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 Bel Air, 1968. Caught up in the sexual revolution, flower children and Hollywood elite throw themselves into LSD and free love. In Vietnam, soldiers fight an increasingly vicious counter-insurgency. Into a cesspool of kinky sex, drugs, media glamour, and brutal violence, enters a private escort and mercenary both coolly lethal, and stunningly sultry.



 



 
  



 



 
  



 



 
 On the nation's West Coast an unlikely triumvirate of the LAPD's newly formed Special Investigations Section, rouge operatives of the Defense Intelligence Agency, and a perverted Opium Warlord in command of strategically vital Cambodia terrain, are all about to clash with a call girl who could pass for a modern Mata Hari or a Sunset Strip burlesque dancer.



 



 
  



 



 
  



 



 
  



 



 
 Jane Delacroix likes her job as a high end call girl to the Hollywood rich and famous. She’s not afraid to get her hands dirty, and she’s down for whatever the client wants. But now the LAPD and US Government want her to use her talents for her country. She thought celebrities engaged in some twisted swinging, but she’s about to get an education in debauchery.



 



 
  



 



 
 Before the bullets start flying, she’s going to have to put out every way imaginable, and in the dungeon of a sadistic criminal kingpin, she’ll experience both her greatest challenge, and greatest release.



 



 
  



 



 
  



 



 
  



 



 
  



 



 
  



 



 
  



 



 
  



 



 
  



 



 
  



 



 
  



 
 Things quickly started going to hell.



 
 The sleek black Rolls Royce limousine was a rental. It pulled up outside the wrought iron gates of the secluded Bel Air mansion like a discrete note from a married woman to one of her lovers; looking expensive and filled with sensual promise.



 
 In the back Jane Delacroix sipped a tall, thin flute of champagne and did her best to look like a high priced Hollywood call girl. It wasn't much of a stretch; she had a body built for a dirty dream and an experienced glint in her eye that could make a priest give up thinking about choir boys.



 
 She was an hour glass figure in a tight silk sheath of startling emerald and white-blonde hair worn up like a countess on her way to the Vienna opera. Nails, long and murder-red, grasped the stem of the champagne flute with delicate precision.



 
 She was a startling portrait of femininity. She also really was a high priced call girl, which helped.



 
 Across from her the Cambodian warlord watched the rise and fall of her generous breasts, his tongue flicking out to wet his lips in greedy swipes. His palms itched as he thought about getting his hands on the beautiful woman's hips and rounded ass. He made no attempt to cover the bulge growing in the crotch of his tuxedo pants.



 
 He gulped the rest of his own champagne as his other hand dropped to his lap. Jane eyed him through cobalt blue eyes hooded by long lashes. All night long, as General Kou Hun Sen clumsily pawed her breasts or pinched her buttocks Jane giggled and laughed. She let him rub himself against the curve of her long legs and tell her all of the filthy things he was going to make her do in his ridiculously accented English.



 
 "There's no need to wait," Hun Sen grinned. "I'm ready now."



 
 In case she somehow didn't understand, he took one of her hands and pressed it hard against his erection. Smiling like a pro, she diligently squeezed the stiff cock. It filled her palm in a respectable manner, she thought.



 
 "No baby, not yet." She licked bee-stung lips and the opium lord actually whined, like a dog in heat. "You told me so much about that big bed of yours and the little Asian honey you keep there, I've just got to see it for myself."



 
 "It is so refreshing to meet a westerner not hung up on their sexuality, who is able to enjoy partners of both genders equally well. In my palace at home I enjoy the village boys just as much their sisters." Again he grinned. "Sometimes even more."



 
 Jane kept her face frozen in a smiling mask as she swallowed hard against the knot of vomit that threatened to come up. She removed her hand from where it pressed against the man's crotch and reached carefully for the bottle of Dom Perignon.



 
 Hun Sen grinned. "But, yes, Chau Kim is a good pet to me. I purchased her from a Vietnamese nunnery on the border between our countries for a ridiculously low price." Again his smile flashed. "I will instructor her to please you while I watch."



 
 "That, uh, sounds great," her mask slipped and it was only the fact that the opium warlord was already so drunk on $200 dollar a bottle French libation that kept him from noticing.



 
 He reached out with an authoritative hand and stopped the glass from reaching her lips. She looked up in surprise and met his intense, black eyes. She was suddenly reminded that this was no pampered actor she was with, no effeminate and egomaniacally rock star.



 
 He was a
 warlord
 . At his word men died. He commanded soldiers, led men in battle, murdered his enemies. When he wanted something, he got it. When he gave an order, it was followed.



 
 She shivered at the raw display of power revealed by his naked gaze. Adrenaline made her tremble, and her heart beat faster. Slowly, she lowered the bottle back into the bucket.



 
 “I said,” he repeated. “I am ready now.”



 
 Blushing at the naked hunger in his gaze, she nodded in submission. She felt fluttering butterflies come alive in her stomach, and something lower in her belly stirred as well. She was so good at her job, because, deep down where it counted, she loved it.



 
 She loved the freedom of the sex with clients, the surrendering to anything they wanted. The unpredictability of how her pleasure came, the look in their eyes when she was done, like they’d been hit with a cyclone.



 
 The man before her commanded armies, it was his turn to discover what she commanded. Then she would betray him.



 
 With smooth, practiced dexterity, Jane lowered herself before the warlord. Her ass slid across the smooth leather seat and her knees came to rest on the ground until she knelt before him, subject to his every whim.



 
 He smiled, and it was a cold, hard line. But he swallowed too, and she knew she had him. He desired her badly. She looked down, demure, and asked shyly.



 
 “What pleases you, general?”



 
 “Your tits,” he said. “Take them out.”



 
 Slowly, she reached up and slid the strap off her shoulder, loosening the sheath-like grip of the dress on her large breasts. One side went down, then the other. Sen’s eyes bored into her and the bulge in his trousers became a tent.



 
 She paused, arms crossed in an X over her chest. Then, slowly, she peeled down the edge of her dress and freed one double D cup. Sen hissed sharply, and Jane stifled the smile of triumphant that threatened to slide across her face.



 
 She reversed her motions and the second breast popped free. Rising slightly on her knees, she leaned forward and her tits spilled out to hang low, soft pillows with hardening nipples.



 
 Carefully, she leaned in and let their weight rest on Sen’s knees. She licked her lips and looked up.



 
 “Like this?” she whispered.



 
 He nodded. The movement sharp. His nostrils flared as he inhaled sharply, gaining control of himself. He looked at Jane, then looked at his lap where his erection strained against the material of his pants.



 
 “Take it out,” he said. “Take out my cock.”



 
 She reached up, unhurried, and slowly undid his belt. As the buckle came loose she bit her lip lightly. He reached down and massaged her tits, pinching the stiff points of her nipples, squeezing them hard.



 
 She moaned and paused, leaning into his grasp. Her breasts were extremely sensitive and she sometimes felt as if an express highway of nerve endings traveled straight from her tits to her vagina.



 
 She loved them touched. Licked, bit. Gentle touches, hard grabs. It didn’t matter. Caressed or mauled, as long they got plenty of action, she could orgasm like a machinegun going off.



 
 “Take it out,” he said again. This time his voice was more urgent, less authoritative.



 
 Her hands wandered across his encased cock, found the zipper, and drew it down carefully. She reached in and took hold of the thing, it lay like a steel bar, pointed up by his belly. He relaxed into the limo seat as she pulled his dick out through his fly, exposing it.



 
 The penis stood like a piece of petrified wood. Dark blue veins climbed up to a purple head in thick vines. Curved like a scimitar, it seemed solid enough to bruise her. Unconsciously, he scooted himself forward, pushing more of it out of his pants and toward her face.



 
 “Do it,” he ordered. “Put in your mouth, suck it, woman.”



 
 She leaned forward, letting her hair fall around her face in curtains. Her breath played in a breeze across his hot skin and the hard-on twitched. This close up she smelled him in a heady mix of aromas.



 
 His cologne, strong but tasteful and very expensive. The scent of male under that, coupled with just the faintest tang of urine. Her lips parted and she reached up to grasp the shaft.



 
 His hands shot out and locked onto hers. She looked up, eyes shining, and met his look. His eyes shone bright as hers. He lifted his lip in a facsimile of a smile, and she noticed the hard plane of his cheekbones, surely a gift from that French father they’d told her about.



 
 “No hands,” he said. “Use only your mouth.”



 
 She locked her hands behind her back, pushing the mountains of her breasts forward across his legs. Awkwardly, mouth open, she nuzzled up to his crotch, groping for the head of his cock with her mouth.



 
 She put her cheek against the erection. The thing was warm, and so tense it seemed to vibrate with the intensity of its need. She realized having such a diamond dense length inside her already moist pussy was sure to leave her bruised, well fucked, and…satisfied.



 
 She snuggled up to the full glans of the cockhead and turned her face down, taking it in her mouth. She heard Sen’s sharp intake of breath and felt a surge of affirmation, of power, course through her.



 
 The savory taste filled her mouth as her lips sealed around the erection. Saliva filled her mouth in a sloppy rush as her tongue began swirling around the sensitive ridges of the corona, finding the deep seam and licking up to the pee slit of the meatus.



 
 She tongued the opening and Sen groaned out loud. Languidly, she began bobbing her head, sucking inward as she moved up and down, coating it in cords of her spit. She rocked her body slightly with the motion, rubbing her tits into his legs, getting herself off.



 
 One of her hands slipped under her dress and found the junction of her thighs. Her underwear, boutique expensive and tastefully slutty, was already damp from her leaking pussy. Her finger pushed in through the thin, silky material and rubbed her engorged lips. She shuttered.



 
 Sen groaned. His hands, strong and calloused, came down on the back of her head, gripping her firmly. He drew her down along his length, forcing her to take him deeper. She gagged as he reached her throat and slid into it.



 
 Her nose buried in his black pubic hair, and the drool leaking out around her lips dripped onto his balls. Keeping her face pinned in his lap, Sen lifted his ass off the seat and thrust upward, the sound of her gagging seeming to drive him on.



 
 The head of his dick battered at the back of her throat, pushing her to her limits. She retched, coughed around the invading shaft, and then opened her throat, until finally, she successful took him all in.



 
 It went on for several long moments. Sen throat-fucking her on her knees, while she masturbated, sliding a finger past her panties and inside herself. The feeling of being dominated, of focusing only on the
 now
 of this experience, this moment, was liberating. Fears and responsibilities fell away.



 
 She was here to service this cock any way it wanted.



 
 She let her neck relax and his grip tightened down hard. He began forcing her mouth up and down along his length, shoving as deep as he could manage, back arcing off the seat. His breath came fast and hard, and she thought he was close to cumming. Her fingers worked in and out of her pussy.



 
 Abruptly, he pulled her off his dick and pushed her roughly to the limo floor. She sprawled out, tits swinging free, hair falling across her eyes. Her knees spread as her tight dress hiked up around her thighs.



 
 She gasped at the sudden violence and her nipples tightened so unexpectedly they throbbed with ache. Subjugated, her eyes went immediately to the symbol of his manhood. His cock jutted up, glistening with her spit.



 
 She felt the dampness of her own drool on her face and subconsciously ran the back of her wrist across her mouth. Face dark with passion, the face of a man who commanded death squads, Sen snarled at her.



 
 “I want that blonde American pussy.”



 
 She smiled, slinky and seductive. She went onto all fours, tits dangling openly, and crawled leisurely toward him across the short distance separating them. He watched her, cock hard, eyes hooded. He looked like a barbarian king appraising his harem.



 
 The feel of the ridiculously thick carpet under her, and smell of the plush, leather interior, enveloped her. The back of the limo was its own world, a separate universe of opulence. There was nothing else. Just comfort, and her, and the cock.



 
 At his feet, she looked up, voice husky. “You want this pussy?”



 
 “Give it to me.”



 
 “You want American pussy?” She rose, straddling his legs, dressed bunched around her hips. “Want to don’t you get it cowgirl?” she asked.



 
 His hands, greedy and strong, found her, and pulled her forward. She laughed at the urgency, but came easily to his command, sliding up his lap. Her full breasts pushed into his face and he leaned his head eagerly forward, taking a nipple in his mouth.



 
 She moaned as his tongue slid across her hypersensitive nipple. She wrapped one arm around his head and ran her fingers through his short, military cut hair. With her other hand, she reached down and shifted her panties to one side.



 
 His cock protruded between them and she guided it toward the damp slit between her legs. Still sucking her tits, Sen growled as the head of his dick rubbed against her opening.



 
 She squatted, poised with him at her entrance. She sank, slowly engulfing him until just the tip penetrated her. Sen’s growl trailed off into a sound almost like a whimper and his head fell back on the seat, eyes closed. She felt his fingers tighten in steel bands around her waist.



 
 Sure she was aligned, she plunged down his shaft. The sensation of being split, of being filled rolled into her body as he slid into the sheath of her vagina. Both her hands went to the sides of his face and she rolled her belly downward, rubbing her swollen and tender clitoris against his pelvis as she took him, balls deep.



 
 This was the feeling, the one she craved. And in her secret heart the sleaziness of the situation aroused her in a way she never found anywhere else except with a client. Yes, she was an elite escort to a millionaire class, courtesan to the jet set. But at her base, inside where the animal who drove her hunger coiled like a dark snake, she was what she was; a whore.



 
 She was a whore putting out for money. She rolled her hips again, grinding her clit hard, fucking the stiff dick between her legs. She was taking cock for pay, an activity that dated back through the millenniums.



 
 She found her balance on her knees now, shifted her weight, and began bouncing up and down. She pressed her tits into Sen, smearing them across his face. They were both full into it now, fucking hard, Sen snorting like a stallion, her crying out with each hard stroke.



 
 She ground down with her hips, changing the angle of entry, and the head of his dick skimmed across G-spot, making her shout.



 
 “Fuck, yes,” she yelled.



 
 Sen’s hands, the brutal hands of a killer and soldier, grabbed the full, soft globes of her cheeks and squeezed hard, and she panted in response. Her body burned with feeling, surging with pleasure signals like electricity through copper wire. Their groins made a wet, slopping sound as they fucked and that familiar burning pressure of an impending orgasm began building.



 
 “Come on, baby,” she begged as they fucked, head back, eyes closed. “Come on, baby. Put it to me.”



 
 Sen responded by pulling her down into his thrust as his hips slammed upward. It was too much, all of it, too much. Her clit mashed into his lower abdomen just above the root of his cock, while the dick itself scrapped over her G-spot in a fevered rhythm. Hot, wet lips clamped onto her tits, sucking her nipples. Strong hands massaged her ass cheeks.



 
 It didn’t matter who she was with, which dick was inside her, it was this bright, intense moment she lived for. The Spanish had a saying for that instant when the Matador stepped into the bull’s charge and slid his sword home; they called it, The Moment of Truth.



 
 Teeth clenched, her moment of truth, hit her like a train and she shrieked her pleasure. Inside her Sen shot, and she felt hot ejaculate splash up inside her, squirting in a convulsive rhythm so the feeling of his cum pushed her further over the cliff.



 
 Her body shook as she lulled forward and sagged into his embrace. They sat for a long moment, neither moving. Inside her, she felt his dick begin to soften and she moaned at the sudden sense of loss.



 
 Faces pressed tight, cheek to cheek, Jane felt herself smiling. Sen slumped, clearly spent. Slowly, his penis slipped out of her and she felt some of his sperm leak onto her thigh. Her grin of triumphant made a hard mask of her beautiful face.



 
 Now came the betrayal.



 
  



 
  



 
  



 
  



 
 The back door opened and the thick set bodyguard and driver stood to one side. He was built like a brick shithouse, square and low to the ground with a neck so thick and squat it seemed to set squarely on his shoulders. He had the dull black eyes of a Mako shark, and Jane was afraid of him.



 
 Her information said he'd been trained by U.S. Army Special Forces, working as advisers for the CIA in the Southeast Asian country. Taking out the general would be one thing; taking out his chief torturer and primary hit man would be another matter entirely.



 
 As she slid out of the limo Hun Sen let his hand slide off the curve of her behind and down between her legs. She forced herself to accept the invasion as she found her balance in high heels on the driveway. She pretended to laugh and could feel the bodyguard's cold disdain as she pretended to stumble.



 
 She was drunk. There was no way to fake it under the general's watchful eye. An hour ago, when he'd finally excused himself to the bathroom of the China Town restaurant, she'd taken a Benzedrine to keep her sharp and slipped a dose of powdered Nembutal into the warlord's glass.



 
 If Mother's Little Helper was good enough for the Rolling Stones it was good enough for General Hun Sen, CIA asset against the communist forces in Cambodia, and opium kingpin. She was just praying that the glass marble gleam in his beady black eyes was a signal that he was close to Never Never Land.



 
 He came out of the car right behind her. She started stepping forward and climb the wide stone steps leading up to the rented mansion's doors. His arm, wiry thin and surprisingly strong, slipped around her waist like a Sheppard’s hook. He pulled her close until the hard shaft of his erection was pushed hard against the globe of her butt cheek.



 
 Jesus, that was fast,
 she thought.
 He’s ready to go quicker than a teenager.



 
 His face brushed her shoulder and he whispered hoarsely into her back, his spittle blotting the green silk of her dress.



 
 "I think I'll take you like I do the village boys," he drooled and she took heart in how vicious his slur was. "I like a snug fit and your American ass just begs for it."



 
 Adrenaline flushed through her amphetamine jacked system and she almost fed him the sharp point of her elbow right then, but she fought the urge and forced the energy out in a tight, high pitched giggle. She was close to the end, she could make it.



 
 Taking a few quick steps forward, she rolled her hips in the skin tight dress, staying just out of Hun Sen's reach. The sick son of a bitch had Fu Manchu beat hands down for quote, “Yellow Peril,” unquote, and the naked lust on his face made him look like a hyena drooling over a lion kill.



 
 The sneer on the bodyguard's face was so scornful it practically bled disdain. It didn't matter, her heart was pounding hard in her chest as she let the warlord chase her up the stairs. Her eyes went to the walls running around the compound. She knew her backup was out there, but realized that if things went
 really
 wrong in the next ten minutes that Detective David Sten would never reach her in time.



 
 She opened the door and stopped cold. Snarling dogs greeted her. The Doberman Pinchers barked, showing wicked teeth. For a second the three beasts were so tightly packed they looked like a single animal with three growling heads, a black and tan Cerberus guarding the gates to hell.



 
 A single Cambodian held all three leashes, on either side of the dog handler two mercenaries armed with Swedish K sub-machine guns stood at attention.
 It's a trap!
 she thought and shrank back. Hun Sen came through the door and ran his hands up onto her big breasts. There was no way she could have worn a brassier under a dress that tight and his fingers easily found her nipples, pinching them hard.



 
 He snapped something in Cambodian at the men and they retreated out of the entrance way. "I can't wait," he said from behind her. "Get on your knees, now!"



 
 She turned to him, fear giving her creativity, desperation forcing her to play any hand she could think of. "No, please. I, I...I want to see the girl."



 
 The request seemed odd and as slow and stupid as the man was he paused, suddenly suspicious. She had to be brilliant and she had to be convincing and she had to do it quickly; he was a man used to having enemies who were brutal killers and his paranoia was hard earned.



 
 "Why?" he snapped. His eyes came even with the twin missile heads of her tits.



 
 On second thought,
 she told herself,
 it doesn't have to be that brilliant.



 
 She leaned down low, until the pillows of her breasts were inches from the alcohol stink of his breath and she dropped her voice low, down into a throaty whisper, a whisper designed to make men think about the sound of her grunts and moans during sex.



 
 "Because I like to be watched when a man does me," she purred. "I like to look over and see another girl seeing me get it good. Nothing turns me on more and I'll do
 anything
 when I'm being watched."



 
 Hun Sen swallowed so hard his Adam's Apple bobbed with an audible click. His eyes never left the jutting shelf of her chest as he barked out his orders in a voice suddenly, painfully hoarse.



 
 "Go! Go now!" He snapped at his men. "Outside. Boupha!" he yelled at his chief bodyguard, "get Chau up to my room, at once." His eyes gleamed wetly as the bottom of a gin glass. He staggered and she was forced to catch him.



 
 Jane prayed he'd make it to the bedroom. "Baby, I'm ready," she urged him.



 
 The entry way was French, Louis the XIV influenced with twin, curving banister staircases running up the outside of the marble tiled room above a grand pillared walkway leading deeper into the downstairs.



 
 At the top both staircases merged into a single balcony hall with numerous doors.



 
 As Hun Sen and Jane climbed the staircase Boupha emerged from one of the doors and led a slight, willow wisp of a girl toward the only pair of double doors on the landing. Even from twenty yards away Jane could see the girl was stoned out of her mind, eyes more glassy and gait more unsteady than those of the now drugged warlord.



 
 Pretending to laugh Jane hurried up the steps just a little bit faster. The rug was a thick cream and burgundy, late European Renaissance, with gold brocade. As she reached the landing the sickly sweet scent of opium smoke hung in a thick miasma despite the open space.



 
 The smoke was so thick it made her momentarily light headed. She again almost stumbled in surprise at the sudden, perfumed intoxication and pulled herself straight. Behind her Hun Sen tripped into a wall, almost knocking a minor Monet from its golden frame. The spring meadow scene complete with slightly out of focus maiden in a sun bonnet and demure dress rocked slightly, as if it too were high



 
 Boupha held open a bedroom door and Jane pulled Hun Sen in after her. She stopped, disbelieving. The wisp of a girl, raven hair hanging down to her waist, body marred by bruises and teeth marks, was already naked, holding an extravagant water pipe in childlike hands. Her breasts were nubs with big, dark nipples and her skin a deep bronze yellow, like soft Asian gold.



 
 She was stunningly out of place in the French Renaissance room. Heavy velvet curtains covered windows on either side of an ornate fireplace. A four poster bed with dripping canopy spread out over about a half an acre of floor space. On the wall next to the double doors ran a wet bar made of onyx and teak with gaudy gold leaf trim.



 
 Sun Hen was behind her, pushing her toward the big, high bed. The bodyguard took one last look in the room and shut the door. She grinned as she heard the lock being turned over. She let herself be shoved toward the turned down sheets of Egyptian cotton.



 
 She put her hands out like a gymnast, caught the mattress as she was propelled forward and spun easily. Her thighs, long and smooth and strong opened like the cover of a book and her tight dress ripped loudly along the seams. Now she could move.



 
 Her panties, red satin and cut as French as the Louis XIV chair next to the divan lounge in front of the ostentatious fireplace, winked out as she lay back on the bed. Beneath the thin material her soft, downy pubic hair was as pale blonde as the hair on her head.



 
 Hun Sen staggered, caught himself then clumsily undid his pants. His erection stuck out, red and purple under the deep yellow of his skin and he staggered toward her. She spread her legs wider, making an inviting target.



 
 The girl drew deeply on the water pipe, inhaling smooth smoke like a furnace bellows. The size of her hit, given the fragility of her ribcage, was truly prodigious. Her own public hair was a black thatch at the junction of her skinny thighs. If Jane hadn't know she was nineteen years old she might have thought the girl years younger than her actual age.



 
 The sickness of the situation left greasy stains in Jane's stomach as adrenaline bled into her already ramped up system. She narrowed her focus to Hun Sen as he came forward, his cock leading the way. The Phenobarbital was really kicking in now and the warlord could barely stand.



 
 The word had come down to the LAPD from the CIA through the State Department; the good General Hun Sen was to be accorded every privilege of diplomacy, including immunity from investigation and prosecution. His army kept the Viet Cong out of his region and strengthened the royal family's hold over the imploding nation.



 
 The communists had to be stopped and if a little Golden Triangle heroin had to make its way into the west coast to do that, then so be it. If teenage girls were used up and then thrown away, then so be that too. There was a bigger picture, a larger stage where the drama was being played out.



 
 But Jane Delacroix was used to small stages and small stakes. When you weren't fighting global battles then people could still matter. Little girls strung out on opium while being turned into the abused playthings of sick and twisted villains, could still matter in life, even if the monolithic shadow of the Soviet Union still loomed in the background.



 
 Hun Sen was on her. Despite his heavy intoxication and their recent encounter, the skin of his penis shaft stretched painfully tight. The light from a Currey and Company period piece chandelier gleamed off the head of his cock as it came toward her like a battering ram.



 
 Sometimes,
 she thought,
 undercover work is a bitch.
 Time
 to be a pro.



 
 She reached out and took hold of the hard-on. The girl came up behind Sen and pressed herself against, running her hands across his body in open admiration. Jane’s stomach did a slow roll, confused by the situation. The girl’s actions didn’t appear to be the kind normally associated with a victim.



 
 She needed time to figure the situation out. Reaching down, Sen ripped her panties out of the way, and began rubbing his cock on her pussy. Behind him, the girl dropped to her knees and began rimming his ass.



 
 The sight was stunning, and arousing. She felt herself growing wetter and in her moment of hesitation, Sen slammed his blunt instrument home. She gasped as pushed into her to the hilt, balls slapping her ass. Her thighs remained sticky from his first load and he was going for round two.



