around to the front of the man. Some of the fear had left the man’s eyes, or at least been joined by a certain level of arousal. He grabbed the man by the egg shaped chastity cage and yanked gently. “Follow me boy.”

He turned the former FBI agent around and led him to a spanking bench in the back of the room. “Up.”

Charlie was sweating and terrified of the large, tattooed man he had not really been introduced to, though had heard referred to as Val. He obeyed instantly, as Tryst had trained him to do though, and he felt, to his own dismay, his level of arousal rising. Charlie had long held fantasies of being dominated both by men and women, and he had thought them a closely guarded secret. Now, thanks to whatever it was that Tryst had done to him, not only was it readily apparent what he had fantasies of in his own private thoughts, but the arousal from it had increased exponentially to the point that Charlie could barely think of anything else.

All of the thoughts racing through his head came to a complete stop though as Val pulled the plug, that had been lodged in Charlie’s perfectly stretched ass for most of the last few days. The plopping sound, slight pain,and most of all the feeling of emptiness that accompanied the action shocked him. The next words he heard both terrified and excited him. “Don’t worry boy, you will be full again soon.”

He had not seen Val drop his pants, but Tryst had and she was grinning from ear to ear as she watched her lover, Master, and employer start to slowly shove his fully erect cock into her former FBI partner. Almost mindlessly she reached between her legs and began to play with herself; as she had been imagining these scene since not long after she first drugged Charlie just a few days before.

Charlie groaned loudly and fought against the intrusion for a second before Val grabbed him firmly by the shoulders and firmly said “still.”

Charlie stopped fighting and let it happen. At first it was painful but as Val slowly rocked in and out of him he started to enjoy it; all of the times he had fantasied about such a thing were flooding back to him. He couldn’t believe how quickly his life had changed, and though he didn’t want to admit it to either Val or Tryst, he knew in that moment he did not want his old life back.

Suddenly he felt two hands undoing the straps behind his head and removing the gag from his mouth. He started to work his jaw out when suddenly, for the first time, he was face to face with Tryst’s shaved, slippery, practically glistening, pussy.

“Lick,” she said quietly as she guided his head forward, and lick he did even as Val rammed him from behind over and over. Charlie could not see it but the two lovers who had so quickly and completely taken over his life were staring at each other in absolute glee as they used him for their pleasure.

He continued to do his best to please Tryst but Val was pushing into him harder and harder and the pressure against his prostate was filling him with need despite the fact that he had been milked nearly dry repeatedly over the last days. Suddenly Val pushed into him hard and held him there and at the same time Tryst tightened her grip on his head and ground him into her pussy. Lacking any such experience he did not realize that Val was about to explode into him and this new sensation, coupled with everything else that had happened sent him over the edge; his half flaccid cock, still locked behind the cage spurted what little cum was left in him out onto the floor behind the spanking bench.

The three of them stayed like that for a moment catching their collective breath before Val pulled away. He then grabbed Charlie by the neck, almost like he was scruffing him and pulled him to the floor at Val’s feet. Using his toe, Val pointed to the small puddle of cum, nowhere near as big as what was currently leaking down Charlie’s backside, and simply said “clean.”

Although Tryst had not made any such suggestion to him or trained him for such an order Charlie understood what was expected of him. Blushing deeply and feeling more degraded than he could ever have imagined he licked his own cum off the floor of what could only be thought of as the dungeon.

Val then looked to Tryst, “show it where it can get cleaned up, lock it away for the night, and then come join me in our bedroom, girl.”


Tryst smiled and said, “yes Sir.”


Epilogue

Val and Tryst stood together on the balcony of the master, and Master’s, suite. They each held a glass of champagne in their hands as they watched the sunrise over the mountains and enjoyed the feeling of a new day greeting them, though neither of them had slept yet. She leaned her head against his shoulders and sighed contentedly. She truly enjoyed what they had done with Charlie, and was glad to have an old friend back in her life, though in a very new way. But this, with Val, this was love.

For his part, he looked over at her and felt the same. He also enjoyed deeply the worshipful way she had massaged him and pleasured him with her very skilled mouth, after she had put their new toy away for the night. Even more than that though he was proud of the way she had turned a problem into a new asset and shown her devotion to him through the whole process. To him she really was perfection.

He turned his back to the sunrise and looked at the beautiful girl who had given herself to him, only slightly under duress, just a few months previous. She smiled at him radiantly and finished her glass of champagne. He did the same and then she grabbed him by the arm and started pulling him playfully back into the bedroom.

“You know, I am pretty sure I still have to punish you girl.” He chucked deeply as she lead him back through the french doors that lead to the balcony.

“Oh, I am sure of it Sir.” Her eyes danced as she said it, “after all, I have been a very bad girl.”

“Well, we will have to do something about that.” He said as he continued letting her lead him to the bed. “But first, I think maybe we should get some sleep.”

Tryst wanted to pout at him, but he knew that she was right, and more so she knew that she would be asleep as soon as her head hit the pillow. “Fine,” she pouted at him, “I know you are right Sir.”

As they both laid down to sleep her second to last thought was wondering how charlie was sleeping chained down in the locked room; her last thought though was of how much she loved Val and how thankful she was for all of the changes meeting him had lead to.


If you enjoyed this new story of Tryst and Val please leave a review and check out The First Adventure of Tryst and Val!
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