 
 His hands came down and found the soft mounds of her breasts and squeezed. She moaned at the intensity of his fever touch, amazed at the warlord’s stamina. Her back arced up into his touch as he moved inside her.



 
 Behind him, the girls fingers grabbed his waist from behind and Jane watched her shoving her face fully in between the muscular globes of his ass cheeks. Sen had come up through the ranks humping heavy rucksacks uphill through the jungle, and it showed in his lean, muscular body.



 
 His fingers formed claws and squeezed her tits hard. The twin sensations met somewhere at the base of her spine and set her body on fire. They made wet sounds as they fucked, the girl eagerly licking her way through the rim job, Jane’s well lubricated pussy taking the pounding Sen dished out.



 
 She propped herself up on her elbows and looked down as Sen roughly handled her breasts. She saw his cock sliding in and out of her, heard the girl slurping behind his back. It was a kinky scene, and, truth was, Jane Delacroix liked kinky scenes; they were her stock and trade.



 
 Nothing wrong about taking an orgasm where you can get,
 she told herself.



 
 On Sen’s next thrust, she lifted her hips up to meet him, allowing him fuller access to her cunt. She grabbed her legs behind the knees and pulled them back until they stuck straight up in the air.



 
 She let soft exclamations escape with each breath as he hammer his cock home. She saw his eyes glazing and began fucking him back harder. She had to get off before he passed out or she’d be out of sorts until she came.



 
 “Come on, general,” she urged. “Hurt that pussy, fuck that American pussy.”



 
 His hands slid off her tits and found the covers where they knotted into fists around the fabric. He leaned forward, eyes closed, and clearly dizzy. But the warlord was a machine, and his cock kept drilling into her.



 
 A paralyzing tingle swept through her body, riding the currents of adrenaline from the danger of the situation. She suddenly felt light headed, and her vision went blurry. In the next moment an intense feeling of lightness erupted through her, as if she would simply float off the bed and away. Between her thighs her clitoris throbbed with amazing intensity and she put her head back and screamed out her pleasure.



 
 Inside her, Sen broke out his second orgasm, gushing into her like a broken hydrant on the street. Copious amounts of ejaculate flooded her pussy and the muscles inside her contracted hard.



 
 Perks of the job,
 she thought.



 
 Between her legs, Sen, now clearly inebriated, backed away. He wobbled as if unsteady and pushed the girl away.



 
 “Hey, general,” Jane said.



 
 He looked at her.



 
 Her leg lashed out once, quickly, like a snake striking.



 
 The ball of her foot caught the inebriated fool in the side of his knee and he folded like a cheap card table. He stumbled and fell forward as Jane piston drove her hips up, her long, long legs snapping open then closing around his head like the jaws of a trap.



 
 Moving fast she jerked her body to the side and swept him off his feet as she cinched in the figure 4 leg lock, shutting off the flow of blood to the man's already foggy brain. The girl watched, nonplussed and slowly let smoke leak out her nostrils like dragon breath.



 
 At first Hun Sen was confused. He tried to turn his face toward her vagina and for a moment she could feel him trying to work his tongue against her crotch. She snarled and cranked her hips to the side. Hun Sen gasped at the pain as his head was jerked to an unnatural angle. Gradually he realized he was suffocating.



 
 He tried fighting back, Jane twisted her body around, all sinew and hate until she pushed him down on the thick carpet where he couldn't get any purchase. She sat above him pushing down, squeezing hard. His chin was tucked, blocking part of the effects of the Judo hold. She wound her fingers through his greasy black hair and yanked his head back, exposing more of his throat.



 
 Settling her hips down lower she sunk the leg lock as deep as it could get. Immediately the Cambodian's face turned purple. Jane balanced over his thrashing body like a rodeo rider. She looked to the girl. It finely seemed to be sinking in to her that this wasn't some kind of strange Western sex.



 
 The girl's mouth fell open. The female private detective realized with a sort of confused, horrified shock, that the girl was going to scream.



 
 "No!" Jane whispered in a harsh voice, speaking French. "I'm here to help you! I'm going to get you out! There are people waiting just outside the mansion to take us away!"



 
 The girl paused, her mouth slowly closing. She cocked her head in confusion.



 
 "You speak French, yes? They said you understood French. Do you understand me? I'm here to rescue you!"



 
 "I understand," the girl said. "I understand you are a bitch traitor to the God-King Hun Sen, regal lord of the Khmer Empire!"



 
 Then she began screaming in earnest.



 
  



 
 The girl's cries were like an air raid siren going off.



 
 The shrill shriek raked Jane's eardrums until she was sure they were going to bleed. There was no way anyone would confuse those for sex but she was betting Hun Sen's men were long used to hearing the sound of a woman's scream coming from their master's chambers.



 
 Chau sprang to her feet and began screaming a string of wild, frantic words in Cambodian and now Jane knew she had no choice. Everything had been going to plan until the warlord withstood the effects of her Mickey for just a few minutes too long. Now this; his sex slave coming to his defense!



 
 She looked down at Hun Sen. He seemed out. The girl was on her feet now, stumbling toward the door. Jane had to make a decision and make it fast. Cursing, she released her hold on the Cambodian and lunged after the girl. The man's head thumped off the carpet like a bag of apples.



 
 The girl was still screaming, lunging for the door on opium-shaky legs. Jane would never make it time. She snatched up the water pipe and hurtled the piece sidearm toward the girl. The heavy apparatus spun round like a boom o rang before crashing into Chua’s legs. A glowing red ember of burning opium popped free and sailed across the room.



 
 The girl grunted at the impact, her feet tangling up. She went down hard, her legs splashed with bong water. The ember, smoking furiously, landed in the thick shag carpet. Jane was on her belly and scissored herself to her hands and knees. Her dress ripped more until it hung off her like some Hollywood Indian’s loincloth from a John Ford western.



 
 From her knees she came up to one foot as the girl tried to stand. Jane drove hard and sprang, acrobat-like after the girl. She collided, driving her bigger, all-American Girl's frame into the slighter female, knocking her down before she could reach the door.



 
 The Cambodian turned, a hissing Asian hellcat. Jane snapped her head back to avoid raking nails and the girl's hand caught the front of her dress, ripping it like a cyclone. Jane's breasts, big and braless fell free, creamy mounds of suddenly vulnerable flesh.



 
 "Bitch!" she bellowed in English. The girl would understand no matter the language.



 
 The opium-slave began screaming again, obviously calling for help, shrieking a warning to the bodyguards with their savage dogs and folding stock machine pistols. Jane yanked the girl's head closer to her by long raven tresses and slammed her hard little fist into the girl's exposed face.



 
 Chua’s nose broke open like an over ripe piece of fruit and spread across her face. Hot blood pumped scarlet and splashed Jane's breasts, warm as bath water.
 Some goddamn rescue,
 she thought, then punched the girl in the face a second time as the little Cambodian tried again to claw her eyes.



 
  



 
 Behind her the carpet began smoldering. Hun Sen, choked unconscious, drunk and heavily sedated, showed little sign of rousing. Jane shifted her hold and tried to climb on top of the writhing, naked pleasure girl, their bodies now slick with their sweat. She needed to pin her down and cut off her cries at least long enough for her to make her escape if she had to.



 
 The wiry little Asian was surprisingly strong and Jane miscalculated her attempt to straddle the girl. Both Chua’s legs came up and then shot out like the pistons in an Aston Martin coup. Jane grunted as the girl's heels slammed into the side of her head.



 
 She saw spinning galaxies of stars as she was thrown back. She sprawled across the carpet and only the amphetamines kept her conscious, pumping more oxygenated blood to her brain than she ever could have managed naturally. The carpet burst into flame just behind her. The fire quickly reached the lace fringe of the bed's duvet and moving like a grass fire the flame spread to the highly flammable sheets.



 
 The Cambodian was at the door as Jane came to her feet. Behind them Hun Sen groaned once. She turned and kicked him hard along the jaw, saw the bed burst into flame and spun after Chau. Things had gone to hell pretty damn quickly.



 
 The girl couldn't get the handle on the heavy door to work and Jane clearly recalled Boupha locking it. But from outside the door she suddenly heard shrill voices responding to the girl's warning cries. Behind her the curtains began blazing and the heat had grown enough to be tangible force at her back. Smoke began hazing the room.



 
 Things were starting to look bad.



 
  



 
 Lieutenant David Sten got out of his car.



 
 He left the engine running just in case the signal came and put his binoculars up to his eyes. The window he and Jane had earlier identified as Sun Hen's bedroom remained closed and covered with curtains. He didn't know what in the hell Jane was doing but the plan was running over schedule and he didn't like it.



 
 "I must need my head examined," he muttered to himself. "I never should have let her go in there."



 
 Thing was, Jane had a way about her. He'd seen her handle herself in crazy situations, seen her pull off victories against overwhelming odds. She was good, good as hell, good as she was beautiful, but on top of that her luck was simply uncanny.



 
 He'd allowed himself to be talked into this crazy plan because he had faith in the blonde bombshell of a private escort. Everything in him that was male and cop told him this was stupid and trusting a girl to this kind of danger was the worst kind of folly. But if it could be done he had to admit; experience had taught him that it could be done by Jane Delacroix.



 
 Besides, since he was half in love with her, he found he had one hell of a time saying no to her. But it made him angry at himself to feel that way about hooker, so he pretended it was just about wanting to fuck her.



 
 Still muttering under his breath, he took a few steps forward toward the front of his car. He wasn't exactly being inconspicuous standing around on a mansion-lined street with binoculars. The residents who dwelt here paid large sums of money to ensure their privacy remained private.



 
 Since his official investigation had been squashed by City Hall before it had even began, he'd now have a hard time talking his way clear just by flashing his badge if the neighbors called the police to report a prowler.



 
 Behind him, just around a corner concealed by a high wall of arborvitaes, two men in a silent Buick with government plates also go out of their cars. They wore dark blue Brooks Brother’s suits, fedoras and shiny shoes. Both men were clean shaven and each had a tailored bulge under his left arm.



 
 One of them took a cigarette out of his mouth and flipped it in the gutter. When he walked he sauntered and he had the hard-eyed glare of a full time ass kicker. His partner was a taller, red haired version of the same. Not bothering to hurry, they began strolling down the sidewalk under a line of palm trees toward where David Sten stood.



 
 Though worried about Jane, the street cop was alert enough to hear them coming. Sten turned slowly and sized the men up instantly. They were fit, the hair under their hats regulation short. If it weren't for how highly polished their shoes were he would have figured them for G-Men, either FBI or maybe agents out of Treasury.



 
 But it couldn't be a coincidence they were here outside the rented mansion of a Cambodian warlord and CIA assets. Sten was a cop; he damn well didn't believe in coincidences.



 
 "LAPD," he said, voice low and deep like the warning growl of a pit bull.



 
 "Bully for you, tough guy," the red head said.



 
 "Tough guy?" the other one scoffed. "More like peeping Tom, maybe."



 
 "Whatcha tryin' ta see? Some famous titties sunning themselves by the pool?" Red demanded.



 
 "It's nighttime, jackass." Sten shot back. "And I told you, I'm a cop."



 
 They came to a stop in front of him but he didn't fail to notice how they position themselves, slightly fanned out so he was up against the car on one side and penned in by them on the other.



 
 "We're with the government." the Boss said. "It's a little bit above your pay grade. Frankly you're queering our surveillance. Scram."



 
 "Got IDs? How do I know you aren't just two West Hollywood rangers out cruising?"



 
 "You wiseass sonofabitch!" Red snarled and stepped forward, pointing a blunt finger in Sten's face.



 
 "Easy," Boss snapped. "As a professional courtesy, I'm going to work with you. But once I show you our paperwork you are to take your annoying, traffic ticket writing, ass and get the fuck out of my AO. You understand?"



 
 Sten didn't answer.



 
 It took all his willpower not to turn and look at Sun Hen's window. He had no official reason to be here. In fact, his stakeout, in and of itself, was enough to get him in hot water if reported. He needed probable cause, something that would give him a plausible reason to suspect a crime in progress and then intervene.



 
 He needed Jane to uphold her end of the plan. Even if she didn't, he wasn't going to drive off and leave her in the hands of a Cambodian pervert. He didn't care if it was a National Guard unit with a tank shaking him down.



 
 "No promises 'til I see who you are," he answered.



 
 He let his hands drop to his sides, non-threatening, but he changed his grip on the Binoculars. If these two were who he thought they were, then he had no problem laying them out if push came down to shove.



 
 Boss reached into his jacket and pulled out a square plastic wallet Sten instantly recognized as a government ID case. The fed snapped it open and shoved it toward the LA cop's face, letting him get a clear look at the photo ID and the three letter abbreviation next to it.



 
 DIA



 
 Defense Intelligence Agency, the pentagon's intelligence service. Not what he had been expecting, though it made a certain sense. Of course he now knew how he was going to handle the situation.



 
 "DIA, huh?"



 
 Red smirked. "That's right, doughnut eater. Big Boys."



 
 "I'm afraid I'm going to have to ask you two to leave before I'm forced to detain you under the Posse Comitatus Act. Unless you guys happen to have a letter from the President pursuant to the Insurrection Act."



 
 He smiled, dipped his head a little as he shrugged and used the movement as cover to take a quick peek at Hun Sen's mansion. He saw nothing.



 
 "Don't take it the wrong way," he continued. I'm a big supporter of the military, was a Marine myself, 1st Division, Korea 1950. I believe in supporting our boys in uniform, but regulations are regulations. Couple sharp cookies like you two understand how it is."



 
 Boss smiled.



 
 His teeth were crooked as tombstones but looked predator strong. "Frozen Chosin, eh?" he asked, referencing the now infamous Battle of the Chosin Reservoir. "I was Army myself, before I moved upstairs. Missed out on Korea but got to play a little in Vietnam. Special Forces, 10th Group."



 
 Red cocked his head he smiled, "Airborne, Jarhead. 101St, Screaming fuckin' Eagles."



 
 "Yeah, well, the war is about six thousand miles
 that
 away," Sten countered. He jerked a thumb over his shoulder to the west, toward the Pacific. "Maybe that's where you boys should be concentrating your efforts."



 
 "Funny thing about counter-insurgency," Boss answered, losing his smile, "there are no front lines. Now take your car and kindly un-ass my Area of Operation."



 
 "I'm afraid you don't have the authority to give me orders, which is sort of a police officer way of saying ‘screw you,’ and your red headed stepchild of a partner."



 
 He knew it was coming but he still barely avoided the big round house Red tried to tag him with. He hadn't counted on locking horns with an ex-Green Beret in the street outside of a Bel Air mansion, who would? And his plan to bluff 'em down was falling apart rather quickly.



 
  



 
 He took the punch in a glancing blow off the top his head, where the skull was nice and thick. Using the motion, he twisted around and smashed the binoculars into Boss man's face. The DIA field officer staggered backward under the force and landed hard on his own ass.



 
 Red moved in and stomped the side of Sten's knee with a sniper's precision. The blow came in from the side which allowed his leg to fold and was the only thing that saved him from permanent injury. He went down to one knee, pivoted hard and drove forward like a half-back breaking the line of scrimmage and gunning down hill for open field.



 
 His shoulder slammed into Red's gut and his drive lifted the man off the ground and sent him sprawling out to the pavement, flat on his back. Both of the agents went for their guns but Sten was way ahead of 'em.



 
 "Take it easy and listen up," he watched them close, his gun turned sideways. "This, as you may have noticed is a Colt M1911A1, in .45 caliber. Sturdy weapon, simple parts. In fact, and I probably don't need to tell a couple of old hands like you two, the parts are so simple all you have to do is take a round file to the hammer catch on the action to make it full auto. I squeeze this trigger and the recoil, the way I'm holding it, will march those big slugs right across Boss man here and straight into you, Fire Crotch, all with a single pull of the trigger."



 
 "Are you fucking insane?" Boss snarled.



 
 He was furious and his eyes were cold, dark pits of fury. Sten knew he'd made an enemy who'd happily kill him if he could. Well screw him, Sten could play rough too.



 
 "You may be hotshot agents, but this is
 my
 town. The cops who respond to the reports of gunfire? They'll be my boys. The detectives who do the FBI's legwork looking into your murder? They're my brothers in black."



 
 "You think you can shoot two government agents and get away with it?" Red sounded so incredulous that his voice was almost petulant, like an angry child's.



 
 "You two are dead but armed. Your IDs vanish. Patrol cars get here I'm just an off duty cop who saw two suspicious characters, maybe prowlers or, worse, Negroes, casing a big house in Bel Air. Thought I smelled some of that funny cigarette smoke those hippies are always burning, too. But when I approached you, you attacked me after I clearly identified myself, and drew guns on me.



 
 “Self-defense. It'll get in the papers right quick too," he grinned and shrugged but the cavernous barrel of his .45 didn't waver. "I know folks at the LA Times. My guess is, you jack asses not having any letter from the President and all, that this whole thing is a spy game, which means your bosses'll be a helluva lot more interested in covering their asses than going after a police hero and veteran like myself." He met Boss's eyes, matching the man glare for hate filled glare. "How's this doughnut eater doing so far, motherfucker?"



 
 Boss seemed to relax, his hand came slowly out of his jacket. He took it and waved Red down. "You should have taken the ass beating," he told Sten. "Black eye and a few bruised ribs are nothing compared to the hell that's going to rain down on you once I start the official-compliant-ball rolling down through channels. You're going to be writing parking tickets in Watts by the time I'm finished."



 
 "You still talking?" Sten asked. He kept his voice mild but inside he was queasy with apprehension over Jane's fate.



 
 At that point the window to Hun Sen's bedroom exploded outward in a ball of fire.



 
 Sten spun around, lowering the pistol and the two DIA agents scrambled to their feet. A ladder of fire shot out through the broken glass reaching toward the blue California night.



 
 "Jesus, Jane," Sten whispered. “What the hell did you do?"



 
 He spun to dive into the already running car. If a raging fire wasn't a good excuse for your friendly neighborhood homicide detective to knock on a door then he didn't know what was. He hesitated as he turned. Boss and Red were already on their feet.



 
 They were fast. He tried to bring the gun around and threaten 'em enough to give him room to slid into the car. His radio was in there and he could call the fire in himself.



 
 Sten had no way of knowing it, but the man he called Red had pitched minor league ball before his draft number came up in 1967. Now the ex-paratrooper wound up like he was on the mound in the Big Show and unleashed everything he had down through his skyscraper of an arm.



 
 Big, raw boned knuckles struck Sten in the side of the head right in the temple, in the sweet spot Boxers' called "the button" and the cop went down like a trip-hammered steer.



 
 Red rubbed his hand, grinning stupidly down at the unconscious man. He drew back a size 12 dress shoe to deliver the coup de grace.



 
 Boss, officially known as Agent John Javacovitch on all his paper work, laid a restraining hand on his partner. He gently shook his head, eyes on the burning mansion.



 
 "What the hell is a cop doing outside of Hun Sen's, and just before the place lights on fire, no less?" He reached up and felt the swollen mess of his nose where Sten had laid him out with the binoculars. "And what's got him so excited about this stakeout he'd risk going toe-to-toe with two government agents?"



 
 "Man acts that weird, that stupid," Red, aka Officer Martin Pensk, said "it's almost always either money or a woman. But, hell, this is LA, could be anything."



 
 Javacovitch nodded. "Come on, we better go check on everyone's favorite opium warlord."



 
  



 
 Jane was in trouble.



 
 The sound of barking dogs poured in through the door as Chau frantically rattled the handle, shrieking like an air raid siren. Smoke hung in the room, now thick as London fog and Jane began coughing as her eyes watered.



 
 "Time to go, little girl," Jane told the woman. Chau ignored her.



 
 That was fine, Jane had done her homework. Right outside Hun Sen's room was a kidney shaped swimming pool 12' down at the deep end. From a second story the leap would be ridiculously easy.



 
 Picking up a chair with a minimum price tag of $500, she swung it around like an Olympic hammer thrower. Her boobs, barely encased by the torn tatters of her evening dress, bounced crazily, almost comically, with the effort of the toss but the chair flew straight, punching through the heavy, burning curtains and bursting through the heavy glass of the window just behind them.



 
 Boupha shouted just outside the door. Chau whirled at the sound of breaking glass and saw Jane coming for her. The girl threw herself forward, uninhibited by her nakedness, and began clawing furiously for Jane's eyes, one slender, nut-brown hand snagging up in the American woman's long, blonde tresses.



 
 Chau snapped Jane's head back and forth as her nails raked the P.I.'s left breast, leaving four red claw marks in her soft flesh.



 
 "Bitch!"



 
 The pain galvanized Jane and she unloaded in an adrenaline driven attack. She reached down toward the floor and picked her fist up around Texas before driving it into the Cambodian girl's chin. Chau stumbled back against the door hard enough to rattle it in the frame.



 
 The lock turned over.



 
 Leaping inside like a clinch-style boxer, Jane followed her upper cut with a hook to the stomach. Chau gasped harshly as the breath was driven from her lungs under the violence of the blow. The slighter woman sagged at the waist under the impact.



 
 The doorknob turned.



 
 Moving like a matador, Jane spun around Chua’s shoulder until she was standing beside her, just behind her shoulder, as the Cambodian, still bent over, gasped and sputtered for her breath. Like an executioner Jane drew her left arm up and axe chopped the knife edge of her palm straight into the back of the girl's neck where spine met skull, in a vicious rabbit punch.



 
 Instantly the unconscious opium slave fell to the floor. The bedroom door swung open and the snarling muzzle of an enraged Doberman appeared in the jam. Jane threw her shoulder hard against the heavy wooden structure and slammed it closed. The guard dog yelped in pain and she fervently hoped she'd broken out every tooth in its mouth.



 
 Working quickly, she snapped the door's lock closed before reaching over and snatching a silk tapestry off the wall. She couldn't see five feet into the room now from all the smoke. Yellow flames like the pavilion of hell ate along the walls and ceiling, the heat blazed blast furnace hot leaving her instantly bathed in copious streaks of sweat.



 
 Chest heaving, she quickly wrapped the length of strong silk around the two door handles and tucked the ends. It wouldn't hold long, just seconds, and they had the key to unlock the door. She could only pray that the razor's edge margin she'd just given herself would be enough.



 
 Stooping low she scooped the unconscious little Asian woman over her shoulder. The locks on the door snapped back open. Half-blind Jane orientated herself toward the broken window. The skin along her naked legs and breasts reddened and tightened under the searing heat.



 
 Digging her heels into the burning carpet she sprinted forward, charging toward the open window like a running back breaking through and racing for open field. Behind her the door popped open and caught on the silk wrap.



 
 Jane came through the smoke in two steps and saw Hun Sen scrapping burning sheet from his face. Behind her the door burst open and the two Dobermans raced in snarling, Boupha, Swedish K in hand right behind them. She had to make the leap to the burning bed.



 
 The sudden channeling of air from the broken window to the open door created an instantaneous funnel of savage heat. The dogs whirled to run, Boupha stopped and threw his arm up to protect himself. Jane leap up on the bed, crying out as her foot was seared.



 
 Hun Sen lurched up and snatched her by her ankle. Grossly over extended from her jump she went down hard on the bed. She screamed as Chau was thrown clear. Showing incredible strength for a man his size the Cambodian warlord snatched her off the bed by one leg.



 
 She tried to sit up but he struck her a vicious backhand that sent her already oxygen starved brain spinning. Rough hands grabbed her as Hun Sen's men rushed into the bedroom.



 
 "Go! Go!" he yelled. "Put her in the basement cells before the fire department gets here."



 
 Again she tried to fight but the punch she took this time was from a furious Boupha and she was knocked cold.



 
  



 
 Detective David Sten woke with a start.



 
 "Jane!" he shouted as he tried to sit up.



 
 Painful vertigo from the blow he'd taken stopped him before he lifted his head six inches. Moaning, he tried to roll over and regain his equilibrium. That red haired bastard hit like a goddamn mule kicking. Gritting his teeth he pushed himself up off the street.



 
 The two DIA agents were gone. He looked down the street toward Hun Sen's rented Bel Air mansion. Smoke poured out of a window like it was chimney. It plumed up like a giant fist as licks of yellow flame ate away at the edges of the window sill.



 
 He should have been at the gates by now. He was failing her. He forced himself up and staggered against the car. It was still running. He snarled to himself, summoning his will.



 
 "Come on goddamn it, Sten! You can take a punch."



 
 He forced himself straight and yanked open his door, half falling inside to just behind the wheel. His head was clearing though; he
 could
 take a punch, it was part of what made him who he was. He threw the Buick into gear and it lurched forward.



 
 On the street people came outside their front gates to watch the mansion burn from the safety of their palm tree lined sidewalks. Snatching the handset for the radio to his mouth, he called in the emergency to the swing shift dispatcher.



 
 "This is Two Charlie Eight, this is Two Charlie Eight," he said.



 
 The needle on the speedometer was sweeping left to right in an unbroken arc. He rattled off the address and informed them of the fire. His big V8 engine was growling loudly as it picked up speed and he almost sideswiped a cherry red Corvette Sting Ray parked along the street as he slid into the drive before the property.



 
 His foot never touched the brake as he rammed through the heavy steel gate. The front of his car crumpled in like a beer can but the big engine and all that Detroit steel made for one hell of a battering ram. The heavy gate exploded open, jacked up off its electric runners and the Buick stuttered to a stop.



 
 Prepared as he was for the impact he wasn't wearing a seat belt and he bounced off the mammoth rubber circle of his steering well, opening a cut above his eye. He tried to shoulder his door open but it was dented shut and so pinned by the top corner of the broken gate that he could barely budge it quarter of an inch.



 
 He spun sideways on his butt and brought his knees up to his chin. In the distance he heard sirens. The LAFD didn't mess around with their response times in the 90077 zip code. His feet lashed forward and slammed into the jammed door, knocking it open.



 
 He caught the jam with his hand and pulled himself half out of the opening. He didn't know what the government sonofabitches had done with his .45 so he reached over and pulled his .12 gauge pump from its brackets under the dash.



 
 "Look who's coming to dinner, assholes," he muttered.



 
 The shotgun made that sound, the
 this is for real
 snap, as he tromboned the action. It made him sneer. Made him happy as he marched up the drive toward the house. This wasn't the best part of the job, but it was one of the most fun.



 
 The front door opened and a single black torpedo of a Doberman raced clear, running flat out like a Greyhound at the track. With no more expression that a marksman shooting skeet, Sten swept up the shotgun and fired, jacked the action and swept the barrel up to cover the door of the mansion.



 
 The double-aught buckshot scythed into the dog, smashing its narrow skull instantly. It somersaulted end over end, leaving a bloody smear on the black asphalt of the driveway. Sten loved dogs. He didn't give the ruined Doberman a second glance as he jogged toward the building.



 
 A skinny Asian male in a Rolling Stones t-shirt and a dangling cigarette swung out, sweeping an already stuttering Swedish K sub-machine gun toward the LA cop. Reflexively, Sten threw himself down and to the side. He triggered the shotgun as he fell and buckshot tore a chunk out of the mansion's door jam.



 
 The kid ducked back around the corner and Sten popped up to a 3-point stance, the shotgun in one hand. He stood and went to work the action. The muzzle of the Swedish K poked out around the corner and a wall of 9x19mm Parabellum thundered out of the 36-round box magazine.



 
 He rolled for the cover of some shrubs, realized they weren't going to protect him worth a damn and dove toward a natural stone French fountain gurgling water into the dry, Southern California air. The cherub on the pinnacle, spitting an arc of liquid from pouting lips, exploded into shards as the soft-nosed rounds tore into it.



 
 Flat on his back Sten finally managed to work his action. Sirens were a deafening cacophony now, the engines just blocks away. He could also pick out the more insistent shriek of police wailers.



 
 "LAPD!" he shouted.



 
 Another burst of 9mm fire answered him. Gouts of manicured lawn kicked up next to him and he was forced to huddle lower. There was a screech of tires then a brutal, metallic
 crack
 followed by the sound of breaking glass tinkling on pavement.



 
 Sten looked over. Agents Boss and Red had arrived. After ploughing into Sten's car with their own heavy, four-door Ford, they popped out of the cab like demented springs, .38 caliber Police Specials, identical to those used by Air Force security teams in Saigon, in hand.



 
 "Back off Sten!" Javacovitch ordered.



 
 "This property has been designated a consulate of the Kingdom of Cambodia! You're committing an act of war!"



 
 Sten cursed. He was going to lose his badge. He understood this. Over a decade of service flushed down the toilet. He doubted this counted as an act of war any more than his misquoting of the Posse Comitatus Act was exactly, legally, correct. But whatever it was, an armed incursion of a foreign consulate by local law enforcement certainly wasn't something to slot into the 'good' column.



 
 "There's a girl in there!" he shouted back. He could barely be heard over the approaching sirens. "She's been kidnapped!"



 
 "Got the hell off Cambodian soil!" Red shouted back.



 
 Hun Sen now appeared in the doorway, no weapon in sight. A LAFD pumper truck pulled up in front of the mansion, followed by an ambulance and a ladder truck. The apparatus operator waved furiously at the DIA agents, trying to clear the approach.



 
 Javacovitch ducked back inside his Ford and gunned the engine. The government vehicle lurched forward and shoved Sten's car clear of the gate. The DIA agent cranked his wheel and raced the Ford upon to the lawn, positioning it between Sten and the mansion.



 
 "Stand down!" Red yelled. "We've called the FBI and they're sending a team along with your Captain to deal with you! Stand the fuck down, cowboy!"



 
 The emergency vehicles roared past as the two military intelligence officers climbed out of their vehicles. A figure Sten recognized as Hun Sen's chief of staff, a man named Boupha, came out of the house followed by his three man crew. The Cambodian bodyguards held up a stumbling Asian woman between them. Her face was a mask of bruises and she was naked accept for a charred looking tuxedo jacket wrapped like a cape around her.



 
 Two black-and-whites rolled through the gate and slammed on their brakes. The crew of the fire engines came off their apparatus and went through their designated drills. A beefy man in his late twenties with a handlebar mustache and the arms of Reg Park jogged past them with a large diameter draft hose headed toward the dedicated hydrant on the sidewalk just outside the ruined entry gate.



 
 In front of the house a two man team laid fire hose through the front door while a second crew ran a second line around the corner to attack the fire from the outside. Sten's captain pulled up, driving an unmarked cruiser with a detachable emergency light flashing on the roof.



 
 It's fucking over
 , Sten realized.



 
 His Captain knew he was sleeping with Jane Delacroix, and begrudged him that pleasure bitterly. Worse, the man was as by-the-book as a Paris Island drill instructor. He didn't like bending rules, he didn't like breaking regulations and he didn't like lone wolf cowboy plays.



 
 In short; he hated Detective David Sten.



 
 There was an empty chasm where his stomach had been as Sten slowly stood, keeping the muzzle of the shotgun pointed toward the ground. Seeing the short barreled .38s in the agents' hands the four patrol cops drew down, staying low behind their open car doors. They didn't seem quite sure who to point their weapons at.



 
 "Freeze!"



 
 "Drop the guns!"



 
 "What the hell have you done
 this
 time, Sten?!"



 
 Sten winced. The last bellow had come from Captain Gleason. Hun Sen, flanked by his men, began striding angrily down the driveway.



 
 "Jesus Christ, Sten," Javacovitch said. He slid his pistol away, face twisted in disgust. "You killed their
 dog
 ?"



 
 Sten ignored him. "Captain Gleason, there's a kidnapped girl in their! She's in danger and I---"



 
 Gleason, built like a fireplug with a salt-n-pepper crew cut to match, made a chopping motion with his hand, shutting Sten down. His face was as red as the LAFD fire engines.



 
 "I just got a call from the Police Commissioner about you, Sten. A Police Commissioner who'd just gotten a call from the goddamn Mayor who'd just gotten a call from Lieutenant Governor Reinecke who'd freakin' just gotten a call from the State Department." He paused and stuck a blunt cigar in his mouth. "Shit rolls downhill, Sten," he growled. "Guess who's standing in the valley?"



 
 "Sir, there's a kidnapped woman in there," he repeated, pointing toward the house. "Her life is in danger."



 
 "That's a lie," Hun Sen snapped.



 
 Boupha eyed Sten like he was looking for a place to stick a shiv. Sten ignored him, spinning toward Hun Sen. "You get her out here right now!" his face was an ugly mask.



 
 Holding out their ID's, Javacovitch and Pensk walked up, sliding smoothly in to form a protective wall in front of the General.



 
 "Captain," Javacovitch addressed Gleason. "You are standing on foreign soil right now. In accordance with the 1961 Vienna Convention on Diplomatic Relations, that is a hostile action. The actions of your officer have flagrantly violated international law to which the United States is a prime Signatory. It is my understanding that the State Department fully intends to pursue this matter formally."



 
 Javacovitch looked at Sten. "This is to say nothing about the fact that Detective Sten assaulted both myself and my partner before pulling a weapon on us as we performed a security over watch operation on General Hun Sen's consulate-house."



 
 Gleason lifted an eyebrow at the man. "Done?"



 
 "I'm afraid I must insist this man be detained and that all law enforcement presence be removed from the premise." Javacovitch continued.



 
 "Shit, you're an officious prick, ain't ya?"



 
 "When I have to be."



 
 "Give me your weapon, Sten," Gleason said.



 
 "What!"



 
 The LAPD Captain turned toward his men, who were holstering their weapons. Almost miraculously, the firefighters' aggressive attack seemed to have knocked the fire down. Already the crew of the ladder truck were making their vehicle ready to leave. The smoke had become patchy, though the smell still permeated the air.



 
 "Cuff him," Gleason ordered.



 
 Patrol Sergeant Vince Clark walked toward Sten. He had his steel bracelets in his hands. "Come on, Dave," he said. "We've known each other a lot of years. I respect you and I'm sure this'll all get straightened out at the Station, but you gotta do what’s right here."



 
 Sten looked at the house. Jane was still in there. For all he knew she was hurt and needed his help. For all he knew she was already dead. She was a big girl, she knew the risks when she went in. There seemed nothing he could do to help. Not now. If he tried anything at all his career, already on questionable grounds unless he got a bang-whiz lawyer from the Union, would surely be finished.



 
 "Yeah," he said. "Sure."



 
 He handed the shotgun to Gleason. Red was smirking but Javacovitch watched him like a bird dog, only seemingly relaxed. Hun Sen was fairly dancing. Clark looked relieved. He reached for Sten, an apology forming on his lips.



 
 Sten exploded into motion.



 
 Clark stepped forward off his back foot, the hand holding the cuffs stretched out. Sten grabbed the man's right arm with his own left hand and then spun, dropping down and pulling him off balance. Clark, surprised, fell forward until his chest bumped into Sten's back. Pulling hard on the trapped arm, Sten tucked his own right shoulder into Clark's right armpit.



 
 He pulled, rose up and twisted all in one smooth motion. A judo throw onto a mat was a sport; a judo throw onto the hard ground was a fight ending proposition. Clark flew ass over tea kettle in a tight semi-circle and landed with heavy
 thud
 on the lawn.



 
 Sten didn't hesitate.



 
 Officers shouted in anger and surprise as he started running for Hun Sen. The diminutive General practically screamed in shock. Sten knew he had to make it, everything turned on this single gambit for saving Jane. If he could get the warlord and put his holdout pistol to the man's head he could use him as a hostage to help Jane.



 
 If he couldn't then everything would fail.



 
 He shoved Gleason clear and ignored the man's startled barks as he hit the ground. He feigned right at Javacovitch then juked around the ex-Green Beret to the left like Jim Brown running one into the end zone for the Cleveland Browns in the Championship game. The DIA agent, despite being ready, made only a clumsy effort of a tackle attempt.



 
 Pensk redrew his .38 in a fluid motion and dropped into a Weaver stance, muzzle tracking. Sten sprinted hard as Hun Sen began back pedaling, arms up in front of him as he squeaked "no, no, no!" in Cambodian.



 
 Boupha shoved his boss clear and took up a Muay Thai boxer stance. Sten had a second to understand how lucky he was the man had been forced to leave his sub-machine behind because of the witnesses, just before a low round house kick snapped toward him.



 
 He took the kick on his outside thigh and the pain was so blinding from the force that at first he thought his femur was cracked. He staggered in mid-stride, went to a knee, had the presence of mind to use the opportunity to draw his holdout, then popped back up, driving forward.



 
 He shoved the barrel of the snub nose .32 hard into the Cambodian's face, knocking loose four of the squat man's yellow teeth and sending them tumbling like dirty dice across the black paving. Dark blood splashed in a long, ragged comma as the opium soldier staggered backward.



 
 Sten felt a fresh surge of adrenalin as he pivoted. Hun Sen turned to run and, panicked, his feet twisted up in themselves so that he went down hard. Sten was almost on him. It was going to work. He was going to get the warlord as a hostage.



 
 Chau hit him like a screaming banshee.



 
 One second he was lunging toward Hun Sen and the next he had a hundred and five pounds of hellcat on his shoulders and head. Confused, he spun. She'd thrown the smoke ruined tuxedo jacket off as she ran to Hun Sen's defense and she clawed at Sten, screaming, completely naked.



 
 From the dirt Captain Gleason looked up in shock. "Jesus, Joseph and Mary," he gawked.



 
 Sten tried to throw the girl but she held on, biting at his ear like a rabid lynx. He spun in the other direction in a desperate attempt to throw her. Javacovitch stepped up. Sten tried to react but he was too slow by a country mile. The ex-Green Beret took him apart by the numbers.



 
 Knife hand to the gun hand wrist. The little .32 holdout went spinning. A quick jab put a stiff thumb in Sten's eye, blinding him. Then the DIA agent put the top of his highly polished dress shoe directly into David Sten's crotch, driving the cop's testicles up into his stomach.



 
 Sten gasped in blinded agony and his knees caved in. He crumpled, Chau still on his head. Javacovitch grabbed the featherweight girl by the head and spun her clear with one sharp twist, spilling her across the lawn like groceries from a ripped bag.



 
 Sten posted a hand and tried to stand. His eye refused to open. Deliberately, like a surgeon excising a tumor, Javacovitch fired of a short, quick front snap kick. The ball of his foot, inside his Class A foot gear, snapped into the homicide detective’s temple.



 
 Sten dropped and didn't move. The DIA agent loomed over him, looking down like he was inspecting a bug through a magnifying glass.



 
 "Too bad, so sad, tough guy." He looked toward house. The fire was out. "Looks like no one saves the princess today," he said softly to himself before looking over at Gleason. The overweight man got to his feet with the help of his men. Clark was still trying to catch his breath. "I may be by an officious prick," Javacovitch allowed, "but I think we all know what needs to happen here."



 
 Gleason looked tired. "Get him up and get him in the car, boys. And make sure you get the goddamn handcuffs on this time."



 
  



 
 Jane was in trouble.



 
 She lifted her head, her body aching. Cold, greasy shots of adrenaline spit into her stomach with icy splashes. Fear made her heart pound and wavers of revulsion racked her with every moment of increasing clarity.



 
 The rubber ball gag was tight across her face, forcing her full lips open until rivers of drool ran down her chin. She had been bent over some kind of desk, rope binding her ankles and wrists to table legs, leaving her rear-end stuck up, utterly vulnerable.



 
 Chills crept across her flesh in goose bumps thick as berries on a bush. She was in a very, very bad situation. She heard low, sinister laughter and the answering snide, ugly chuckles. It sounded like she was surrounded. She lifted her head.



 
 Hun Sen stood before her, clothes rumpled and stained with his own splattered blood. His face was bruised and a gauze bandage covered a patch of his face where the burning blanket had melted his face like candle wax. His laughter wasn't reaching the hollow pits of his eyes. He stank like smoke.



 
 Next time she'd double the dose of Phenobarbital.



 
 Slowly, Jane turned her head. Boupha stood still as a statue, a long, thin cane of bamboo in his hands. Her heart sprinted in terror when she saw it. She closed her eyes against the horror of her reality. Things were not going well and, most certainly, not according to plan.



 
 Where was David? Where was rescue?



 
 She tried to ignore the other two bodyguards standing nearby but she could feel them staring at her naked buttocks and exposed sex as if their eyes gave off heat. She tried to push back the fear, take in details, catalog facts, formulate a plan. Anything that could stave off admitting what was about to happen.



 
 She was in a wine cellar. She was tied down over a writing desk of burnished pine. Light came from a single naked bulb hung from a cord in the ceiling over her head. The dark corners and deep shadows around her distorted the sound of the men’s laughter, making her think the basement was large. She could smell smoke. Her mouth tasted metallic with her own blood.



 
 Being analytical didn't help. Nothing could distract from the horror. She looked up at Hun Sen, her hair hanging loose in her face. His cold, angry lust made a hideous mask of his already ugly face. He lit a cigarette. It was a yellow papered French Gauloises. Jane had always hated the smell of those.



 
 "Hello, American woman," Hun Sen said.



 
 He narrowed his eyes and inhaled until the cherry of the cigarette glowed red. He seemed deeply content. He smiled, revealing those crooked, amber teeth and released smoke through his nostrils.



 
 "I'm going to be asking you questions, but not all at once. Before we can get to matters of information we have to deal with those of punishment. Let me indicate to you that some people, probably not you though, would find it ironic that you chose to infiltrate my confidence pretending to be a whore. The irony being that, now that I know you're not who you claimed to be, I'm going to turn you over to my men to use just like the prostitute you claimed to be."



 
 He inhaled a lungful of smoke and began pacing back and forth, his lips rubbery around the soggy butt. He stopped, not looking at her now. He pulled a pearl handled switchblade from the pocket of his black tuxedo pants. He held it up like a Magician presenting some artifact to his audience.



 
 His thumb pressed the shiny metal study and the knife made a greasy
 click
 as it popped open, reveling a five inch blade. The harsh yellow illumination of the bulb glinted off the 440 surgical steel.



 
 Slowly he lifted his arm and pointed at the brooding figure of Boupha. The squat man swished the cane back and forth. It whistled through the air like a saber.



 
 Jane squeezed her eyes tightly shut. She was afraid she would throw up and, with the ball gag in place, choke on her own vomit. Hun Sen moved to the side of her. She could feel him looming next to her, despite that she couldn't help but jump when she felt the fat spider of his hand on her back.



 
 "In my country, indeed throughout the Asia’s, caning is a time honored and well established form of civic punishment. A dedicated and accomplished martial artist, who I assure you Boupha is, can flay the flesh from bone. He can lay the cane along the stroke line time and time again, never missing, until the skin splits, muscles unravel and bones are laid bare."



 
 She felt the cold length of the knife slid down her flesh under the tattered remains of her evening dress. She felt him twist the blade and then jerk once. Fabric split as he cut the last of her clothing away. She jerked her head up in outrage when his free hand began to caress the curve of her buttock.



 
 Rude fingers found the folds of her sex and pushed their way along the seam. She began to thrash against her bonds, shaking her head no and trying to shout. She was tied fast and could barely budge, her cries of protest were inarticulate mewlings.



 
 "That's it!" he hissed.



 
 Rough fingers snagged her hair and snatched her head back. She felt the opium warlord press his face against her cheek, his fetid breath blowing in her ear.



 
 "Cry for me," he whispered. His tongue lathed the side of her face like a jackal licking gristle clean from a bone. "Boupha!" he ordered.



 
 The cane whistled through the air. There was a sound like a slap across a face. The pain was blinding, white hot in its intensity. She tried to scream but the gag made her choke on the sound. Hun Sen's saliva rolled down her cheeks in sticky streams as he pressed his face into hers, as if he were trying to taste her agony.



 
 Again the cane whistled. Blood painted the floor and wine racks on the back stroke. Hun Sen had been true to his word; Boupha was more than capable of putting the cane in exactly the same spot with each stroke. She kept feeling the reverberations of her screams echoing back down her throat.



 
 All around her crude, evil men laughed crude, evil laughs. Hun Sen stood, hand still knotted in Jane's hair. He pressed her face against his crotch. "Eventually I'll start asking you why you're here, what you're trying to find. But for now?" He snapped her head back and forth. "For now I'm having too much fun to even care."



 
  



 
  



 
  



 
 David Sten woke up.



 
 Concern for Jane was immediate and he struggled to sit up. He was in the backseat of an automobile, hands cuffed behind him. His body hurt from the beating Javacovitch had metered out to him and from where the crazy Cambodian bitch had attacked him.



 
 He realized he was in the back of a prowl car driven by Sergeant Clark with Captain Gleason riding in the passenger seat. The lights on the boulevard glinted and shone with all the promises of fame and wealth that they always had. Somewhere behind him, in the Hollywood Hills, one of the bravest people he'd ever known was maybe dead and most certainly suffering at the hands of bad men.



 
 "Please, Captain," he begged. "Please, Jane Delacroix is back there, she's in danger!"



 
 Gleason spun, face red, his beefy hand came up and a he pointed an accusatory finger at the homicide detective.



 
 "If that's true, Sten--and I have no reason whatsoever to believe you--then it's your own goddamn fault!" he yelled. "The LAPD is not a vigilante force! We do not break the law to enforce the law, we adhere to rules, and last time I checked, whores aren’t cops.



 
 “Now I've got every senior policy maker from the police commissioner to the goddamn State Department telling me this little yellow bastard is off limits and the only thing I got on the other side is a rogue cop and a big tittied private escort with wild stories!" He lowered his hand and glared at Sten. "It's over, Sten," he said. "It's over. Whatever bullshit heroics you
 thought
 you were up to are now completely, utterly
 over
 . Full stop, fuck you very much. And another thing is over too, your career."



 
 Gleason turned around and glared out through the windshield. The whole incident left a bad taste in his mouth. Cops fighting cops, military and police pointing guns at each other, burning Bel Air mansions and strange looking foreigners arrogant enough to give him orders. This whole thing stunk.



 
 Sten leaned back in his seat. His head sagged forward on a neck covered in deep scratches. He let his breath out in a painful rush, fighting back a bitter sob. He closed his eyes tightly and blinked back frustrated tears. He wasn't a man given to crying and he'd be damned if he'd do it in front of a pompous ass like Gleason.



 
 But Jane was going to die hard and there was nothing he could do to stop it.



 
 Behind them a dark Packard pulled out of the line of traffic, raced forward with engine roaring, and slid into place right on the black-and-white's bumper. Clark snapped his head up, eyes cutting to the rear view mirror.



 
 "Who's this asshole?" he growled.



 
 Suddenly a hand appeared out the driver's window and slapped a light bubble on the rooftop. It began spinning like a red spotlight as a siren cut through the distance between the two vehicles.



 
 "What the hell!" Gleason snarled, turning in the seat.



 
 The prowl car's radio suddenly cracked to life. "Captain Gleason, pull over."



 
 Gleason snatched the handset up and broke squelch. "Who the hell is this!"



 
 "This is an open channel," the voice replied. "Pullover, I have information for you."



 
 Sten suddenly sat straight up in his seat. He recognized that voice, he felt hope. But he was also confused; what was
 he
 doing on a police radio?



 
 "You better not be jerking me off or I'll have you writing tickets in Watts!"



 
 Sten thought Gleason and Javacovitch must have gone to the same class on threats.



 
 "Just pullover, Captain."



 
 "Do it," Gleason ordered, throwing the radio handset down. "I really want to meet the cocky sonofabitch with balls enough to pull
 me
 over."



 
 Clark snapped the wheel to the side and brought the prowl car to an abrupt stop along the sidewalk in front of a seedy bar called Joey’s Tavern. Gleason threw open his door and swung his bulk out while Clark got out from behind the wheel, his hand on the butt of his holstered weapon.



 
 Sten saw who it was coming up to the car and he thought he'd been given a second chance. When he'd first agreed to work with the man, and to bring Jane in with him, he'd understood the operation called for them both to be expendable. It wasn't until everything went south that he really understood just how chilling the word "expendable" could be.



 
 The man was tall, looking fit in his charcoal gray suit coat, face angular with a comma shaped scar tilting his mouth up into a permanent sneer. Beside him, just as tall, just as fit, but wearing spectacles like a English professor, was a second man Sten didn't realize.



 
 Clark had been cruising in the California heat with his window rolled down and Sten had little trouble overhearing the conversation.



 
 "Who the fuck are you buddy?" Clark demanded.



 
 "You kiss your mother with that mouth?" the scarred man asked.



 
 "No, but I kiss
 your
 mother with it."



 
 The guy turned to Gleason, "all your uniforms Neanderthals, or just the ones working as your personal driver?"



 
 "The job doesn't require the finer social graces," Gleason said. "Mostly it just involves kicking the ass of whichever ass I say to kick."



 
 "Law enforcement in the provinces is so...provincial," the man in glasses said, voice dry as a Napa Valley chardonnay.



 
 Sten turned, looking out through the back window to watch the scene. It hadn't gotten off to the best start so far.



 
 "Who are you two clowns?" Gleason demanded.



 
 The scarred man jerked a thumb at his partner, "this is Special Agent Clive Makins."



 
 The man produced FBI ID and showed it to Gleason, "I'm with the Office of Counter-Intelligence."



 
 "Christ," Clark said. "There are so many damn spooks running around you'd think we was in a haunted house."



 
 The scarred man smiled, "clever."



 
 "Yeah well, that's him," Gleason said. "Who are you?"



 
 "I'm here as a liaison between the State Department and the FBI. I'm with the Bureau of Intelligence and Research. My name is Joseph Dawson."



 
 "Never heard of 'em," Gleason shot back.



 
 "We prefer it that way. At this point all you have to understand is that we're a part of the US intelligence community and we provide data specifically to the diplomats of the State Department."



 
 "Bully for you. What's going on? I just got the jolly jack off from the Police Commish because of State and the DIA. What the hell are you two all about?"



 
 "Detective Sten and his associate, Miss Delacroix, were working with us on a certain matter. We were attempting to acquire certain, let's say, source material, without our counterparts in other government agencies finding out." Makins said.



 
 "Source material?"



 
 "Yes. Specifically the name of a French children's book read by a Vietnamese refugee girl from a Catholic orphanage on the Cambodian border."



 
 "Uh, come again?"



 
 "The book is a key, the source material to a cipher used by one Nguyen Sinh Cung as a way to coordinate activities for what we believe is a major upcoming offensive to possibly start on Tet, the Vietnamese New Year."



 
 "Who?"



 
 "Ho Chi Minh."



 
 "What!"



 
 "I assure you that it's true," Makins said.



 
 "How did a book some little girl in a refugee camp read become the backbone to a Viet Cong code?" Gleason demanded.



 
 Dawson smiled. "I could tell you but then I'd have to kill you."



 
 "What?"



 
 "He means it's classified," Makin said.



 
 "What's this got to do with Sten and that hot piece of ass for hire, Jane Delacroix?" Clark demanded.



 
 "Miss Delacroix's capability for resourcefulness is well established. When we brought in Detective Sten and he first suggested her we read her FBI file. It was most impressive."



 
 "And just how did you come to choose Sten for this extra-curricular activity? In my own back-goddamn-yard?"



 
 "Easy," Dawson smiled. "We were in the Marines together. Little place called the Chosin Reservoir. Once you're Frozen Chosin, you're all the reliable tough guy anyone needs."



 
 Gleason turned and glared over his shoulder, shooting Sten a disgusted look. Sten smiled back, grinning wide to show white, even teeth. "Hey coach, put me in," he said.



 
 "This is a touching Jarhead love story, but what exactly am I supposed to do about it?"



 
 Makin stepped forward. "Look, DIA has problems with intelligence. General Hun Sen is a treasure trove for them, but they've gotten into bed with a devil. I can't get into specifics of what's going on behind the scenes in Washington, but the turf battle has split the State Department down the middle. One side is going with McNamara the other with Hoover." Makin looked hard into Gleason's eyes. "Who do you think is going to win?"



 
 "That monomaniacal fruitcake Hoover
 never
 loses a turf battle," Gleason turned his head and spat. He was disgusted. Turf battles between the Secretary of Defense and the head of the FBI.



 
 "Then you need to be on our side when this thing shakes loose."



 
 "Doesn't matter," Gleason pointed out. "I'm never going to get confirmation on Sten's release in time to make a difference to Jane."



 
 "Nothing that's going to happen is going to happen on the books," Dawson said. "You're only going to get permission after this is over and done. But you're an LAPD Captain; who do you want on your side, a bunch of DIA spooks or the FBI?"



 
 "I let Sten go, I stall the paperwork 'til I hear from you and this helps me how...?"



 
 "And the Federal Bureau of Information drops all civil rights violation investigations into the conduct of a certain precinct run by a certain Captain during the Watts riots."



 
 Gleason stood still and silent for a long, long moment. Hot wind, the precursors to the Santa Anna's, blew through palm fronds above their heads. The sounds of traffic suddenly became louder. They could hear a jukebox in Joey’s playing Sympathy for the Devil by the Stones.



 
 Captain Gleason turned to Clark. "Get Sten the hell out of my car and let's go get a beer."



 
 "The FBI appreciates your service," Makins said.



 
 Dawson looked over at Sten and winked.



 
  



 
  



 
 Blood ran down the back of Jane's legs in scarlet rivulets. Her backside burned from the abuse. She been hit very few times, because a few times was all it took. Boupha dropped the cane to the floor with a rattle at a nod from Hun Sen.



 
 Time to put my big girl panties on,
 she thought.
 Whatever these assholes have got, I can take it.
 Then she added to herself,
 Hurry, David.



 
 She looked up at Sen. Her body came alive with the drug and aphrodisiac adrenaline had become for her. She surged with endorphins from the caning.



 
 “Excellent,” Sen told his bodyguard. “Give her what she wants.” He looked down at her and smiled. “I did pay you for the whole night, right?”



 
 “Extra cock, extra charge,” she told him. He frowned.



 
 She heard Boupha’s zipper come down. He pushed up behind her and she felt a fist-sized cockhead nuzzle in against her pussy. She closed her eyes as the shaft pushed in, fat and hard and warm, letting her body take it.



 
 Her nerves, already brought to a fever pitch of heightened awareness by the caning, surged with pleasure. The sensations counter-balanced and were accentuated by the ache in her flesh from the rough treatment.



 
 Boupha reached down with his paw-like hands and grabbed her waist. Half way in and his dick was too fat to fully fit. Blood rushed into her lips and clitoris, swelling them. She grunted behind the gag and Sen grinned again, watching her getting fucked.



 
 She felt the rough wood of the table beneath her as she slid back and forth across the desk top. At her ankles and wrists the restraints held her snug. The jerking, back and forth motion of Boupha’s assault, pushed her tits into the hard material of the table, and her nipples throbbed under the intense stimulation.



 
 Between her legs, her body’s natural lubricant flooded in and she moaned behind the gag. Behind her, the bodyguard grunted and pushed his cock all the way in. Beneath him, filled with his erection, Jane realized she was going to come. That fast.



 
 Every muscle in her body tightened up, clenching hard. Her thighs began quivering and a light sweat broke out across her body. Her head came up in the ecstasy of it and somewhere below her belly, a faucet turned on. Her hands stretched wide against her bindings and her toes curled upward.



 
 Hot liquid gushed out of her in a pressurized spray of female ejaculate, soaking Boupha. The man made an animal sound and began slamming into her harder. Sen’s eyes grew wide and his hand went to his crotch.



 
 Suddenly, Boupha yanked his cock free of her dripping pussy and took his naturally lubricated cock and slammed it balls deep up her ass in a single stroke. Jane screamed, the sound baffled against her gag until it reverberated down her throat. Electric jolts of pleasure-pain washed through her with tsunami force.



 
 Already in, he began fucking away.



 
 Sensation rushed up her body in pulses from the tips of her fingers and toes and hammered in successive waves through the tender lining of her ass. Tears began streaming down her face, causing her makeup to run in streaks over her cheeks.



 
 She grunted on each painful thrust, once again endorphins filling her body. On each stroke, she loosened just a bit more, stretched just a little further, as she fought to accommodate his girth.



 
 “Ugh, ugh, ugh” she grunted, head snapping back and forth.



 
 She had never felt more alive, more totally submersed in a moment, so free of every other worry. Everything that was not that thick cock fucking her ass faded away. Cold and hot bursts of sensation resonated in palpating waves from her rectum. Her pussy pressed into the table, rubbing back and forth against the unyielding surface, and pressure continued mounting there as well. The faster and harder he ploughed her ass, the faster and harder her clit rubbed against the table.



 
 She realized with something like stunned rapture, that she had two separate orgasms, on clitoral and one anal, her cunt and ass, building at the same time. Boupha’s strong fingers grasped her aching ass cheeks up near her hips and bit in hard.



 
 Centered, he slammed into her harder. He pulled his dick out, let her ass close, then slammed it in again. His cock was an iron bar in a velvet sleeve. Each stroke hurt, but the hurt was the engine driving the rushing cyclone of her dual orgasms.



 
 The building pleasure wave erupted from deep inside, shooting out in tingling currents that engaged the soft lining of the tight canal of her ass. She began bucking against her restraints, and her dripping pussy exploded for a second time in an avalanche of fluid and gratification.



 
 Boupha snorted and suddenly tensed. She felt him trembling, pressed against her, and then his cum spurted out, splashing inside her. He fell across her stinging back, spent, and lay across her. Beneath him she trembled as the last vestiges of her orgasm dribbled slowly from her body in sweet release.



 
 Boupha let his dick, going soft, slip out of her ass and then pushed himself to his feet. She felt his sperm dribble out of her ass and heard him buckling his pants.



 
 "Now, Miss Delacroix," the General said. "I'm going to ask you some questions." He cupped her chin with a sweat slimed hand, forcing her to look up at him. With his other hand he slammed the point of his switchblade into the table next to her face, causing her to flinch.



 
 Her makeup ran across her face, leaving streaks of black mascara like Zebra stripes on her face. Clear snot ran down over the ball gag from her crying, and drool hung in delicate strings from her lips.



 
 "You've never looked more beautiful," Hun Sen smiled. "That could be a problem for you just now, Miss Delacroix. My other men are also curious about big breasted blondes, and you're the biggest breasted blonde any of them have ever seen. They've served me well and I'm inclined to indulge them, unless you can give me a reason not to." He pattered her face in a condescending, paternalistic way. "Do you understand?"



 
 Eyes earnest, Jane nodded.



 
 "What? I can't understand you?"



 
 Terrified, Jane began making croaking sounds, bobbing her head up and down. Hun Sen laughed cruelly at her fear and desperation. His men, on cue, stepped forward and began hooting with mirth. In the weird echo of the wine cellar, it sounded like a troop of monkeys.



 
 Hun Sen pointed at one of his gunmen. "Take off her gag," he snapped. "Now!"



 
 One of the men, his mouthful of gold teeth scintillating weirdly in the hard yellow light, jumped forward, Swedish K dangling from a strap over his shoulder. Moving quickly, he undid the Sadomasochistic accoutrement from the blonde call girl.



 
 Jane turned her head and threw up on the floor, convulsing with the effort to vomit. Her stomach was empty accept for champagne and bile and the mess was clear other than for the blood. It pooled up on the floor of the cellar and splashed onto the warlord's shoes.



 
 Hun Sen leaned forward, pulling Jane's head up by the hair. "I want to know who sent you and for what? I am protected by your government. I want to know who you are working for!"



 
 Jane's mouth worked, no sound came out. She closed her eyes and swallowed against the tight rawness in her throat. Her lips moved but no sound came out, she started to whisper but then was overcome by a spasm of coughing.



 
 She tried to speak again but her voice was faint. Impatient, Hun Sen jerked her head back harder and leaned in closer.



 
 "What? Tell me!"



 
 Her voice cracked, too faint to understand. Hun Sen leaned in closer.



 
 "Who sent you?"



 
 His ear was so close to her mouth he could feel her breath against his skin.



 
 "I said," Jane whispered. "Go to hell!"



 
 She lunged forward and clamped her teeth down hard on the skin and cartilage of the General's ear. Sharp, white teeth caught hold and bit down hard, splitting skin until blood, hot and salty, rushed out and spread like a lake over Hun Sen's jaw and neck. Blood poured over Jane's lips and chin.



 
 Hun Sen screamed in surprise and pain. He tried to jerk free but Jane just bit harder. His cries where high pitched whoops like air raid sirens and his men remained frozen in shock. Jane snatched her head to the side like a lioness yanking meat off a bone.



 
 The top of the Cambodian's ear came away in a long, tearing avulsion that left blood smeared across his face. Blood splashed into Jane's platinum blonde hair, turning it strawberry. The fat slug of flesh that had been the top of Hun Sen's ear stuck out of the private investigator's mouth like a piece of escargot at a French restaurant.



 
 Grinning like a demoness, Jane turned her head to the side and spat. The flesh struck a wine rack and clung to the porous wood like sputum. She grinned, blood smeared across her teeth like lipstick.



 
 "What was the question again?"



 
 Hun Sen looked at his ear, stuck like a booger on the wood, his face all incredulous horror. His hands clamped hard to the side of his head but blood spurted freely from between his fingers despite the effort. He staggered back and forth like a drunk, screaming in agony.



 
 Boupha moved toward him, confusion on his simian face. He reached out his hands toward the General who slapped them away. Jane, slightly unhinged from her torture was laughing, cackling even as the General, staggering, tripped over his own feet and went down hard.



 
 Boupha went to help Hun Sen up but the man couldn't seem to get himself under control. Not sure of what to do next, he backhanded Jane. The blow snapped her head to the side and split her lip. After the caning the strike was a pittance and she just giggled.



 
 "Kill her!" Hun Sen finally managed to stutter from the floor.



 
 Dutifully Boupha took a half step back, pivoted from the waist and snapped back the bolt on his sub-machine gun. He swung the blunt, industrial looking muzzle around and centered it on Jane's high, broad forehead.



 
 Her eyes shone defiantly in discs of cobalt blue, "go ahead."



 
 Boupha tightened his finger on the stamped metal curve of the trigger. His knuckle whitened as he took up the slack. Boupha liked killing people, he wasn't really interested in any information Jane might or might not have had, pulling the trigger and sending a cavalcade of 9mm slugs to ruin her face would have made his day. He was grinning as he squeezed.



 
 Javacovitch stepped forward out of the shadows. Boupha spun, surprised by the sudden movement. The ex-Green Beret kicked the bodyguard in the shin, using the pain to short circuit the man's reactions. He knocked the barrel of the sub-machine gun away from Jane's direction and slammed the heel of his palm upward into the Cambodian's nose.



 
 The movement was not the instantaneous execution some martial artist claimed, but the pain and shock instantaneously blinded the killer, the excruciating pain sending him staggering.



 
 "Enough!" Javacovitch snarled, David Sten's modified .45 appearing in one fist and a Walter PPK in the other.



 
 Using the converted M1911A1 to cover the bodyguard cadre, the American DIA agent used the smaller 9mm pistol to pin Hun Sen in place.



 
 "I have never seen a more grotesque example of amateur hour in my fucking life, and I was in the goddamn Congo in 1960. You people are pathetic and seriously about to piss me off. General, you better calm your boys the fuck down or I will kill everyone, burn this house to the goddamn ground and start over in Cambodia from fucking scratch!"



 
 He turned and glared at the stunned warlord. "Don't believe me?" The General, still holding his bloody ear, just whimpered. "Tell them!" Javacovitch snapped.



 
 Hun Sen muttered something in Cambodian. Scowling, Boupha slowly backed up. The chief bodyguard nodded at his two men and they lowered their weapons.



 
 Javacovitch lowered the PPK then slid it into his shoulder holster. He lowered the fully automatic Colt but let it stay down by his side. He turned toward Hun Sen.



 
 "I know, I know. Everyone loves a great torture and gang rape, especially after their pride has been hurt. But let me remind you that with a single phone call I can get B-52's rolling straight over your opium fields. This close to harvest? Guess what 20 tons of jellied gasoline would do to your poppies. Go ahead, picture it."



 
 Javacovitch walked over to Boupha. The Cambodian glared out at him from under a beetled brow. Javacovitch smiled. The man looked confused. Javacovitch laid the heavy barrel of the .45 upside the Cambodian's temple with a single, whip like crack.



 
 Boupha went down. His legs folded up underneath him in an unnatural angle and his thick jaw hung open like a door with a broken hinge. Javacovitch looked down at him like a sewer inspector regarding a leaking pool of waste.



 
 "Hun. Or Sen. Whatever, I still get confused by which is the family name," Javacovitch sighed. "I've read this bimbo's file--"



 
 "Fuck you and the horse you road in on," Jane told him.



 
 The DIA agent continued as if she hadn't spoken. "And she's just a Hollywood escort. I'd say she was almost a private dick, but that's just ridiculous given her jugs. Hugh Hefner thought he had something with Monroe? Shit, this girl makes Jayne Mansfield look flat chested."



 
 "Dream all you want, asshole." Jane sneered.



 
 "The
 point
 is," Javacovitch continued "don't you think it's just a little bit above her typical operational status to be helping in an investigation of you? She should be following movie stars around, sucking cock and snapping blackmail pictures. She's being used as a stalking horse, Sen. Someone in my government has stumbled onto our op, and I have to know who it is in order to quash it."



 
 Boupha got to his feet, eying the DIA man murderously. The other two bodyguards came forward to help him up, but he waved them impatiently away. It was an unintentional parody of his attempts to help his own boss earlier.



 
 He glowered at Javacovitch, the side of his head swelling from the blow he'd taken.



 
 "You feeling froggy, boy?" the ex-Green Beret asked. "Leap."



 
 Boupha looked away. Javacovitch looked at him in disgust. He however decided not to turn his back on the man anytime soon. He looked toward the General who got slowly to his feet.



 
 "General, we need to talk for a moment. I really don't want Miss Delacroix here, your opium whore, or anyone of the three Stooges there, overhearing what I have to say."



 
 Hun Sen turned toward his men and nodded. Scowling, the unit left the wine cellar, standing on the landing at the bottom of the stairs and pulling cigarettes out. Javacovitch shut the wine cellar door in their face.



 
 The American turned toward Jane, her head was held funny, all of her blonde hair hanging thickly to one side. It seemed slightly out of place, but the DIA agent didn't have time to figure out what was wrong. The clock was ticking and if he was going to salvage anything from the Hun Sen asset operation then he'd have to hurry.



 
 Before that he needed to give the warlord very specific instructions. Turning his back on the bound and naked Jane, he waved Hun Sen toward the secundum at the back of the wine cellar. He hadn't made up his mind if he need to kill the whore or not. If she were an FBI proxy it might be his only course. If she was operating under the auspices of the CIA however, he might be able to extract himself from this mess, and prosecution, by turning the whole Cambodian mess over to The Company.



 
 Just that quickly Jane found herself suddenly alone. She wasted little time.



 
 Turning her head to the side, her hair fell back and revealed Hun Sen's switchblade. Slowly, carefully, she grasped the pear handled stiletto in her white, even teeth and lifted her head to the side. Stubbornly, slowly at first, the tip of the knife pulled clear from the wood.



 
 She paused, knife in her mouth like a pirate, and considered her situation. She was nimble, she was agile. Compared to a man she was weak, but her flexibility was a strong point. She grinned, David Sten certainly thought so. The ribald humor helped settle her nerves. She needed to be on, dialed in, because she wasn't getting a second chance.



 
 Her hands were bound at the wrist to the leg of the writing desk. The legs of the little table were short, her limbs lovely and long. The fingers of her hands could reach the floor. The problem was they were growing more numb with each passing second.



 
 However, one of the things on her side was that General Hun Sen could afford the best. The stiletto was no cheap throwaway knife used by street punks. It was a weapon designed for killing, for style and durability. It's weight was balanced perfectly.



 
 Stretching her neck out she tried to touch her right ear to her shoulder. Blood was caked on the bake of her thighs and the spidery-touch memory of Hun Sen's grotesque fingers still burned her flesh. She opened her mouth. The pearl handle bore her lipstick kiss.



 
 It fell like a dart straight down into the old packed earth of the cellar floor. The point drove into the dirt like the proverbial knife through hot butter until half its long blade stuck. The handle didn't even quiver as it came to a stop.



 
 She had been perfect.



 
 She reached out with strong, clever fingers tipped by nails painted red as her lipstick, as red as her flowing blood, and grasped the switchblade. Deftly, she turned it like a surgeon holding a scalpel and began working on the ropes pinning her right wrist.



 
 If she got half a chance she was going to unleash hell on these bastards and the FBI could worry about its own goddamn investigation.



 
  



 
  



 
  



 
 The ocelot was a perfect design of nature.



 
 A little over three feet long, the predator feline weight 40lbs of compact muscle. Its night vision was phenomenal, so far beyond human capability it was very nearly machine-like in its perception. Vision wasn't the only way it hunted, however.



 
 From the tip of Texas, down through the jungles of Central and South America into the northern ranges of Argentina, the cat hunted by exploiting the odor trails of its prey. While not a bloodhound, the cat's olfactory abilities were considerable.



 
 This ocelot's name was Marty and his owner was Jane Delacroix.



 
 Uncannily intelligent, even for a species touted for its startling mental acuity, the wild cat barely tolerated Detective David Sten. Despite their uneasy truce revolving around Jane, the LAPD detective knew he could count on the feline for what he needed.



 
 At the foot of the estate's wall, he set the Ocelot down.



 
 He'd driven like a madman to Jane's place where he'd taken a change of clothes, a painter's step ladder she used to change her light bulbs, and Marty.



 
 Wherever Jane was, the cat wanted to be. If the woman was within a mile of the animal it would unerringly move to be by her side. The bond they shared had always struck Sten as odd, preternatural somehow, or even psychically empathetic. It seemed like a lot less beloved pet and a lot more witch's familiar (he was careful to never share this insight with Jane).



 
 He didn't understand it, he'd never seen anything like it, but he trusted it.



 
 "Look, Kitty," he muttered. They were crouched in the bushes at the back of the big house. "You need to go to Jane. Find your girl, buddy."



 
 The Ocelot looked at him with the huge saucer eyes designed for nocturnal hunting. It purred low down in its chest with a fierce rumble. It yawned and its jaw seemed to almost unhinge, revealing formidable fangs that Jane kept ivory white by brushing them just like a baby's. Its tongue was long, pink and rough as sandpaper.



 
 "Come on," Sten urged. "Don't make a monkey out of me, goddamn it."



 
 The feline regarded him. Its look was haughty as a nonplussed Jane Delacroix. Sten closed his eyes tightly against his mounting frustration.



 
 "
 Please
 ," he gritted out.



 
 He opened his eyes, prepared for disappointment. It had been an ass stupid idea anyway. Who'd he think he was, a circus act? Lorene Green, maybe?”



 
 The ocelot was gone. Startled, Sten looked around. The cat looked down at him from the top of the estate wall.



 
 "Now we're cooking with gas!"



 
 The cat lazily turned its head toward the big house then disappeared in a single, fluid leap.



 
 "Christ! Wait for me!" Sten hissed.



 
 Quickly, he threw the step ladder against the wall and scrambled up.



 
 He prayed he was in time.



 
  



 
 The last ropes came away with a
 snik
 and Jane sagged against the table for a moment in relief. Her considerable chest heaved with the pounding of her heart, unintentionally provocative by the sheer, raw, sexuality of her form.



 
 Her soft flesh was covered with bruises, blood painted her thighs making the white down of her pubic hair seemed framed in the scarlet. The makeup on her face was smeared and her hair was wild. She gathered her will and stood straight. Naked as Eve in the Garden, she looked like a mythological warrior woman holding the wicked blade of the spring-loaded stiletto.



 
 She looked around quickly. Time was not on her side. All bad humor to the side, running and scrambling without a bra was not an easy task; she would never out run the ultra-lean Cambodians or a man as fit as that sonofabitch, Javacovitch



 
 Her legs were good, Hollywood perfect, but it was her brain that was going to get her out of this. Looking around she spotted only two doors out of the underground chamber. Behind one, she heard Boupha and his men talking. It was an obvious no go. It was also the only way to the stairs. The other door was where Javacovitch had taken Hun Sen. There were no windows.



 
 Growing more frantic, she cast about. She saw rack upon rack of dusty wine bottles. The table she'd been tied to, and the coils of rope used to tie her down. A single powerful light hung from the ceiling.



 
 The ceiling.



 
 She craned her head and looked up. Old World rafters, arched over the cool, stone walls. The style had been fashionable when Mexico controlled California, used almost exclusively by the Catholic friars in building their monasteries. The worn wooden supports ran thick with shadows and cobwebs.



 
 It wasn't perfect, hell it wasn't even good---but it was all she had.



 
 Moving quickly, she clambered up onto the table where just moments before she'd been helpless and bound at the whim of villains. Placing the stiletto back between her teeth, she reached out her long arms and jumped like a gymnast.



 
 Her hands caught the worn wood of the rafter and she almost slipped. The muscles of her arms stood out in vivid relief as she struggled to hold on. In the next breath she found her purchase and swung up. Maneuvering into position quickly she crouched, cat-like on the beam.



 
 She wasted no time in reaching down and pulling the cord to the light up. When it was close she struck the bulb once, sharply, with the hilt of the switchblade. There was a tinkling of falling glass and the cellar plunged into darkness.



 
 David Sten,
 she thought,
 where the hell are you?



 
  



 
 The first thing Marty found was the Doberman.



 
 Sten came over the wall and bounced off the ground with the gun up and in his hand, cocked and locked. He caught a flash of tawny fur cutting out through the landscaping and heading for an open patio door around the big, kidney shaped swimming pool.



 
 He came up and started sprinting hard, the Ocelot was already onto something besides the heavy stink of smoke, that much was obvious. His soles made indiscreet slapping sounds as he vaulted a low metal railing and landed on the concrete laid around the pool.



 
 He hurdled a deck chair then juked around a patio table with striped umbrella before cutting through the open gate and darting onto the back porch. The back of the mansion was a wall of glass and a blaze of light and the detective felt exposed as a burlesque dancer crossing the yard, but nobody seemed active in the house.



 
 He entered the mansion in a crouch, sub-machine gun up. The weapon was a US Army M3 in .45 caliber, just like the kind he'd carried in Korea. Dawson had given it to him without any explanation about where he'd gotten it.



 
 "
 I know you know how to use a grease gun, buddy, seen it myself.
 " He'd winked. "
 Just remember, that asshole boss of yours, Gleason, ever asks, you took it off the gooks.
 " The thing had come with a suppressor almost as long as the barrel of the weapon itself.



 
 "
 Rodger that
 ," Sten had replied, itching to get his hands on the stutter gun. He hadn't wanted to kill anyone this bad in...maybe ever.



 
 Now he shuffled forward into the house, blunt muzzle of the suppressor leading the way, folding wire stock jammed into his hip as he pivoted through the doorway.



 
 He was in a kitchen. It was expensive and modern looking, like a stainless steel version of something he'd seen on the Jetsons. Big refrigerator, big restaurant model oven range, plenty of counter space around the white porcelain basin of the dual sinks. The floor was cool, pale terracotta tile and he slid across it with the slow, malevolent intentions of jungle predator.



 
 He couldn't find the damn cat.



 
 "Where the hell---" he began in an exasperated whisper.



 
 The screech was like nothing he'd ever heard come out of the cat's mouth. The sound was followed by a fierce, almost frenzied barking. Chasing the sounds, he came out of the kitchen into a formal dining room. There was a molded iron chandelier attached to an old carriage wheel hanging over a huge oak table capable of seating twenty.



 
 The Ocelot was up on the tabletop hissing like an overheated steam engine. The Doberman from earlier had both feet up on the table edge and snarling wildly, tried to bury it's yellow teeth in the wild cat. The racket was worse than any burglar alarm Sten had ever heard.



 
 Marty reached out and raked it's big, exposed claws straight across the dog's muzzle. Blood flew and stuck like syrup on the dining room hall. The animal yelped in surprise and pain, spinning in fear from the cat.



 
 Suddenly the dog seemed to be charging him and Sten tried to bring the sub-machine gun around in time but the animal was already on him. He threw himself back against the wall, ready to wrestle the guard dog off him. In a flash the black and tan beast went streaking past him into the kitchen still yelping in fear.



 
 Sten looked back at the Ocelot. Marty casually licked its dripping paw. Its eyes, reflecting light like diamonds, looked over at the human. It purred.



 
 "Show off."



 
 Tail in the air, it strode over to the edge of the table and leaped lightly to the floor. With a single look over its orange and black camouflage markings, it trotted easily from the room.



 
 Left little choice, Sten quickly followed.



 
  



 
 Jane crouched in the darkness.



 
 She was seething with murderous rage. She wanted revenge, wanted justice, but the men who'd harmed her were beyond the reach of normal law enforcement, international players on a shadowy, byzantine world stage well beyond her usual run of Hollywood hoods and gangsters. They were common, sadistic thugs, but someone somewhere in an office of influence and power had decided there was a greater good.



 
 That man could pucker his lips right up tight and kiss Jane Delacroix's Lilly white ass.



 
 Bravado aside, she was still trapped though, and knew it. Her true hope was that the men, confused by her hopefully inexplicable disappearance, would rush out of the room to chase after her, giving her chance to slip out behind them and head in an opposite direction.



 
 As plans went it wasn't exactly General Montgomery at El Alamein, but she didn't have a plethora of resources to work with here. She shifted on the rafter, knife held ready.



 
 Across the room the door to secundum opened, spilling a bar of yellow illumination into the wine cellar. Jane crouched lower, fighting to keep her breath from running away from her. Javacovitch appeared, silhouetted in the doorway.



 
 “What the hell! Sen, why is this place dark?”



 
 From upstairs there came the furious sound of a dog barking. Now Hun Sen came running into the room, calling out to his men, barking orders to his soldiers in a tone every bit as frenzied as the canine one they heard upstairs.



 
 The door on the other side of the cellar flew open but the bulb in the ceiling at the bottom of the stairs was weaker than the one in the room where Javacovitch and Hun Sen had been and it provided little illumination. Slowly, Jane began scooting backward on the rafter, attempt to make herself as unobtrusive as possible.



 
 Javacovitch lifted up Sten's automatic pistol. “You get your boys upstairs, now,” he ordered. “That ain't the Good Humor Man your mutt is barking at.”



 
 “The girl!” Hun Sen shouted. He was barely discernible in the pool of dark centered around the deep middle of the room. “She's gone!”



 
 “Bullshit!” Javacovitch snapped. “There's no place for her to go. Turn on the damn light.”



 
 “I-I-I can't find it,” Hun Sen said after a moment.



 
 “Idiots,” the ex-Green Beret snarled. “She's in here.” He walked over to a rack of wine bottles and with a grunt heaved them to the floor. Glass shattered and the smell of wine immediately filled the room. The liquid washed out in a flood into the light of the open door.



 
 He strode forward two steps and hurtled another rack to the floor. Hun Sen backed up to the cellar's entrance. Even in the dim light he was clearly at a loss for what to do. He looked befuddled, stupid and helpless.



 
 Jane really wished Javacovitch felt the same way.



 
 “It's only a matter of time, little girl,” he called.



 
 Crash
 went another rack. “When I find you I'm not going to be in a good mood. Best to just come out now.”



 
 Crash



 
 “I applaud your bravery and resourcefulness, but futile is futile, Barbie Doll.”



 
 Crouched back in the shadows of the rafters, Jane couldn't help but think he might have a point. It was not a comforting feeling. The smell of spilled wine grew overwhelming in the enclosed space, her head starting to spin from the fumes.



 
 She realized she might only be prolonging the inevitable but, stubbornly, she refused to waver. The hilt of the knife was sweaty in her hand as she pushed herself further back into the darkness. Reaching a feeling of near despair, she resolutely promised herself she would go down striking.



 
 From overhead Hun Sen's men began shouting in anger. There was the staccato hemorrhaging of automatic gunfire. Her breath came out of her in a rush of relief.



 
 David,
 she thought. Relief flooded into her with such intensity it was intoxicating. She turned toward the open door to the upstairs where Hun Sen stood. Her hand came down as she pivoted and the heel of her palm slid off the smooth old wood of the rafter.



 
 She grunted under the impact as her chest bounced off the beam. Suddenly overextended, her knee came down as her feet fought furiously for purchase. It was over in a second and she fell the eight feet to the floor.



 
 She cried out in pain at the sudden impact as the switchblade went spinning off into the shadows. Javacovitch hadn’t gotten to the wine racks near her so that even though she was instantly splashed with wine she managed to avoid landing in a field of broken glass.



 
 The ex-Green Beret reacted instantly. One second she was trying to scramble to her feet and in the next he was standing above her, clothed in shadow like a deathly specter. A strong hand reached down, fingers like steel cables entwining themselves in her hair, and then she was cruelly snatched up to her feet.



 
 She tried to fight, knees striking, hands clawing, but he popped his arm like a lion tamer with a bullwhip and snapped her head on her neck so sharply she saw stars. She cried out and he pulled her up tight against his body, crushing her breasts to his chest.



 
 She went for his eyes but the cold, hard metal circle of a gun barrel dug into the tender flesh under her chin. She froze.



 
 “Nice try,” Jacovavitch growled. His breath was hot in her face, close as a lover as he peered down at her in the uncertain light.



 
 She shut her eyes tight and stood very, very still.



 
  



 
 Sten stalked smoothly through the house.



 
 He'd fought house-to-house before, in the battle of Inchon, and he'd followed more than one desperate, armed perp into mazes of urban terrain since joining the LAPD. He understood close quarter battle in the narrow confines of a room by room gunfight.



 
 He didn't like it.



 
 The margin for error was razor thin, the chance of innocent people getting caught in the crossfire, too great. He didn't really have much of a choice at the moment, however. If he could keep from accidental shooting either of the girls then the mansion was pretty much a free fire zone.



 
 Gliding forward, he silently gave thanks once again for the Ocelot running point for him. The Bel Air estate was massive, an ostentatiously decorated labyrinth that he would have quickly become lost in, leaving him with little hope of finding Jane if not for the sure footed wildcat.



 
 The orange and black spotted animal darted down a hallway past a secondary staircase and through the door of a room off the corridor. Moving fast to catch up, Sten shuffled past several expensive Renaissance influenced paintings and odd pieces of Louis the XIV furniture like armoires, chairs, and end tables. The interior decorator for the rental company had picked a theme of European decadence and then ran stubbornly with it, the detective noted.



 
 He swung the muzzle up as he got to what appeared to be a back, or servants' staircase. Marty appeared in the hall suddenly, running quick. It was all the warning Sten got. He pivoted toward the animal in surprise, bringing the silenced M3 up on reflex.



 
 A muscular, Asian man in a chauffeur’s dress suit appeared in the doorway, Swedish K at the ready in his fists. Focused on the strange sight of the fleeing Ocelot, his eyes flared in surprise as he caught sight of Sten. The LAPD detective centered his gun-sight on the man's chest, his finger taking up the slack on his trigger.



 
 The chauffeur darted back inside the room. Sten had a lot of faith in his 185-grain large caliber rounds. The .45 caliber slugs were slow juggernauts that created deep wound channels in human flesh and could attack structural targets with raw, blunt force trauma.



 
 He fired a tight burst from the hip, clawing a line of baseball sized holes through the wood paneling of the hallway and sending the hardballs crashing through into the room beyond. The
 thwak-thwak-thwak
 of the suppressed sub-machine gun coughed out against the
 clink-clink-clink
 of the bolt cycling back and forth like the piston in a Corvette engine.



 
 Glittering brass cartridges pumped out of the oversized ejection port in wild arcs and bounced to the floor. The adrenaline-high stink of cordite was a sudden, intoxicating perfume in the cramped quarters of the back hallway.



 
 And there it was.



 
 Like a Jack-in-the-box inside his soul, popping up again though he thought he'd left the feeling of it, the Satanic rush of it, behind him; that feeling like back on the Chosin or in the gutters of Inchon; the love for killing people that needed killing. He felt the involuntary stretch of his lips as they drew back in a fierce, barbaric grin.



 
 He didn't let the rush take him, didn't plunge into the river of the emotion, but a little part of him, a part now well tucked away since the war, savored it. He eased his finger off the trigger when he saw a wave of blood rolling out from the edge of the door and across the floor.



 
 He heard the slump of the body striking the floor like a sack of loose meat and then the chauffeur splayed out on the ground. .45 caliber rounds at under ten feet of range had caved in his ribs like kindling, blown the arm off at the elbow and splattered the man's insides all over the outside.



 
 Sten heard a slap of bare feet on tile and was already turning when the girl screamed. Wearing only a short, white silk robe with brilliant lavender birds painted on it, Chou, the girl he and Jane had come to save, stood at the bottom of the staircase behind him.



 
 Her hair was wild as a lion mane, eyes crazy with emotion and drugs, in her hand she held a big .357 Magnum Colt Python with a 4-inch barrel. The size of the handgun was ludicrous in Chou's tiny hands. Though first produced in 1955, Sten had never seen one outside of a high end gun store.



 
 Now, as he looked deep into the massive tunnel of its muzzle, he hoped to never see one again. “Easy,” he warned.



 
 Chou shrieked and launched into motion. Startled and almost paralyzed with disbelief, Sten watched her squeeze her eyes tightly shut as she took the titanic revolver up into both her hands. She dropped straight down into a full crouch and snapped the heavy weapon up, like an Olympic Weightlifter trying to hit a 400lbs Snatch.



 
 Eyes still locked tightly shut, Chou was screaming in what Sten assumed was Cambodian, though he found it impossible to tell for sure. The surrealistic fog of the situation felt overblown, like a melodrama seen on stage. He stepped easily to one side as she began firing blindly. The roar of the hand cannon was deafening and the .357 magnum rounds plunged through the hall, leaving funnels of supersonic air cracking down the length of the corridor.



 
 Recoil jerked the heavy pistol barrel up like the arm of a puppet on a string. Three shots in and Sten had managed to reach the side of the staircase. He reached for the pistol, half bemused, half worried one of the massive bullets would cut through a wall and hit Jane somewhere deeper in the mansion. Chou let the recoil unlock her elbows slightly as she fired a fourth time.



 
 This time the pistol recoil drove the frame straight back into her face. The hammer smashed into her lips and split them open to knock the bottom off her two top teeth. Shocked by the sudden pain and force, Chou's eyes snapped open and she screamed as her head was knocked back.



 
 The pistol fell heavily to the floor, struck the bottom step and hopped like a badly bounced coin. Sten heard a cry behind him and spun, M3 up and at the ready. One of the bodyguards had appeared in the doorway, Swedish K at port arms. A red blossom the size of a 50-cent piece appeared in his chest. The loose .357 came down off the bounce and struck the hall floor butt first as if held by an invisible hand. The hammer reverberated under the impact and the fifth round went off like a stick of dynamite in a laundry chute.



 
 Sten jumped a foot when the dropped pistol fired but his eyes never left the Cambodian gunman as he tried to bring his own weapon to bear. The man was struck with a second .357 round that shattered his jaw and tore an avulsion the size of a paperback novel in the front of his throat.



 
 Slaughtered, the man twisted as if caught with a Rocky Marciano hook and went down. Sten gaped in incredulous shock. The whole thing was as unlikely as an Andy Warhol painting. On cue a second bodyguard appeared behind the first.



 
 The two men looked up at each other over the improbable corpse of the third. Both men went for their triggers and realized the other was doing the same. Both men peeled away for cover as they fired, throwing their aim wild and sending bursts of slugs to hammer into the building's walls. Plaster dust and splinters the size of pencils filled the air as the rounds clawed through the materials in useless fusillades.



 
 Chau staggered to her feet, mouth bleeding copious amounts as she spit out shards of teeth. On one knee in the hall, Sten sensed her moving and swung his grease gun around like a croquet mallet, smacking the steel barrel into the slight woman's shins, using merciless force.



 
 Chau cried out and went down face first into the hallway rug, yet another artifact of the French Renaissance. Blood instantly soaked the cream and burgundy carpet length, ruining eight thousand dollars beyond repair in less than a second.



 
 Sten launched himself forward, putting a heavy hand in the small of the woman's back and pinning her immobile. He thrust the M3 forward with one hand on the pistol grip and triggered a long, ragged blast of suppressive fire at the doorway.



 
 Chou screamed again in inarticulate shrieks of primal rage and tried to rise. Exasperated, Sten did the only thing he could think of and popped the folding wire stock of the sub-machine gun against her temple like a carpenter tapping home a nail. The Cambodian woman dropped instantly to the rug.



 
 The barrel of the Swedish K levered blindly around the corner and opened fire. Parabellum rounds cut through the air above the ex-marine's head in a hail of 9mm lead slugs forcing him to duck. Sensing an opportunity, Sten drove himself into action.



 
 He came up in a low lunge and dove over the unconscious woman's body, landing on one tucked shoulder and rolling across in a tight ball. He came up fast, right at the edge of the door and shoved the long suppressor in under the hammering, stuttering Swedish K.



 
 His knuckled went white as he pulled the trigger and hosed the area behind the door jam. The Swedish sub-machine gun instantly fell silent and tumbled away to land in a lake of the dead chauffeur’s blood. The final Cambodian gunmen pirouetted like a ballerina, his chest and stomach a bloody mess, tripped over the feet of the other KIA and fell heavily to the floor.



 
 Snatching the M3's stock tight in against his shoulder, Sten snapped the barrel back and forth in a tight pattern as he looked deeper into the room. There was a moment of silence while he took in a small alcove complete with china hutch showing Hummel figures from a Summer Day On The Seine, a reading chair next to an informal humidor, and a door which hung open, revealing stairs leading down.



 
 There was a pause that seemed to last improbably long after the furious gun battle. Slowly, Sten uncoiled and lifted himself to one knee, his hearing still compromised from the close in report of un-baffled firearms. Behind him however he easily heard the rattled breath of the unconscious opium slave as blood bubbled through her nose.



 
 Marty yowled in a questioning manner from much further back. Sten worked his jaw, weapon at the ready, and his ear drums popped, returning some of his hearing. He heard the sound of heavy feet thundering up wooden stairs and he had just a moment's warning to tense.



 
 Boupha came through the door, weapon blazing.



 
  



 
 Jane cried out in pain.



 
 She tried to pull free from Javacovitch as the sound of weapon reports rolled back down the stairs, but he was relentless. She struck his face with an open palm blow while trying to weave her leg between his ankles for a pseudo Judo-trip, but he casually shifted with the blow and automatically popped his hips back, easily keeping his balance.



 
 “Knock it off!” he warned.



 
 He shoved the barrel of Sten's .45 into her stomach. She gasped and sagged against the iron claw hold he held in her hair. The wind was driven from her as she folded down in pain and she stumbled. He eased up on the pressure for a moment to let her catch her balance. Her hands stretched out to keep from falling as she fought to breathe.



 
 Her waving hand smacked up against the wooden crosshatch of a wine rack. Instantly she seized her chance. Her hand wrapped around the bottle of Merlot and she snapped herself straight, yanking the wine clear of the rack. Her arm whipped around and the heavy glass container smashed into the ex-Green Beret's face.



 
 He made a heavy, almost squalling sound as his nose broke and the impact resonated deep into the bones behind his face. He staggered and Jane yanked her head free from his grasp. Taking the bottle up in a two handed grip like a Viking with a battle axe, she brought it down on the top of his head. The bottle shattered around his shoulders and the DIA agent hit his knees. Grasping the broken neck of the busted bottle, Jane drove the heel of her foot in his face and laid him out.



 
 Hun Sen drove in to get her but she heard him coming and managed to half step out of the way. The Cambodian general struck the table where she'd been bound at a dead run and went sprawling. The feel of the disgusting man's hand on her skin, her ass, her sex, flashed through her in a wave of belligerent revulsion so strong she'd lashed out before she was fully conscious of taking action.



 
 He was pushing himself up, cursing and trying to turn, his hands like the talons of a vulture, clawing for her with his nails from out of the shadows. The smell of his body this close was nauseating and her terror at the feel of his touch was overwhelming.



 
 A long, wicked icicle of curved glass jutted out like a stalagmite from the handle of bottle neck and she plunged it forward once, almost surgically, into the side of Hun Sen's neck. The glass sliver slid without resistance into the muscles under the jaw and sliced through the network of arteries and veins there. Hot sticky blood gushed out over her hand, invisible in the dark.



 
 A hand like a tiger trap clammed over her wrist. She screamed and tried to pull free. Her bones ground together painfully under the pressure and she was jerked down to her belly. Hun Sen's breath washed over face like noxious fumes from an industrial plant.



 
 He said something she didn't understand and it was more of a gurgle as his own blood bubbled in his throat. Then he sighed wetly and the grip on her arm released. Instantly she scrambled backward, feeling her stomach flip-flop.



 
 She had to get out, get upstairs and find David. David! His gun! She began frantically slapping the cellar floor trying to find the Colt .45 Javacovitch had been wielding.



 
 Suddenly a man was screaming from behind her and she heard the unmistakable thudding of a body going down steps the hard way. She turned and felt her heart quicken as she heard the unmistakable yowling of Marty. Then, in the next moment--



 
 “Goddamn cat!” David Sten yelled. “Get out of the way!”



 
 Boupha, Ocelot on his head like a living hat, somersaulted into the room. He was screaming in agony as the animal mauled his face, turning skin into bloody ribbons that hung in tatters from his scalp. The Cambodian bodyguard staggered to his feet, striking his own head with his fists as he tried to dislodge the thing. Back lit by the light from the stairs, it was like watching a slapstick comedy performance on the stage of some off-Broadway production.



 
 Sten, M3 up and ready, stood framed in the doorway. His face held a look of equal parts revulsion, fascination and...satisfaction, as he watched the little jungle cat rip the Asian mercenary to shreds. Abruptly, the Ocelot leaped free. Boupha stood for a moment. Hesitantly, unsure, Sten lifted the grease gun.



 
 Boupha toppled like a tree. He struck the ground hard and rolled out of the light until only one blood splashed boot remained in the beam of weak illumination. The Ocelot padded into the light, sat regally and began licking its paws coolly.



 
 “Marty!” Jane gasped in pleasure.



 
 The cat instantly spun and bounded toward her.



 
 “Marty?” Sten sputtered. “Marty!” He began walking forward. “What about 'David'!”



 
 Jane sprang to her feet and scooped the purring cat up into her arms. She showered the kitty with kisses, laughing with relief. She turned toward the big detective and ran forward.



 
 “Jane!” he howled. “Jesus, are you okay?”



 
 “Oh, David--”



 
 Sten stepped forward and swept his left arm up. He struck her and shoved, tossing her to the side and forcing the Ocelot to jump free. The M3 came up like a gunslinger's pistol in his right fist. The suppressed weapon flashed in a star burst pattern in the twilight illumination of the cellar.



 
 A four round burst of .45 ACP slugs hammered into Agent Javacovitch as he stood, handgun raised. The bullets struck the man in the chest and neck in a loose Z-pattern. He staggered back and triggered the modified M1911A1 into the ground. It sounded like a burst of thunder but the rounds hammered harmlessly into the floor.



 
 He staggered backward, trying to raise the pistol again.



 
 Sten let the sub-machine gun cycle a double tap. A section of Javacovitch's skull came loose and spun off like a deformed Frisbee. There was no stagger this time. The man simply dropped and hit the dirt to lay motionless.



 
 Sten threw the grease gun down and rushed to where he'd knocked Jane clear. She came into his arms as he scooped her up. He was drunk with relief and crushed her naked form to him. He could feel the swelling of bruises on her lips, taste the blood she had bled and pulled away from her embrace.



 
 “You're hurt!”



 
 “It's okay,” she laughed. Her small giggle was like ice in a highball glass, nearly lyrical. “I'm going to be fine. I'll just need some makeup and a whiskey sour. Where's Chau, the code?”



 
 “Where's Ho Chi Min’s lovechild?” Sten scoffed, bitter. “Upstairs sleeping off a haymaker. We need to get back up there and turn her over to Dawson for 'restorative memory therapy' before she tries to murder her rescuers again.”



 
 “I still don't understand everything, David,” Jane said in his shoulder.



 
 “How can we?” he replied. “Half the back story is classified and another quarter of it doesn't make sense unless you're an expert on espionage and Southeast Asian politics. There was a girl, she needed rescuing, whether she knew it or not, and she knew something people were willing to kill to learn. We helped. We lived. You're getting a nice retainer. You can take me to dinner.”



 
 Jane's hand found the crease of Sten's trousers. He almost jumped in surprise then settled himself comfortable into the pressure. “Are you sure?” he asked, hesitant. “We're they...horrible?” He obviously didn't know how to ask what needed to be asked.



 
 “It wasn't as bad as it could have been, as bad as Hun Sen wanted it to get,” Jane told him, hand still in place, teasing the detective. “But I'm going to need to remind myself that my body is my own, that I do with it what
 I
 want. You're going to have to help with that.”



 
 Marty purred like an aircraft engine, rubbing himself against their legs so hard it almost knocked them over. Laughing the pair disentangled and Jane scooped up the cat. She put a hand on Sten's shoulder and he looked up into her blue eyes from the sleek lines of her naked body.



 
 “I'm going to need clothes at some point.”



 
 “That's too bad,” he said. “But probably true. Let's go collect our little girl and get the hell out of Dodge. There must be something you can wear upstairs.”



 
 “Good, but grab a couple bottles of wine. I'm sure they're expensive and I feel I earned a bonus.”



 
  



 
  



 
 In her Malibu bedroom, Jane lay back on her bed and watched Mark Stern undressing. She was healed and showered and naked. Her hand trailed slowly down her belly until it slid onto her pussy. Slowly, gently, she began rubbing her finger across her clitoris.



 
 Her free hand found her heavy breast and she pinched her own nipple. It stiffened and grew between her fingers. Stern didn’t hurry, eyes eating her up as stripped off his clothes.



 
 “I’ve been wanting to do this a long time,” he said. His voice rough with wanting her.



 
 “Come get it,” she invited.



 
 Her finger slipped inside herself, pushing past her swollen lips. She curled her finger and stroked her G-spot, shivering as the pleasure washed through her. Stern had his cock in his hand, jacking himself as he watched her.



 
 She looked up at him, finger fucking herself. “I know what your problem is, David.” She told him. “You’re angry at how much you want me, it’s messing with your head. You don’t think you shouldn’t want me, but you do.”



 
 “It’s not professional,” he admitted.



 
 “It is for me,” she laughed.



 
 She held out the hand on her tit for him, and he walked toward her, cock at attention. She took hold of it like a man drawing a sword, and pulled him closer. Her fingers moved faster inside her as she took him in her mouth.



 
 He moaned as her lips closed around his dick and she began to suction suck the head. Mouth still working, she began jacking the shaft. Her hand moved up and down in rhythm with her bobbing head.



 
 She pulled back, spit on his dick and then smeared it down his length with her hand, lubricating it. He got up on the bed and pushed her head down into the pillow. Pinning her there, he began sliding his dick in and out of her mouth past her full, pouty lips.



 
 She moaned, mouth sloppy with spit and began rubbing her clit furiously. He pulled his dick out and pushed his nutsack toward her face.



 
 His balls were the size of a mule’s, smooth and full, perfect globes stretching the skin. She leaned in willingly, turning her face upward. Her lips rested against the testicles and she felt their warmth as she kissed them. She felt a stirring in her cunt, knew she was getting wetter.



 
 “Lick them,” Stern instructed. “Lick my balls.”



 
 She went to work, tongue caressing the heavy balls like a cat cleaning its fur. She bathed them in her spit, leaving them glistening and wet. Stern held her in a firm grip, guiding her head.



 
 She stretched her lips wide and sucked in one perfect testicle. His taste was masculine, utterly male. The big ball filled her mouth, forcing her cheeks outwards in a bulge as she attempted to accept it all. Her tongue found the seam of the nut sack and worked at it. This close to the junction of his powerful thighs, nose buried in his groin, the scent of him, a heavy, almost barbaric aroma, enveloped her.



 
 It made her drip with wanting.



 
 Vaginal secretions oozed in honey streams down her thighs, her clitoris swelled, engorged and aroused to an almost painful state of need. The fingers of one hand continued rubbing the button under the hood of her labia, and she moaned.



 
 Looking up from his balls, all she saw was cock jutting straight out, thick and covered in veins. She wanted it, she wanted to touch it, to suck it, and feel these great balls now in her mouth, contract as he shot his load past her lips and into her, the taste of it, how warm and thick it would feel, as it jetted down her throat.



 
 Her body shuttered suddenly as her fingers continued working her clit to an orgasm. She reached out a hand to steady herself. She gasped, the heavy nut slipping out of her mouth, a line of glistening drool stretching from it to her lips. She closed her eyes, goosebumps rippling across her flesh. Her pussy gushed and more drops of her secretions leaked on the sheets.



 
 “Suck me off.”



 
 “Yes, Officer Stern,” she answered instantly.



 
 Jane heard the strain of desire in his voice. And she ached with longing to do as she was told, to not just suck the big cock, but to feel David Stern fuck her face. She relaxed, stretched her lips wide.



 
 “Stick out your tongue,” Stern told her. “Relax your jaw, let it slid in.”



 
 She knew how to suck a big cock, but she liked being told what to do in the bedroom, and her mouth carefully enveloped the head. She stuck out her tongue and Stern eased his hips forward, placing the hefty weight of his shaft there.



 
 “Mind your teeth,” he whispered. “Ease it in.” She did as she was told and he continued pushing. “Good,” Stern murmured, “good.”



 
 He smoothly inserted the front half of his cock into her mouth and her saliva glans watered, the muscles of her throat clenching and relaxing in anticipation of what was coming as he slid it deeper.



 
 Drool welled up in a pool and spilled out of her mouth in strings of spit. Some of it ran down her neck and onto the slope of her breasts. Adrenaline flooded her body, only serving to heighten the experience. Slowly, mouth stretched to its limits, she began bobbing her head, working along the length, coating it with spit until it shone. She ran her head along the umbrella ridge, of the corona with each backward stroke. Her tongue found the opening at the head and she poked gently there, wiping up the pearls of pre-cum.



 
 On the down stroke, she tried fitting more and more of the cock into her mouth, to relax enough to take it down her throat. She coughed and gagged in her eagerness to please. Stern’s strong fingers wrapped around her lower jaw and at the back of her head, pulling and pushing her face in concert with her rhythmic ministrations.



 
 “Suck it,” Stern whispered, “take it.”



 
 “Your eyes, whore,” Stern growled. “Look up at me.”



 
 From her position, face stuffed with his erection until her eyes watered and drool spilled out of her mouth like wine from a cup, she looked up, meeting his gaze and their eyes locked.



 
 She felt euphoric, ecstatic, energy drilling into her with the same relentless intensity with which he now fucked her face. She gagged, spilling even more saliva out of her mouth. Her chest was sloppy wet with it where it ran down her chin.



 
 Wanting to please him, eager to do so, she willed the muscles of her throat to relax and pushed her face down the shaft. The feeling of resistance gave way, and she slid his length all the way in, deep throating him until her mouth jammed tightly against his body.



 
 His eyes narrowed in pleasure,



 
 “That’s it, girl,” he whispered. “Look in my eyes.”



 
 He fucked her throat hard, driven by the sound of her gagging and coughing. His grip was rough, his thrusting almost frantic. She rode the storm for several minutes and he gave in first.



 
 “Enough,” he told her.



 
 He pulled his cock clear of her throat and out her mouth. It was harder than ever, swollen, steel hard. Pearls of spit clung to it and it glistened wetly. Then, to her surprise Stern bent forward and reached for her, hands wrapping around her arms. Her breath left her body as he scooped her to his chest. She gasped in surprise.



 
 She had done this, made him wild with desire and she trembled in his arms as he turned her. She cried out in surprise as Stern dropped into place and her parted legs rested on his shoulders. His mouth opened and his tongue slaved her vagina, parting the lips and licking wetly into her depths then scrubbing her clitoris in long, slow licks. She grabbed hold of his hair and cried out. His breath came humid and hot against her inner thighs.



 
 “Yes,” she sobbed. Then again and again, “ugh, ugh.” It was inarticulate noise, but Stern’s tongue moved inside her tight cunt in hot waves, driving words from her mouth. Her hips came down into the press of his tongue and he began fucking her with it, sliding it in and out with quick thrusts, then lapping at her in broad strokes.



 
 She rolled her head in ecstasy, disbelieving the intensity of the sensations sweeping through her, and her eyes rolled wildly. She felt a burning pressure building low in her belly, a violent need, like a storm. She ground down and Stern worked his tongue into her, his lips wet with the sheen of her pussy juice. In the next moment her orgasm reached a breaking point.



 
 She felt a his finger slid between her asscheeks. The digit pushed its way in and found the opening there. Gently, Stern began rubbing her anus in time to the rhythm of his tongue.



 
 Her eyes, heavy lidded with approaching release, opened wide in shock and the sensation proved too much, She swept over the edge and screamed. Her pussy clenched like a fist and pleasure jolted through her body in wide, hot currents. She screamed again and her vagina released in an explosion of fluid.



 
 Her orgasm sprayed out and she shuddered in spasms so strong they went beyond her ability to control her body and rivers of orgasmic secretions flowed from her. Stern grunted in satisfaction as her hot, orgasmic juices gushed across his face. It ran down his cheeks and collected in the hollow of his throat.



 
 Still impaled on his tongue, she shuddered, and shuddered.



 
 Stern’s came up and grabbed her breast, thumb going to the erect nipple there and tracing a lazy circle. She inhaled sharply, then relaxed into the strength of his grip and her pussy throbbed, pulsing with hunger to be filled.



 
 “Climb down on my cock and get me off.” He ordered.



 
 “Yes, Officer Stern,” she breathed.



 
 She slid down his torso, feet finding purchase on the bed to either side of his hips. The big cock between his legs curved aggressively. It was an intimidating sight, thick and long. She wanted to take it.



 
 Settling down on the lower part of Stern’s abdomen, she spun quickly, spreading her legs wide and securing a steady foothold on the plush mattress. She reached down and took the cock by the shaft just below the helmet rim of his head. She felt his heartbeat pulsing through the fat stream of his dorsal artery. The shaft was the thickest she’d seen and she wanted this, wanted it badly.



 
 She spread her knees apart as she picked the hard cock off his stomach. Carefully, she rubbed the head against the folds of her opening, using her own juices to slicken it. Moving carefully, she put it at her opening and eased herself down on the erection.



 
 She expelled a breath in a quick, hard gasp. The thing felt like an iron rod as she pushed onto it. She moaned and slid the head in. Slowly, the walls of her vagina relaxed and accepted the big dick.



 
 “Yeah, baby,” she whined as the cock slipped into her.



 
 Her own juices dripped down around the fat head, greasing the way, and she relaxed her knees, letting gravity ease her down the length. She felt filled up, stretched and full. He hadn’t started moving and she felt better fucked than she ever had before.



 
 His finger pressed against her asshole once more and she sighed. Instantly, the gears in her lower belly starting turning, churning toward the next orgasm as she skidded down the length of his dick. She perched, hands braced on his torso and slowly, carefully, she began sliding up and down.



 
 His cock smoothly navigated her depths, pushing her beyond the discomfort of the stretch and deep down roads of ecstasy she’d never understood could exist.



 
 She was drunk from fucking.



 
 “That’s it baby, fuck me, fuck me baby,” she moaned in rapid pants.



 
 Her hands kneaded his stomach as her inner thighs quivered. She was sopping down there, her body wet and aroused. Slowly, his hips lifted up to meet her. She heard him growl in satisfaction and she halted all motion as Stern picked up the pace, lifting his hips, sliding his cock deep, pulling it out.



 
 She arched, holding her position, and he jackhammer fucked her cunt. Stern snarled, finger gone from her ass, both hands wrapping around her narrow waist, picking her up, pushing her down, jamming his cock into her.



 
 His hips punched into her ass cheeks, tearing screams from her throat as the cock between his legs pummeled into her. Then his thrusts dropped into a stutter rhythm and he bucked spasmodically.



 
 The base of his shaft swelled, and the force of the thick knot of his ejaculate rolled up the length of his urethra. Pussy lips stretched tightly across his prick, she felt every vibration. Inside her the head of his cock jerked as he shouted.



 
 She felt cum squirt up against her insides, felt the flesh canal drip and smear with it, until the thick white fluid slid back down the outside of his shaft and between her lips as she continued sliding up and down on his erection.







 
 The feel of the slick ejaculate was all she need, the scorching heat as it splashed into her and her orgasm shook her while her fingers dug into him. She couldn’t fight it anymore and screamed with the intensity of her orgasm.



 
 She squirted hard and it flowed out of her, running down his penis to mix with the his sperm. Trembling, she collapsed backward against him, and felt the strong arms envelope her.



 
 She turned into his embrace, kissing his face, “Baby, that was good,” she whispered. “You throw out a good fucking.”



 
 “Plenty more where that came from,” he told her.
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 …professional escort and freelance operative, Jane takes the dirtiest missions, the ones the Powers That Be know will have to get…physical. Contacted by Case Officer Joseph Dawson, her control in the Bureau of Intelligence and Research, Jane is offered one hell of an assignment. She needs to go under cover as a groupie with the latest international musical sensation, the LH. This week’s flavor of Beatles Wannabes are perpetual stoned, perpetually horny, perpetually clueless, and, apparently, in grave danger. Strange reports surface suggesting they are the target of a shadowy, malevolent cabal for unknown reasons. The Bureau wants to know why and Dawson plants her in the group as a vivacious jet setting groupie willing to party
 any
 way the band wants.



 
 To maintain her cover and expose the mystery, Jane is going to have to get…
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 The band thought the trouble began in the midnight skies over Scotland.



 
 It wasn’t until later that Surge Masters would remember the incident on the tarmac of Heathrow and realize they’d all been set up right from the start.



 
 +++



 



 
 The Rolls Royce limo pulled up next to an idling DC-8 as gentle rain pattered on one of the private landing strips at the London airport. The silver metal aircraft looked as stylish and fast as the Rolls, with the band’s name painted a brilliant, almost dazzling shade of lemon yellow across the fuselage.



 
 The sold-out show at Hammersmith Odeon was a smash success and both the roar of the crowd and echoing of amplifiers continued ringing in their ears. The band had dumped so much energy into the performance they should have felt exhausted, but instead they remained charged with excitement as they headed for the mobile staircase pushed up to the airplane door.



 
 Peter McAllister sang off-color limericks and Jane’s laughter was infectious as a spell, but the usually pensive Surge, quick enough with his smile, never let worry over his Rickenbacker guitar ease for a moment. He didn’t trust it to a roadie the way Mickey Monks did his drums, Davey his bass, or even how Michael Button, the rhythm guitarist, did his own instrument.



 
 The twenty-four year old loved the sexy, red axe. It'd proved his magic carpet ride to fame. He wasn’t about to let English damp and English chill compromise it with even the slightest trace of wood warping or string fraying moisture. Because of this he was last out of the Rolls as he snapped a black case closed around the guitar.



 
 He lagged behind the group and the driver, standing by the door, almost closed it on him. In fact the surprised man - a pasty bean pole with a decidedly unfashionable mustache - practically jumped when Surge used his elbow to keep the limo door from hitting the neck of the guitar case.



 
 He emerged from the backseat as the chauffeur  shoved a white envelope into the dirty hand of a thuggish looking stranger wearing the grease stained overalls of a flight mechanic. The tradesman showed deep, squinty eyes under a low, heavy brow and a mouth full of teeth like a crooked picket fence.



 
 Meeting Surge's eyes, the man scowled and made the envelope disappear. Famous a star as he was, the young black man put the look off to nothing more than the all too pervasive racial tensions remaining such an intricate part of 1967.



 
 Go to hell, then,
 he thought.



 
 Since all he really cared about was ensuring his guitar was okay, he boarded the plane not giving the incident another thought. Later, he recalled the tattoo of the skeleton key on the man’s wrist with horrified clarity.



 
  



 
 Twelve thousand feet over southern Scotland they headed like a dart at 600mph for Edinburgh and their next gig. The band hung out in the common lounge, getting mellow after the show. Four, heavy Douglas jet turbine engines rumbled in the background, a soothing sound insulating them in a soft, droning cocoon.



 
 Jane had quickly learned that getting mellow for these guys meant smoking pot, and a lot of it. Then getting kinky. Right now the suite-like compartment was filled with clouds of sweet smelling smoke and he her head spun a little.



 
 She felt languid and sensuous. She knew she had to be able to keep her wits about her, so while she couldn’t pass on the drugs without raising suspicions, she couldn’t allow herself to let her mind wonder.



 
 In order to maintain her mental acuity, she went over what she knew of the band one more time as she slowly looked around the spacious cabin.



 
 Brighton Hauk, manager, father figure, all around guardian, and the man to first bring this eclectic group of misfit musical prodigies together, sat outside the circle in a comfortable first-class chair, vodka martini next to him. Casually, he twisted a signet ring on his hand.



 
 His past was a mystery. Jane knew from Dawson that his connections to all levels of society and government seemed impossibly vast; his remorseless efficacy was as much a part of the group’s success as Mickey’s singing, or the group’s technically innovative instrument playing.



 
 Despite this, he understood, perhaps even better than they, she thought, that the four of them held all the magic, and it was magic they made now. Lounging in a loose, almost tribal, circle they unwound from their performance by doing the thing they loved the most after waterbongs and blowjobs; making music.



 
 Both Michael and Davey used acoustic versions of their instruments. Only Surge played his electric guitar, keeping the volume on the Rickenbacker turned low to avoid overshadowing the others. Mickey used a triple set of bongos to maintain rhythm as Jane, just as stoned as everyone else, gently shook a pair of maracas, adding a liquid sliding, slightly sinister back-beat to the melody. It married smoothly into the foundation carved out by Michael’s bass.



 
 Mickey sang as he kept the tempo and the group tried working through a difficult transition in a new, heavier blues-based ballad they hoped to include in their lineup. Almost despite himself, Hauk found himself shaking a foot along in time.



 
 I’m a redwing blackbird baby



 



 
 Circling skies, looking for my lady--



 



 
 I feel our eyes meet across that space



 



 
 And suddenly I'm lost in place--



 



 
 Yeah, I’m flying now, but I can tell by your smile



 



 
 There’s hard landing comin’ round in just a little while



 



 
 Surge, eyes red and lidded, looked over at Jane. She felt his gaze roam across her body. She smirked a questioning look at him.



 
 “Come on, momma,” he said, voice husky. “You came very highly recommended. We didn’t bring any other pussy along because we heard you were so good. Show me something.”



 
 “Yeah,” Mickey grinned. “Show us something good.”



 
 Rising, Jane crossed her arms, reached down, grabbed hold of the bottom of her shirt, and pulled it over her head in one, smooth motion. She felt her breasts swing heavy against gravity at the motion, bouncing against the restraints of her bra.



 
 Looking over as she lowered her arms, she saw Mickey and company staring at the soft pillows of her tits spilling over her bra cups. The band stared at her with naked avarice in their eyes. Davey’s tongue flicked out to wet his lips, like a hungry man considering a particularly taste meal. The thought of that tongue flicking wetly across her skin flashed in her mind and her groin tightened.



 
 She reached behind her and undid the clasp on her bra. The brassiere popped apart and her big tits swung free. Exposed to the air, and the deliberate stares of her audience, her nipples began to stiffen. Dropping the bra, she kicked off her shoes.



 
 Pressing her hand flat against the smooth flesh of her belly, she slid it downward toward her pants. She watched their eyes follow her as she traced the line. Her pants opened and the zipper made its own distinctive sound as the teeth parted and it opened.



 
 “Ahhh,” the Mickey exhaled softly. His hand went to his crotch and began massaging himself through his pants.



 
 She hooked her thumbs in her waistband and pushed her jeans past the curve of her hips, taking her panties down with it. As her vagina slid into view, Surge stood, excited, and his hand went to his black cock. She watched as he squeezed and pulled at the head of organ, eyes roaming her body.



 
 She stepped out of her pants and stood before them, naked, beautiful, in complete command of their attention. Behind her Hauk gathered up her clothes for her. Mickey reached forward and knocked a tray of expensive liquor bottles and crystal tumblers to the floor.



 
 “On the table!” the Mickey almost shouted. “On the table!”



 
 She saw his chest heaving, could see the big tent in his pants formed by his hard-on, and smirked. She had them eating out of her hand. Surge stroked his prick, fist pumping up and down on the shaft as he stared at her. Beside him, Davey sat back down in a chair, as if slightly dizzy. His cock poked up like a flagpole from between his thighs.



 
 Stepping forward, using an empty chair as a ladder, Jane stepped up onto the table. She looked down at her audience, feet set shoulder width apart. Almost casually, she reached up with her hands and pinched her own nipples, tugging gently at them, coaxing them stiffer and stiffer. It was Surge’s turn to sigh out loud.



 
 Taking her left breast in both hands, she pushed it up toward her face and gently kissed it. Her tongue came out and she shivered as she traced a circle of saliva around her nipple. Carefully, she bit down softly onto the button and pulled, stretching it out. There was a hardline connection between her nipple and her pussy, and pleasure currents jolted through her as the sensation travelled between her two erogenous zones.



 
 She sucked hard for a moment, enjoying the warm, slippery feeling, then let her breast drop. Davey took hold of his cock and began masturbating. She glanced up, locked eyes with the Mickey. His orbs, under the bushy brows, burned with intensity and his lust poured out of him like heat from a furnace. Behind them Hauk watched, sipping his drink, not missing a thing.



 
 Jane smiled.



 
 With one hand, she continued pinching and rubbing at her nipple, but her other began a lazy meander down her stomach again. Hand pressed flat against her abdomen, fingers spread wide, she pushed it slowly down past her belly button and into the soft, groomed, bush of her pubic hair.



 
 Mickey unzipped his pants. She let her middle finger skim over her clitoral hood and rub down along the seam of her pussy. Mickey fumbled with his trousers, hands trembling as he fought to release his erection. Slowly, she bent her finger at the knuckle and pushed it in past the sticky folds of her labia.



 
 “Ohhh,” she breathed. She closed her eyes and ran her tongue across her lips.



 
 As she opened them again, the thick cudgel of the Mickey’s cock, mushroom head swollen like a balloon, popped free. For a man standing about five foot ten, his cock could have belonged to an NBA player, she thought.



 
 Her pussy made a moist little parting sound as she pushed deep into herself, curled her finger back and pushed against the ridged roof of her cunt where her G-spot rested. She rubbed across the rigid folds and shuddered. Pussy juice leaked out of her, sliding in a wet sheen on her inner thighs. She smelled her own arousal.



 
 She watched Mickey, cock in fist, step forward and grab the table for support. His face flushed red and sweat broke out on his forehead. His mouth hung open and he held hold of his hard cock so tight, the pressure seemed about to burst the distended glans like over ripe fruit.



 
 “That’s it!” he panted, almost slurring the words in his excitement.



 
 “She’s hot,” the Davey growled. “Goddamn, she’s hot!”



 
 “Don’t talk!” Surge snapped, eyes on Jane. “You’re ruining it!”



 
 Jane bent and dropped down on her heels, spreading her knees wide to give the three masturbating males a good view of her as she finger fucked herself. As they watched, eyes glazing with lust, she took the middle finger of her free hand and slid it into her mouth. Only Peter Nesmith held back, and she noticed he seem as interested in the boys beating their cocks as he did her own show.



 
 She decided to kick it up a notch.



 
 She sucked on the finger, coating the slender digit with spit. Between her legs, she no longer rubbed herself, but instead began running her finger in and out of her damp pussy, finger fucking herself at a faster, and faster pace.



 
 Finger glistening with her spit, she pulled it out of her mouth and reached around behind her back to the crack of her ass. The three watchers began shouting in excitement and approval, hooting in mad, inarticulate whoops.



 
 Her moist finger slid over the puckered ridge of her pink anus and rubbed lightly there, spreading her spit around the opening. Her squatting position worked to pull the opening apart, and she slid her finger up her ass.



 
 “Ohhh,” she cooed.



 
 “Let’s do her!” The Davey shouted, his own hand beating his dick almost too fast for the eye to follow. He reached out with his other paw-hand and grasped at Surge’s arm.



 
 “Not yet!” Surge, shouted back, slapping the hand away.



 
 Jane experimented with the plunging fingers inside her, finding a smooth, alternating rhythm as she pushed in and out of her spit-slick ass, and damp flowing pussy. She groaned, a deep animal sound, as the pleasure built up inside her.



 
 All three of them crowded up to the table, hands jerking cocks, reaching out with their other to run them across her body. Behind them she saw Hauk watch intently. Peter was on his feet now too. His pants came down and a short, squat cock sprang free. It looked as big around as a Pepsi bottle.



 
 She closed her eyes as the hands roamed her body, squeezing and pinching at her tits, rubbing the smooth curves of her ass cheeks.



 
 She surrendered herself to the moment. The hands became more insistent, rough, and almost frantic, with need and she started to lose her balance. Pulling her finger out of her ass, she reached behind her to steady herself on the table.



 
 The motion caused her to arc her back and push her hips forward, even as she continued finger fucking herself. She felt the rough beard brush her legs as Surge push up between her thighs, jostling her. She pulled her fingers free of her damp pussy and reached behind her for more balance.



 
 She opened her eyes just as the guitar player shoved his face the rest of the way forward.



 
 A long, warm tongue slid into her, and she moaned down low in her throat as Surge began eating her out. His tongue, every bit as clever as any she’d ever felt, began lapping at her cunt, burrowing inside to tickle her, then hungrily licking her engorged clitoris.



 
 “Ohhh, aahh,” she gasped.



 
 She did a half crunch movement and looked down between her legs where the rock star was going to town. He made wet, slurping sounds as he turned her on, and more and more of her vaginal juices began flowing.



 
 Davey stood right next to the crouched Surge, eyes locked on his companion performing enthusiastic, sloppy cunninglingus. His hand pumped his erect cock, jerking it hard as he took in the scene.



 
 “That’s it! That’s it!” he shouted, sounding near crazed.



 
 Doing a half sit-up, she reached out and caught Surge’s head by the ears. Taking hold of them firmly, she pulled his face down hard in between her thighs. “Don’t stop,” she urged. “Please don’t stop.”



 
 The guitar player redoubled his efforts, and again she felt the hot, wet rope of his tongue slide between her lips and begin working inside her.



 
 Gooseflesh broke out in rippling waves across her skin. Groaning with the ecstasy, she lay back and let her head loll off the edge of the table, her hair trailing down. She closed her eyes, listening to the sloppy slurping of Surge, and the hard fleshy slaps as the other rockers pumped their cocks, grunting with the effort.



 
 A heavy bat of flesh slapped her face, laying rigid across her nose and pouting lips. She opened her mouth, blindly turning toward it. Fingers slid into her hair, closed into a tight fist, and, pulling her scalp tight, immobilized her neck.



 
 The dick slapped her face again, heavy as a blackjack. She heard the soft
 smack
 as it struck her. She tried to turn, to take it in her mouth. Again the hand in her hair held her immobile.



 
 She whined in protest, mouth still open. Abruptly, she felt the head of a cock lay itself on her tongue. She smelled male, even just a slight trace of urine, and the salty tang of pre-cum leaking from the meatus. She opened her mouth wider and it shoved in, hard.



 
 She gagged and it pushed farther in, forcing itself down her throat. Now both hands were in her hair, pulling it roughly. As the cock began slamming in and out of her mouth, making her sputter and cough and gag, she felt the oddly familiar sense of comfort at having a big cock fucking her mouth.



 
 She tried moving her head to bob in time with the thrusting, but the hands holding her kept her firmly in place. She wasn’t sucking this cock off, it was fucking her, taking what it wanted. Her tits bounced heavily back and forth under the assault.



 
 There was an animal musk odor come from Mickey’s crotch each time her nose pushed roughly into his public hair. From her first days as a professional escort, she’d learned quickly to love the taste and feel cocks.



 
 She pressed her thighs tighter around the sides of Surge’s head, trying desperately to provide more stimulation for swollen clit.



 
 She kept coughing, the throat invasion coming too fast, too rough for her to relax, and she continued gagging up long ropes of spit. She suspected the band leader was getting off on her choking, enjoying the sadistic power game. The feeling was, she had to admit to herself, utterly singular.



 
 Gradually, the pleasant pot high helping, she willed herself to relax, to let the meat find its path. The taste filled her mouth, the scent her nose. She coughed up still more salvia onto the cock, continuing to gag but the pounding phallus didn’t slow. Rock stars took what they wanted how they wanted, she knew. This wasn’t her first rock band. Mickey’s hands in her hair jerked her face forward as his motions became convulsive, more spasmodic.



 
 He’s close now,
 she thought.



 
 In the he slammed her face into his belly, pushing his cock to the hilt in her mouth and down her throat. She heard him growl, moaning in low, animalistic-release. His cum exploded out with enough force that she hardly needed to swallow, instead it just jetted down her throat and into her stomach on its own.



 
 Mickey moaned and pulled his dick free. Bending her face back again, she felt several thick slugs of cum dribble out onto her cheeks and bridge of her nose. Smiling down at her, Mickey milked the last dregs of cum from his balls onto her face.



 
 She opened her mouth, eager to catch it all, and the heavy dick, slowly relaxing into a limp club, began rubbing across her face, smearing the cum around, dipping into her mouth for her to suck clean, then returning to her cheeks to mop up more sperm.



 
 This continued for several seconds until she licked him clean, then the grip in her hair slowly eased, allowing her to relax.



 
 Whooping like a cowboy, Davey yelled, “my turn!”



 
 Face still sticky with Mickey’s cum, Jane looked down to where Surge continued eating her out and locked eyes with him. “I want to feel both of you in me,” she said.



 
 He lifted his head and his face was glazed. “How?” he asked.



 
 “Sit in the chair,” she said.



 
 As she spoke, she thrust her head toward a comfortable chair set against the wall by the bed. Wondering what was up, Surge pulled out of her and went over and sat down.



 
 Reaching over to start jacking his dick off with her hand, Jane looked up at Davey. “I want to feel this big dick in my ass while Surge fucks my pussy. Can you do that? Can you fuck my ass so I can feel both of you moving inside me at the same time?”



 
 Time to shows these little boys how a pro can take it,
 she thought.



 
 Davey’s voice came out rough, his need raw. “Get over there and get on his dick,” he growled, obviously desperate to get his cock into something tight and warm.



 
 Jane sat up and swung off the table. She sauntered the few steps across the cabin, in complete control of situation. Surge back away before her, dick swing back and forth like an antenna as he did. She pushed him into the chair and climbed up into his lap.



 
 He lay back as she reached down and guided his cock into her pussy. Leaning in close, she moaned in his ear as she slid herself down his length. His hands came up and began squeezing her tits. She turned and started kissing him, thrusting her tongue into his mouth.



 
 If the taste of Mickey’s cock bothered him, he was too worked up to care, and he kissed her back, passionately, reveling in the heady mix of flavors she offered. She lifted her hips and rocked them down hard several times, fucking him from the top. After a moment, she broke off the kiss and looked seductively over her shoulder as Davey eagerly came up behind them.



 
 “Do it,” she ordered him. “Slide it in my ass.”



 
 She arched her back, presenting the perfect curve of her ass toward him. Bending slightly at the knees, Davey took his cock in hand and brushed the head against her rectal opening.



 
 Though ready, she still gasped at the sudden invasion, willing her sphincter to relaxed and accept the hard cock knocking at her back door. Davey was too stoned, too worked up, to be careful. Almost enraged with the need to start fucking, he shoved his dick halfway up her ass in a single stroke.



 
 “Ahhh!” Jane cried out in a loud mixture of pain and pleasure.



 
 Beneath her, Surge began pumping upward, driving his cock rapidly into her. She cried out again and hugged him, pressing her wet tits against his face. He took an erect nipple in his mouth and began biting it as he felt her quivering, almost helpless in his arms.



 
 Behind them, Davey groaned as his dick slid home all the way into Jane. He felt Surge’s thrusting cock moving like a piston through the thin flesh separating Jane’s ass from her vagina. He began moving his cock, trying to time his thrusts so that he was going in as Surge was pulling out.



 
 Jane wailed, “yes, yes, yes! Fuck me boys, fuck me!”



 
 Both band members increased their pace, earnestly trying to give the woman what she was craving. Davey in particular, in a better position, began hammering away at her snug asshole.



 
 “Gee whiz,” he grunted. “Your ass is tight!”



 
 Jane groaned, low and satisfied as she breast fed Surge. “Fuck it,” she said, as much to be heard talking filthy as anything. “Fuck that ass!”



 
 Surge squirmed beneath her, continuing to bite her nipple as he lifted his ass off the chair and pumped his cock into her. He’d never felt anything like this double penetration before, and his balls were already clenching in anticipation of shooting his load off.



 
 Jane leaned down, riding the cocks moving inside her, and whispered in his ear. “I’m going to cum now, okay, Surge?” she asked. “Would you like that? Would you like me to cum while you fuck me?”



 
 “Hell yes!” Surge managed to get out through clenched teeth. “Let it go!”



 
 His dick see-sawed up into her, and Davey’s fat cock rubbed against him through the thin membrane, his heavy balls drawn up tight between his legs. His abs started burning from the dozens upon dozens of bottom up crunches he was cranking out.



 
 Then, like hot water pouring from a shower, female ejaculate exploded out of Jane’s cunt. The warm liquid gushed down over him in a streaming waterfall, dripping down past his balls and running into the crack of his ass. His thighs ran wet with it and, in his arms, Jane came for the first time this night.



 
 Once, working as the “diplomatic” escort to a visiting French statesman for Dawson, she’d been with him as he surveyed a military base in preparation for some joint exercise. She’d over heard a group of soldiers singing a cadence as they ran by. It had always stuck with her.



 
 When I get to Heaven, St. Peter’s going to say



 



 
 “How’d you make your living, how’d you earn your pay?”



 



 
 As she orgasmed the song came back to her.
 This is,
 she thought, a little crazily.
 This is how I earn my living, this is how I earn my pay!



 
 Throwing back her head, she howled and the rocker bit down harder on her nipple, knowing she loved the rough treatment. Her pussy spasmed in concentric waves as she wiggled uncontrollably, ass stretched tight by Davey’s savagely plunging cock, still fully impaled on Surge’s own thrusting member.



 
 The gushing sound of her letting go as her juices squirted out around his cock drove him on, making him more ferocious in his fucking. Somewhere in the middle of her orgasmic scream, Jane began crying, tears running down her face in ecstasy as she started sobbing.



 
 “Don’t stop!” she wailed. “Don’t you fucking stop!”



 
 Goosebumps broke out across her flesh as her orgasm continued rocking through her. Her hands slipped behind his shoulders and she raked his back with her nails, gouging shallow furrows in the skin.



 
 “Ah, fuck!” he cried out.



 
 Adrenaline poured into his body, initiated by the pain of her scratches, and he grabbed her hips, holding her tight, slapping his hips up into her. He snarled in frustration, unable to deliver the fucking he wanted to give from that position.



 
 “That’s it!” he said. “We’ve got to switch, it’s my turn to hit that ass, Davey.”



 
 “Sure man,” Davey agreed. “Have at it.”



 
 Jane lay limply in Surge’s arms, her body almost gelatinous from the aftermath of her orgasm. She moaned as Davey pulled his cock out of her rear hole, leaving her feeling empty and hollow.



 
 “Get up,” Surge urged. “Let’s do standing doggy.”



 
 Legs shaking, Jane moved to comply and Surge, energized, quickly stood up. Jane turned and leaned into Davey, kissing him full on the mouth. The horny celebrity, just barely out of his teens, kissed her back, hard. She sucked on his tongue, hands sliding down to his cock where she began to masturbate him.



 
 Coming up behind her, Surge took her by her rounded hips and pressed his thumbs against the back of her hips, bending her over. Holding onto Davey, she shifted her feet into a wider stance, and then bent her head to go ass-to-mouth on him.



 
 Davey groaned as her hot, eager mouth slid over his dirty dick, sucking and licking at the head as she began bobbing her head up and down. “I’m living a stag film!” he shouted, voice almost deliriously happy.



 
 Surge, rubbing his hard cock between her ass cheeks nodded enthusiastically. “I know, right? Hauk made a good call letting her on!”



 
 Jane moaned into Davey’s balls and began rubbing herself back against Surge’s dick, urging him to put it in her.



 
 He stepped back and aimed his hard cock as best he could, directly at her puckered asshole, Jane groaned like someone biting into a delicious piece of cake, as his head pressed against her already stretched opening and, reaching down, began licking Davey’s balls as she jacked his cock.



 
 Behind her, Davey pushed his cock into her ass. She wiggled her hips, helping him find purchase, and then pushed off Davey’s hips a little until Surge was up to his base and grinding his hips into her buttocks.



 
 He started thrusting, balls slapping against the back of her legs. For a moment Jane could only cling to Davey, loving it, until she found the rhythm and gained her balance. Still stroking the his dick, she looked up, meeting Davey’s eyes.



 
 “Turn around,” she told him. “You ever feel a tongue in your asshole?”



 
 Davey’s eyes went gleamed as he nodded his affirmation, but he quickly spun around and offered his ass to her face. Jane didn’t hesitate, plunging her face directly into the muscular crack of his young ass, and began eating him out.



 
 One of her hands snaked between his legs, grabbing his cock from behind and milking it. “Oh shit!” he stuttered out as she performed the Rusty Trombone on him.



 
 Not satisfied with just licking, Jane thrust her tongue in and out of his butthole, tongue fucking him. Her hand squeezed and stroked his hard dick.



 
 Behind her, Surge pummeled her ass with his big cock. Abruptly, a second round of ejaculate shot out of her pussy and began spraying down her leg. At the sound of her cumming while getting butt fucked, Surge snarled and began pounding her even harder.



 
 Hot juice doused him, and he felt his toes grip the floor for purchase as his own building orgasm rocked through his body. His hips made several spasmodic stutter thrusts as his thigh muscles locked up, and then the intense burning pleasure locked in a ring around the base of his cock, surged into him, and he knew he was at the point of no return. He reached up, grabbing her shoulders with each hand, giving him a firmer hold to thrust against, and started pulling her back as he shoved his cock into her.



 
 He grunted with each impact, and listened to her exhale loudly under the force of each of his thrusts. Feeling dirty and barbaric, he reached over with one hand and took hold of her hair. His fingers curled into tangles, and he yanked back like a rider reining a horse in.



 
 Her head snapped back under his grab, thrusting her chin up and pushing her face deeper into Davey’s ass. Surge slammed his cock home, feeling the shock wave travel up through her, and watched it push her tongue further inside Davey’s ass. His cock felt like it was swelling like a balloon inside the tight sheath of her butthole.



 
 “Fuck!” he yelled, and began ejaculating. Then, becoming inarticulate with need, he began slurring out random, bestial sounds. “Uhggh, uhggh!”



 
 His cum shot up inside the escort, and she ground her ass back into him as she felt his semen splashing up inside her. Her own cum juice continued streaming out of her, making a loud sound as it formed a big puddle between her legs.



 
 She felt Davey’s young cock stiffen in her hand and she knew the guitar player was close. She squeezed harder, bearing down on the steel-straight inner shaft of his prick, and continued pumping hard as her tongue burrowed deep up his asshole, licking and thrusting in a slick, slippery tempo that teased his sensitive prostate.



 
 “Goddamn! Goddamn!” he hollered.



 
 His cum spewed out between his legs in a watery-white mess that clung to his calf where he splashed himself. The warm, tingling sensation ripping through his cock caused his ass to pucker and Jane felt it squeezing her tongue as she orally sodomized his rear opening.



 
 Excited by how crazy she’d made the two young studs, Jane dropped to her knees and reached out with both hands, taking control of their bodies, and pulled them toward her by their still hard dicks.



 
 In a motion not unlike the head bobbing of an Ostrich as it walked, she sucked first one dick, licking the cum from it, before turning her head and sucking the other. She went like that, bouncing back and forth between each dick until they shone, clean and pink.



 
 Finally, satisfied, she sat back, exhausted. Surge collapsed into the chair while Davey leaned heavily against the wall of the cabin. The three of them rested like that for several long moments, panting hard.



 
 Mickey, Hauk, and Peter began clapping.



 
 The door to the cockpit opened. A lean built man with gold pilot wings on a navy uniform stepped into the cabin. His entrance caused the streams of incense and pot smoke to swirl so that he seemed to step from a cloud. His features were sharp, nose large, eyes the sort of cobalt blue most associated with the print on china patterns.



 
 He studiously pretended not to notice what was going on.



 
 “I’m Captain Sinclair,” he said. “Just wanted to let you know we’ll be making our approach into Edinburgh soon,” His Scottish brogue was pure Highlander. “I’m, ahh,” he cleared his throat, “going to have to ask you all to take regular seats.”



 
 “Groovy,” Surge said in his soft, easy voice. He’d have felt a lot less groovy knowing about the blue ink skeleton key tattoo hidden by the sleeve of the man’s uniform.



 
 Hauk regarded the man with a sharp gaze. His eyes were piercing, with the same clinical scrutiny of a sniper looking through the cross hairs of his scope. Hauk’s foot stopped tapping. He used his thumb to twist the ring on his finger.



 
 “What happened to Ray Evans?” the British manager asked, referring to the man Jane knew from her briefing was the group’s regular pilot.



 
 The Highlander smiled. “Touch of the flu they tell me, something like that, anyway. Company called me in last minute because I know the Northern Coast like the back of my hand.”



 
 “What about Jacky?” Hauk countered like a man fencing. Jacky Evans was Ray’s wife and co-pilot. Jane listened with interest, all thoughts of sex gone for the moment. The Evans had been Hauk’s choice for a crew almost since the inception of the band itself.



 
 Sinclair smiled easily. It was so wide it seemed to slice his head in half. “I’m sure Mr. Evans’ condition isn’t too serious, but I'm told his wife wanted to stay by his side. Pretty understandable, you’ll agree.”



 
 Hauk seemed to consider the answer, holding the slightly perplexed expression of a man who doesn’t enjoy surprises or changes in plans. Still, they were in the air and there was obviously nothing for it anyway, so he nodded.



 
 The pilot smiled the same surface level expression as before and stepped back inside the cockpit, closing the door firmly behind him. It sealed like an airlock, or the door of a mausoleum.



 
 Still feeling mellow and high, the group dressed and slid into comfortable seats. There was a chorus of muted, metallic
 clicks
 as their seat belts secured into place. Jane popped open her purse and using a wet nap and a cosmetics case, began reapplying her make up.



 
 “Hey,” Peter said. “Can I borrow that eyeliner when you’re done?”



 
 Fat dick or not,
 Jane thought,
 you’re no Mark Stern.
 “Absolutely,” she said.



 
 “‘Hey!” Michael called out as he came from the back of the cabin. Everyone turned toward him. He stood by the doorway to the second cabin where the roadies stayed and the sleeping cabins were located.



 
 “What is it?” Mickey asked.



 
 “Where are the roadies? They're gone.”



 
 “That's impossible,” Davey said.



 
 The plane stuttered, mid-flight. “Sit down!” Jane warned. Surprised, the band’s fashion-plate, Michael threw himself into a seat and quickly buckled up.



 
 Outside, rain lashed the windows. The airframe shuddered in a sudden gust of wind. The plane hit a pocket of reduced atmosphere and dropped hard. The reverberations were enough to flicker the cabin lights. The band and Jane cried out in an unmelodious chorus, Hauk gritted his teeth.



 
 The port engine exploded in a fireball.



 
 +++



 



 
 David McAllister, “Davey” to his band mates, was a lot of things, Jane knew. He was a progressive bass player and a poet of some talent. He remained ingrained with a Midwestern work ethic that functioned as a sort of engine for the group as a whole. He was also utterly genuine, even when completely wrong in his own self-interpretation.



 
 As an unfortunate example, Davey, among his numerous other talents considered himself a humorist, Jane had read in his file.



 
 He was not.



 
 Except for inadvertent successes, his jokes were rarely funny and, 
 oblivious
 to certain social subtleties, he was often completely inappropriate while always utterly unaware of any faux pas. Being a rock star, even if he had noticed, he wouldn’t have given two shits.



 
 Facing death as the DC-8 plunged out of the Scottish sky with a burning engine he reverted to form. Instead of screaming in panic as was sensible, he placed his pince-nez glasses on his face and pushed them up the bridge of his nose, then began screaming the first thing that entered his head.



 
 “There was an old man from Nantucket whose dick was so long he could suck it!” the Douglas engines roared, desperately trying to compensate for the crippled jet turbine. “He said with a grin as he wiped off his chin!” Both Hauk and Jane stared at him in bemused amazement. Pinwheels of electrical sparks spun out of the inferno raging on the wing right outside his window. “if my ear were a cunt—” The props shrieked in protest as the pilot curved the huge airplane into its downward spin. “—I could—“ At that moment Michael screamed as the thick glass filled with yellow flame. “ fuck
 it
 !”



 
 Mickey turned his head to the side, feeling sick, but he reached out with one long arm and took Jane’s hand. She clutched it fiercely.
 This is how you earn your living,
 she thought once again,
 this is how you earn your pay.



 
 Across from them Michael began muttering a prayer, fingers white on the arm rest. She saw him peek out with one eye and look stunned to see how collected Hauk seemed. Across from him, Surge clutched the Rickenbacker like a mother with her baby.



 
 Mickey, sure this was the end, looked out the window at the burning engine.



 
 The fireball winked out in an instant like a used up match. One second flames licked back in ribbons and in the next eye-blink the conflagration was gone. The effect was so shocking he gasped, releasing Jane’s hand.



 
 Sinclair’s voice broke over the intercom. It was calm, unflustered and the Scottish accent remained as mellow as the eponymous whiskey. “Everything is going to be fine,” he said. “We had trouble with the port engine but the other three are enough to get us down safely. I’ve had to divert to a small regional airport because of the incident, which may slightly affect your schedule but I’m sorry, it can’t be helped.”



 
 Davey opened his mouth, but Hauk shot him a look and he stayed quiet. The open mike had barely clicked off when the band felt the landing gear jerk beneath them as they lowered into place.



 
 “That was an awful fast approach,” Hauk said.



 
 “Lucky for us a runway was so close,” Jane said.



 
 “Yes,” Hauk replied. Oddly, he didn’t seem relieved. “Very convenient for us.” He turned his ring over and idly tapped it against his arm rest, pensive.



 
 Michael, well known in the gossip columns as a clothes horse, began straightening out his jacket and cuffs. Color began returning to his face and the act of grooming himself and his clothes, a habitual occurrence, seemed to sooth him, Jane saw.



 
 “Man, it was far-out lucky that engine fire snuffed out,” he said. “I swear for a moment I thought it was going to melt the wing.”



 
 Surge carefully set his guitar down. “Yeah,” he said. “We got lucky there too.”



 
 Mickey, Jane saw, looked at their manager’s face and could tell the older man seemed to think this was pretty convenient as well. She watched him open his mouth to ask Hauk a question, but right then the big plane touched down and the engines roared as they reverse-thrust to slow the lumbering transport.



 
 The sound of the tires on pavement came in a loud screech and Mickey seemed to forget his curiosity at the relief of the feel of Terra firma.



 
 After that
 ,
 things happened very quickly.



 
  



 
 +++



 



 
  



 



 
 The plane came down and settled to a stop.



 
 With a terse “Wait here, I’ll find out where we are,” Hauk got up and moved to the cockpit. He rapped twice sharply using his ring like a knocker. The band heard the door open. There was a murmured conversation then the door closed again and Hauk was gone.



 
 “Oh, yeah, screw that,” Jane scoffed. “I’m not waiting another second in a plane that was just on fire. Not when there’s ground right outside!”



 
 Davey popped up, eyes bright. “There’s no staircase at the door; we can pop the emergency slide!”



 
 Almost as one the band stood with Jane. Surge seemed momentarily torn, unable to decide if his precious guitar would be safer here in the plane or with him
 ,
 but out in the elements. He hesitated and  Jane
 , laughing,
 playfully pushed him out of her way.



 
 “Come on, Surge. The fires out, it's totally safe, leave the guitar for now and let’s see where we’re at.” He tried to reply that this was exactly the opposite attitude of her previous statement, but then just smiled and went along. Jane knew she was a royal force of nature, and she considered it Noble Prerogative to change her mind.



 
 Mickey popped open the door. Davey, a kid at the carnival, opened the little locker-hatch and pulled the emergency slide release lever like a Vegas pro working a slot machine. Instantly a bright yellow rubber inflatable slide popped from under the door jam and jumped to the ground.



 
 “Ladies first!” Her Jane yelled and jumped.



 
 Her giddy air headed antics were all an act. Whatever Dawson had put her close to the band to discover, this had to be it. She had to make sure they didn’t dismiss her as just another groupie leaking their cum from every orifice. Not just as things were building.



 
 The big tittied girl hit the slide, squealed in delight for show as she bounced and shot down the decline. Laughing, Peter immediately followed her. Behind them, Mickey looked out the door and saw nothing but Scottish mist and the dark blue-black blur of a forest beyond an ancient-looking chain link fence.



 
 From the ground, Jane looked up and saw him frown. Looking down, he seemed to realize what Jane had already figured out; he wasn’t on the tarmac of a runway, but what looked like the old gray pavement of a road.



 
 There were no landing lights, no street lamps, and no real illumination other than that spilling from the plane itself.



 
 “Cheers, mate,” Surge said, mocking Michael’s affected faux-English accent that always drove Hauk crazy. “The groupie’s right. Solid ground is going to feel good.”



 
 Mickey nodded and smiled. He stepped back and let the lead guitarist bounce out onto the slide first. He looked out the door again, couldn’t see an air traffic control tower or any sort of terminal.



 
 He looked back toward the cockpit. The door was closed. He frowned
 ,
 then shrugged as Michael slapped his arm once and jumped.



 
 He wanted on the ground just as badly as the rest of them, Mickey decided.



 
 He allowed himself a little grin as he eyed the slide. At the bottom the group laughed, calling for him to follow them down. He felt himself relax. It was Hauk’s job to worry, and he’d must have let the manager’s cynical attitude rub off on him a little bit.



 
 Everything was fine.



 
 For no reason he could explain though, he grabbed the compact little orange box marked EMERGENCY KIT from where it sat beside the slide lever in the locker. He turned, took a big step and jumped on the slide, bounced once and shot down.



 
 Hitting the bottom, he popped up. The fun of the silly kid ride lifted his spirits, but he immediately felt the clammy chill. This was fucking up his buzz royally. He looked up at the nose of the DC-8 where light blazed out. He saw figures moving, but his angle was off and he couldn’t quite make out what they were doing. Shrugging, he looked around.



 
 “Guys,” he said. Something in his voice cut through the banter and the band turned to face him. “Anything look a little...off to you?”



 
 Smiles fading, they surveyed the area. They weren’t at an airport, or at least any sort of traditional commercial landing strip. A road ran straight across the dark forest, lined on either side by a weather beaten and sagging chain link fence. About three quarters of a mile down the road the vague outline of a building was an indistinct geometric shape.



 
 “Like no airport
 I’ve
 ever been to,” Michael said. Nervous, he shot his cuffs.



 
 “
 The woods are lovely, dark and deep
 ,” Peter quoted, “
 but I have miles to go and promises to keep
 .”



 
 “Except,” countered Jane, “they don’t seem very lovely at the moment.” Unconsciously, she took a step closer to Mickey.



 
 “I’m glad I didn’t bring my guitar,” Surge mumbled.



 
 “Something’s wrong here. It’s not cool at all,” Mickey said.



 
 Across the way, just on the other side of the fence. a sudden rustling shook the bushes. The group jumped. Spinning as one, they turned in the direction of the racket.



 
 A figure appeared in the mist, near-ghostly. Its head was lumpy and misshapen, its silhouette hunched and bulky. In the uncertain light cast by the open plane door and cockpit windows, everything was as softly murky as an impressionist painting. Still coming down from being high as a kite didn’t help.



 
 The fence jerked as if against a strong wind, and the figure abruptly vanished. One instant it was there, a shadow against the night and in the next there was only night. Far off, as if on cue from central casting, a hound let out a long, mournful howl that hung like the final note of a ballad. It trailed off and finally ended.



 
 Jane heard the band release their breath all together in a single, tension filled exhalation.



 
 “That was definitely
 so
 not groovy, mates,” Michael said. “I think that dog was the Son of the Hound of the Baskervilles.”



 
 “What was wrong with that shape?” Jane demanded. “Why did it look all…I don't know,
 wrong
 ? You don’t think it was a bear do you?”



 
 “I don’t even know if Scotland has bears anymore,” Surge said. “But that dude was way far out.”



 
 “There’s only one way to find out,” Mickey said. “Let’s go look - come on.”



 
 They instinctively formed a wedge with Mickey at the tip of the spear. Jane, not wanting to reveal her cover yet, kept to his right hand, walking almost even with him. The sight was as incongruous as if Marylyn Monroe herself had just walked off the pages of Cosmo magazine and into the wilderness.



 
 The girl wore an A-line fur coat over a Frog Button suit-dress of alabaster that her heavy, torpedo tits strained against, and matching go-go boots. With her pale lipstick and false eyelashes, she seemed more ready for an upscale cocktail party and orgy than a romp through the woods, which, actually, had pretty much been the case.



 
 Michael was even worse.



 
 While the other guys wore casual bell-bottom jeans and Nehru jackets which were only just starting to fade from popular fashion, the Milwaukee, Wisconsin native was decked out in a fleur-de-lis print shirt, cotton sateen under a jacquard cardigan of one hundred percent zephyr wool in a brick red. This was over his Oxford weave cuffed trousers of the same color. As far as his ensemble went the only thing close to practical for an outdoor adventure were his stylish “Beatles boots” with Cuban heels and pointed toes.



 
 The idea of an urban-dressed rock ‘n roll band on a woodland expedition, much less charging headlong into danger seemed utterly ridiculous, but they were too stoned to care and didn’t hesitate. Reaching the fence in quick steps, they fanned out in a loose semi-circle.



 
 Immediately they saw the fence hung cut open, and a rent in its length was peeled back like the open flap on a tent, allowing easy egress to the dark woods just beyond the chain links.



 
 Mickey pulled it back further and scrutinized the area.



 
 “There are tracks here,” he said. “Right in the mud.” He pointed at the stark outlines of heavy boot prints in the soft, moist ground.



 
 “Those are no bear tracks, mate,” Michael said.



 
 “Oh?” Davey asked. “Now you’re fucking Daniel Boone?”



 
 “We can tell the difference between a heel print and claw marks,” Jane, voice quiet.



 
 “Yeah!” Michael agreed.



 
 “Well excuse me, Your Highness,” Davey replied.



 
 “Piss off.” he shot back.



 
 “Why would an airport worker hide from us?” Surge asked.



 
 “Exactly,” Mickey said.



 
 Behind them the plane went dark.



 
 +++



 



 
 In an instant the band stood covered in inky darkness. Low clouds obscured the moon, mist lay thick all around them in a soggy blanket. The only source of illumination leaked out weakly in a butter yellow light from the obscure structure far down the road.



 
 “Who, like, turned out the lights?” Davey demanded.



 
 “Obviously the pilot,” Mickey said. He found Jane’s hand and took it again. She wished he’d stop, but thought the gesture was sweet. It was in stark contrast to the way he used his cock when he was worked up.



 
 He gave it a reassuring squeeze. “The real question is, why?”



 
 “I don’t like this,” Jane said, voice low.



 
 “I heard that, sister,” Surge said.



 
 “What’s that?” Michael asked.



 
 Suddenly, the bushes rustled heavily again and in the next heart beat the fence shook. Eyes rapidly adjusting to the night, Jane saw the outline of numerous figures emerging from the brushy thicket.



 
 “Look out!” she shouted. It was all the warning the band got.



 
 Bodies pushed through the hole in the fence, moving swiftly and holding cudgels over heads covered by black hoods. Mickey reacted on instinct, his long, heavy arms striking in conjunction with his talents as a percussionist.



 
 In other words; the drummer beat skins.



 
 He smashed his fist into the middle of a black hood and felt the satisfying
 crunch
 of a breaking nose. The figure stumbled backward. He spun and realized too late he couldn’t avoid the club strike coming for him.



 
 In that moment his attacker went down, squawking like a duck as Jane, crouched on the ground, kicked his ankles with the thick heel of her go-go boot. The man was big, and his breath left his body with a grunt when he struck the pavement.



 
 Surge’s eyes hadn’t adjusted as quickly as the other two, and he was slower to react. Almost sensing rather than seeing an attack, he threw his arms up in a cross to ward off a blow. The heavy wood of the cudgel smashed into his forearms and he cried out in surprise at the pain and dropped down to one knee.



 
 Next to him, Michael was roughly snatched up by strong hands and jerked away. His expensive cardigan ripped like a piece of paper.



 
 “Bloody bastards!” He shouted.



 
 Obviously enraged, he failed his fist around blindly, striking out at the milling, shadow-figures.



 
 His boxing style was sloppy and almost completely uncoordinated, but, despite his foppish ways, the truth was Michael Button had heart, Jane realized, and he put that into every swing he threw. He clipped one of the attackers, staggering the man who swore in Scottish. Off balance, the assailant swung his weapon at the band member. Missing Michael’s head, he struck the slight built rock star in the shoulder.



 
 Michael yelped in pain as his right arm went numb. He realized the club was metal, not wood, and almost instantly recognized the object was a flashlight. Adrenaline flooded him, and he dove into the man, snatching for the possible source of illumination like a drowning man swimming for a buoy.



 
 Jane, moving through the mob scene like a feline predator, saw what was going on and immediately acted. As Michael and the man struggled, she went down on all fours behind the mysterious combatant, 
 who
 retreated under Michael’s wild assault.



 
 The man stepped back and she was there to trip him like some high school prankster. He went ass-over-teakettle, arms wind milling, and struck the road. The flashlight went spinning across the pavement and both band member dove for it.



 
 Peter McAllister was built for brawling.



 
 Short and squat with a grappler’s physique, he’d come up in Detroit, Michigan, a city not known for producing a lack of fighting spirit in its citizens. Peter was no exception to his environment.



 
 As soon as he realized the band was under attack, he snapped into action, not even pausing for a moment to worry about losing his glasses. Like a veteran street fighter in a gang rumble, he went to work.



 
 “Once more into the fray!” he shouted. “Ride boldly, ride!”



 
 “I’ll ride ya’
 ,
 you little hippie punk,” a voice snarled.



 
 It gave Peter his target and he plunged toward the figure.



 
 “No!” Jane shouted. Too late.



 
 The man’s club smacked into the top of his head like a hammer driving home a nail. Stunned, he dropped to his knees. The attacker laid the stick upside the bassist’s head and the twenty-one year old went out.



 
 There was a sudden, sharp
 crack
 and a bright orange ball shot up into the air. It went up over the fighters like the sun rising on fast forward, then exploded out in tentacles of brilliant light. Night turned to day as the flare slowly drifted back toward earth on a little parachute.



 
 Mickey stood holding a flare pistol from the orange EMERGENCY KIT lying open at his feet. The man who’d just struck Peter unconscious stood in the glare, black hood still in place above a heavy tweed coat and dark canvas pants the color of dirt. His heavy work boots were filthy and mud encrusted.



 
 One arm was raised high, club in his fist. His arm jutted out of the sleeve and the tattoo of a skeleton key was clearly visible. Surge’s eyes opened wide in surprised recognition and a piece of the puzzle clicked together. Bewildered, the man cast about him and saw that somehow, he was the only one of his gang still vertical.



 
 “What the hell!” he roared. “Get up, you great stupid gits!”



 
 It was too late.



 
 The element of surprise was gone, the cover of darkness stripped away. The band quickly snatched up loose cudgels and the long, heavy flashlight which Jane clicked back on and shone in his eyes as the flare sank lower behind them.



 
 Around them, the sprawled-out attackers began regaining their feet, warily eying the now nominally armed rock band. Mickey gave the masked man a crooked grin as he snapped a second shotgun round flare into the Very pistol. He pointed the cavernous muzzle at the thug.



 
 “This is going to hurt,” he warned.



 
 “Run away!”



 
 The masked figures scrambled to their feet with the call for retreat as the falling flare fell so close to the ground that it cast long shadows out in confusing stripes of light and dark.



 
 “You try and follow us, you're dead!” one of them called back.



 
 “Like we're going to follow you,” Jane muttered. “That would be crazy.”



 
 Realizing they couldn’t hope to capture so many assailants with a single round Very pistol flare gun, the group formed a self-protective knot around the laid out Peter and tried looking fierce as the ambushers quickly exited the scene through the hole in the fence and the flare struck the ground where it burned an eye-searing orange, but cast little light outward.



 
 “
 It is better to have loved and lost than to have never loved at all
 ,” the bassist moaned as he came to.



 
 “What does that even
 mean
 ?” Jane demanded.



 
 “That he’s still alive,” Mickey answered. “I’ll take it for now.”



 
 “Those were no muggers,” Surge said. “That tattoo on the last one’s arm? I saw it on a mechanic our limo driver gave an envelope to.”



 
 “Oh, fuck me,” Michael gasped. “My clothes are ruined.”



 
 Jane ignored the fashion maven. “A payoff?” she asked the lead guitarist.



 
 “Sure seemed that way,” Surge admitted.



 
 “Mechanics with weird tattoos taking bribes, a new pilot, engine trouble and a convenient landing place, followed by a sneak attack from men with the same strange tattoo as the London mechanic?” Jane recited with the acuity of a mathematics teacher explaining basic algebra to particularly thick students. “This was a setup, start to finish.”



 
 Peter pushed himself up, “She’s right; this was a trap.”



 
 As one the band turned back toward the now dark and silent DC-8.



 
 “Hauk!” four of them shouted in unison, suddenly remembering the manager.



 
 “My ax!” Surge yelled.



 
 +++



 



 
 They looked up at the plane. Now it was simply a dark shape on the road and completely silent. There was the acrid smell of smoke in the damp air. Nothing moved around them. There was no sound.



 
 “Everything is all wrong,” Surge said, voice soft.



 
 “We've got to try and make sure Hauk is alright,” Mickey said. “Surge, you and me can climb up the slide while the rest of the band stands guard.”



 
 “I'm game,” Surge answered, nodding.



 
 Mickey handed the Very pistol to Jane. She played the light around to make sure no one was sneaking up on them. The road was empty, the woods quiet. She looked at him in surprise.



 
 “I know you can keep your head when a lot of stuff is flying at you,” he grinned. “Besides,” he added more seriously. “I’m
 still
 fucking stoned.”



 
 “Got it,” she said.



 
 “Keep guard,” he told her. “I'll be right back.”



 
 “You better,” she said.



 
 Mickey and Surge scrambled up the emergency slide hand over hand, clinging to the outer edges of the incline. In a minute they disappeared through the dark rectangle of the DC-8 door. On the ground the other three formed a triangle to cover all approaches.



 
 “Hey,” Davey said. “Jane, put the light on the engine.”



 
 “Why?”



 
 “The smoke.”



 
 “What about it?”



 
 “It smells wrong.”



 
 She put the light along the length of the aircraft wing. “The smoke smells wrong?”



 
 “Yeah. It doesn't smell like burning oil or hot metal. It smells like the pyrotechnics we use on stage.”



 
 “Leave it to a Detroit lad to be a smoke connoisseur,” Michael said.



 
 “You should see me with garbage,” he replied.



 
 The three of them inspected the engine. There was a charcoal smear along the inside housing but the engine itself and the propellers were clean under the play of the flashlight.



 
 “That look ate up with an electrical fire to you?”



 
 “No,” Jane said. “It sure doesn't”



 
 Mickey appeared in the doorway and called down. “There's no one on the plane. Hauk and that Sinclair are gone.”



 
 “Curiouser and curiouser,” Davey said. “This is turning into quite the tea party.”



 
 Surge and Mickey used the slide to rejoin the group. “Look,” Jane showed them. “Davey figured out the engine fire was a fake.”



 
 “Someone went to a lot of trouble to get us here,” Mickey said.



 
 “Yeah, but maybe it's not 'us' they went to all the trouble for,” Surge said. “Whoever took Hauk must have moved as soon as we were attacked.”



 
 “Why would anyone want to kidnap Hauk?” Jane asked.



 
 “I don't know,” Elroy said. “We know he has his past and his secrets about what he did before he became a band manager.”



 
 “Yeah,” Davey echoed, “he's like
 way
 too connected to just be babysitting a rock band.”



 
 Jane took the information in, added it to what Dawson had briefed her on. “Either way,” she said, “we'd better find him.”



 
 “How are we going to do that, luv?” Michael demanded. “He could be anywhere; we don't even know where we are.”



 
 “I bet those guys who jumped us know something,” Mickey said. “We can start there.”



 
 “Yeah, but man, they, like, went into the forest…”



 
 “Then that’s where we go too,” Jane said.



 
 Someone began shouting from the belly of the plane.



 
 +++



 



 
 The group looked at the plane. Again, from inside, they heard someone shouting.



 
 “You hear that?” Michael asked.



 
 “
 Ask not for whom the bell tolls
 ,” Davey said. “
 It tolls for thee
 .”



 
 “Of course we heard it!” Jane said.



 
 “Think it's Hauk?” Surge asked. “And do you know how to open the cargo hatch?”



 
 “There's an access panel next to the door,” Mickey said. “I don't know where the switch is in the cockpit.” He paused, thinking. “Or even how to turn the plane back on, for that matter - but I saw the ground crew back at La Guardia use it.”



 
 “How we going to reach it?”



 
 “My arms are longest; I'll stand on Surge's shoulders,” Mickey told him.



 
 “You're really heavy, man,” Surge said.



 
 “Jane can hold the light while Davey and Michael give us a lookout.”



 
 Standing on Surge's shoulders, and using the edge of the slide to steady them, the two reached about twelve feet, enough for Mickey’s long arms to just manage and reach the mechanism.



 
 The cargo door unsealed with a hydraulic hiss. Mickey dropped off Surge's shoulders as the ramp lowered into place. The band looked in amazement. Two figures tied up with black nylon rope lay blind folded on the cold metal floor.



 
 “Oh man, that's all bollixed up,” Michael said.



 
 “At least they're still alive,” Mickey pointed out, darkly.



 
 The band had just found their missing pilot and his wife.



 
 +++



 



 
 Working quickly, the band freed the Evans. Ray and Jacky seemed okay. The former military pilot was furious over the rough handling his wife had suffered, but he had little to tell the band that helped.



 
 “They took us at the airport while you were at your show,” he said, voice bitter. “I thought I was talking with a new mechanic. Next thing I know, it
 ’
 s lights out, and I'm in the cargo hold.”



 
 “They got me after that,” Jacky said. The woman was furious. “The limo driver told me Ray needed my help. When I came out to see what the problem was they stuffed a duffel bag over my head and tied me up. I never saw it coming.”



 
 “None of us did,” Mickey replied. “Even Hauk. He's the one we think they were after. But we don't know why.”



 
 Ray shook his head. “I've known Hauk for a long time. Trouble hasn't been a stranger to him,” he admitted. “But I couldn't tell you what he has, or knows, that would cause someone to go to this kind of trouble.”



 
 “We think the plane is fine,” Surge told him. “Can you and Jacky check everything and get it going again?”



 
 “That shouldn't be a problem,” Ray said.



 
 “The
 real
 problem,” Jacky informed them after looking around the gloomy terrain, “is seeing if this road is long enough to take off from.”



 
 “We landed,” Michael pointed out.



 
 “Right, but without a ground crew to turn the plane, we need just as much roadway in that direction as we did coming down,” Ray told him, pointing toward the nose of the DC-8. “I'd say we're lucky this road could hold up under our weight, but I have a feeling luck has nothing to do with it.”



 
 “Yeah,” Jane said. “It's just the last in a long line of 'lucky' things that have been happening to us tonight.”



 
 “We have to look for Hauk, quickly,” Mickey said. “In case they try and shove him in a car or something. But it seems dangerous to leave you guys alone again.”



 
 “Don't worry about it,” Ray said. “This time we'll be ready for them, besides if it's Hauk they really wanted, then they're through with us.”



 
 “That's what I'm afraid of,” Mickey told him. “I have a hunch ‘being through with us’ might be a sort of dangerous position with these guys.”



 
 +++



 



 
 Using their appropriated flashlight, the band scanned the ground near the fence where their fight had happened. There was a mess of obvious footprints in the mud. The trail would be easy to follow, but only if they kept the light on.



 
 “We don't have a choice,” Surge said. “If we can't see, we can't follow the tracks.”



 
 Davey pointed at the ground. “Look, the bushes aren't solid. A trail cuts through them.” He paused. “Jane, shine the light on the ground over here.”



 
 “Why?” she asked, playing the beam over the ground.



 
 “Look,” Davey told her.



 
 In the mud lay a pair of gold pilot wings.



 
 “They came through here,” Mickey said. “That means Hauk did, too.”



 
 They pushed through the fence and into the wood. It felt like crossing a barrier of some kind and entering another world. The ragged end of the snipped chain links snagged at their clothing but the eerie atmosphere was so overwhelming, even Michael didn't complain.



 
 The footprints led to the trail. The trail cut through the woods, parallel to the fenced in roadway and head
 ed
 in the direction of the building. They felt exposed as they moved down the path. At any moment 
 it
 seemed as if the forest would explode in an ambush again.



 
 They tried to be quiet, but realized the flashlight would give them away before they got close enough to anyone for it to matter. Finally, after a brief, hushed conversation they decided they had no choice but to approach the mysterious building in the dark.



 
 Carefully, they crept through the gloom. They were worried about Hauk, but if they tried moving faster in the dark, they just ended up tripping over exposed roots and rocks. Rain fell and the Scottish chill set deep into them within minutes until they shivered.



 
 After about ten minutes of careful travel their eyes adjusted enough that Mickey began pushing the pace. Suddenly, the woods broke open into a clearing. Out from beneath the shadows of the old growth trees, they could see better.



 
 “
 I'll show you fear in a handful of dust
 ,” Michael quoted.



 
 “We're through the looking glass now,” Jane said, nodding.



 
 Before them stood a ring of standing stones. Twelve of the ancient monoliths, each reaching eight feet in height, sat arranged in a circle. The feeling of age on them was thick with the centuries. Slowly, the band stepped forward.



 
 Mist hung close to the ground, curling around their feet in crooked fingers. An owl hooted softly from somewhere, the noise sounding far off. A feeling of superstitious dread as clammy as the mist seeped into them.



 
 “Uh, is this Stonehenge?” Davey asked.



 
 “We're in
 Scotland
 ,” Surge pointed out. “Besides, these are much smaller. If I had to guess I'd say this is a Druidic marker, or maybe the cairn of a Dark Age chieftain.” He shrugged. “I'm just guessing, though.”



 
 “I didn't realize you did anything besides play that Rickenbacker,” Davey said, surprised. “Now you turn out to be a professor.”



 
 “I don't think it's going to help much,” Surge admitted. “But if nothing else about tonight has been a, you know, coincidence and everything coordinated, then can something like this be random?”



 
 “Fair point,” Jane admitted. She suddenly frowned and looked into the trees.



 
 “Hey—“ Davey began.



 
 “Ssshhh,” Mickey hissed in a whisper. “Do you hear that?”



 
 For a moment the band stood frozen, ears straining against the wool-like muffle of the drizzle. Davey turned toward Mickey and addressed him in a stage whisper.



 
 “What are we listening for?”



 
 Mickey pointed past the stones. “The path picks up there on the other side. But I think I can hear a river, even over this rain.”



 
 “‘Hey,” Michael asked. “Do you lot smell cigarette smoke?”



 
 There was the unmistakable sound of a firearm action being worked. A figure stepped out from behind one of the stones. In his hands he held a British Sten submachine gun with side mounted magazine. Its muzzle covered them.



 
 “Oh, you're a real bleedin' jack rabbit, ain't ya, laddie?” the man demanded. “Ears so good you hear the damned
 burn
 a hundred yards through the woods in the rain but you didn't notice me less than two meters away.”



 
 “You were being very quiet,” Surge suggested.



 
 “Shut up,” the man growled. He gestured sharply with his weapon. “Hands in the air.”



 
 A form stepped out from the shadow of a standing stone. It was huge, at least seven foot tall, wearing a dark brown robe of heavy cloth. The hood was up, turning the stranger into a specter-like apparition. In hands large as dinner plates it grasped a long wooden staff.



 
 “You Americans,” the submachine gunner sneered, “always putting your noses where they don't belong. You should have stayed with your plane. Now you're going to have to take a little boat ride.”



 
 The figure loomed above the armed man. Slowly it lifted the staff up above its head.



 
 “You kidnapped us,” Mickey said, hoping to distract the man further.



 
 “What's a 'burn'?” Jane asked.



 
 Ignoring their questions, he gestured with his weapon muzzle. “Throw that flare gun over here,” he ordered.



 
 “Defiler!” the hooded figure roared.



 
 The sound of the staff striking the skull of the gunman sounded like the crack of a fastball going off the end of a bat at Fenway. The gunmen went down immediately without a murmur and sprawled loosely in the dirt. The Sten clattered out of his hands and the figure used a long leg to kick it clear, staff still up and ready.



 
 “A
 burn
 ,” the tall man said simply, “is the 
 Scottish
  
 word for river.”



 
 “Good to know,” Jane said, eyes wide.



 
 +++



 



 
 “Are you a…a…druid?” Surge asked.



 
 “Aye. I'm not one of these dirty illuminated ones, that's for sure and a day.”



 
 “Illuminated ones?” Mickey asked, curious. “What's that mean?”



 
 “Means they're damned annoying with their plots and machinations, that's what it be meaning. But you'd call 'em Masons, which I guess they are.” He paused then added, “Key Masons.”



 
 “Free Masons,” Davey said.



 
 “Not 'free' Masons,” the figure corrected with a sharp voice, “
 Key
 Masons. It's one of the Scottish Rites. They're like Masons within the Masons. Most Free Masons don't even know they exist.”



 
 “This is so weird,” Michael whispered.



 
 “We think this guy's crew has our friend,” Mickey said. “We don't know why, but we have to find him.”



 
 “I saw his likes carry somebody through here on their way to the mill.”



 
 The stranger stepped forward and pulled down his hood. He was impossibly tall with wild black hair and tangled beard. His eyes were even more piercing than Hauk. Mickey wasn't sure they didn't burn with a light that seemed slightly touched by madness.



 
 “Whoa,” Davey said. “Whattcha going do with that stick there, Little John?”



 
 “You a-feared of me walking staff?” the man asked innocently, as if he hadn't just brained a man near to death in front of them all.



 
 “Well...yeah.”



 
 “Take this un's weapon then.”



 
 Jane started to pick it up.



 
 “I don't know if that's such a good idea,” Mickey said.



 
 She halted, still undercover.



 
 The man fixed him with a quizzical look. “Aye?”



 
 “I mean it makes sense, but none of us are trained police or anything,” Surge said. “And the first group didn't use guns against us.”



 
 “This ‘un here is their sentry,” the Druid explained. “He wasn't here for your kind. He was set here for me.”



 
 “And you are?



 
 “Aldwyn.”



 
 “Where are we? What is this place, mate?” Michael asked.



 
 “Those be two separate questions,” he countered. “But the short of it is you're in the Cairngorms of south Scotland. The long of it is you're at an airstrip built by the British SOE and American OSS during the war to help resistance in Sweden and Norway. Later, the RAF expanded its capabilities to include medium bombers.”



 
 “The OSS?” Davey asked. “Like the CIA, now?”



 
 “Aye.”



 
 Jane looked at him and arched an eyebrow.



 
 Davey shrugged at knowing that piece of trivia. “I saw a Lee Marvin movie once with my dad.” He paused. “When I was a kid, I mean.”



 
 “Thanks for clearing that up,” she said.



 
 “These 'illuminated ones,’ the Key Masons,” Mickey asked, “they think they can just hijack
 us?
 We're on the cover of every newspaper in the UK. That's a pretty big plane we're flying in. They think they can just get away with this? That no one will notice?”



 
 “They've done it now, haven't they?” Aldwyn said. “Here ye are. You can stand around gnawing my leg off with your questions or you can get to your friend before they shove him on the boat and take him out of here.”



 
 “Boat!” The band echoed.



 
 “Aye,” the druid replied. “As soon as their boss gets here they're taking your man out of the mill by the river.”



 
 “Show us,” Mickey told him.



 
 +++



 



 
 The group crouched in the darkness.



 
 Aldwyn was a massive shape next to them, but, oddly, the druid's form seemed flexible despite his size. It was only with the utmost concentration the band didn't lose his silhouette completely among the night and brush.



 
 In front of them sat the building they had first seen from their plane. Up close it revealed itself as an old lumber mill set next to a wide, deep river as black as ink. It was a dilapidated building from older days, but it was not abandoned At least not tonight.



 
 The men Aldwyn called 'the illuminated ones' had appropriated the structure in force. Two men in hoods and armed with crafted cricket bats stood beside the road, just out of the light. As the group made their approach, Ray Evans turned over the engines to the DC-8 and even from three quarters of a mile away the noise was significant.



 
 The sentry's were obviously agitated, pacing back and forth and conferring with each other at frequent intervals. Close up to the building now the band could see more traces of illumination seeping through the cracks from inside.



 
 Mickey turned toward Jane, expression worried. “You're sure?”



 
 She nodded and smiled. “Easy as pie.”



 
 “It's a bad plan,” Aldwyn said. The band was beginning to get the feeling the druid was not an optimist by nature. “But Ah don't think we're going to get a better one in time.”



 
 “Thanks for the show of support,” Jane said. “You just make sure you get your gigantic behind to where it belongs by the time I need you.”



 
 “Aye and you're a sassy one,” the big man chuckled.



 
 “It's the Scot  in me.” She turned back to the band, her eyes on Mickey. “Go. I'll be fine.”



 
 He nodded. “It’s going to take us a little while,” he said. “We won't be able to signal you, so just expect us when we get there.”



 
 “I'll do my best.”



 
 She rose out of her crouch and fixed her clothes, smoothing down her hair. As the men crept away she dropped her coat to the ground. Her alabaster dress almost glowed, hugging her frame into a suggestive shape of utter femininity. Then she took everything off, released a pent up breath and stepped slowly onto the road.



 
 She walked in sure, confident steps toward the building. Her hips rolling like a model's on the runway as she sauntered. She walked like a Venus, all roadhouse rhythm and backstreet attitude.



 
 The hooded giants came out of the shadows as she got to the front of building. They were huge, broad chested men but the bats in their hands stayed at their waists despite the gruffness of their voices as they confronted her. They weren't seeing her as a physical threat. They were just seeing big tits and a hot piece of ass. Everything was going according to plan.



 
 “Stop right there, lassie,” one of the men said.



 
 Jane stopped and tossed her hair. She spread her feet and put her hands on her hips. She cocked her head to the side.



 
 “Hello, boys,” she said. “I thought I'd see what all the fuss was about. You know, after we've already kicked your tails once.”



 
 “That's it – you’re done!” the first one's partner snapped. “We're done playing games with you.”



 
 “But…we're just getting started,” Jane protested.



 
 “Just getting started what?” the other one demanded. His head bent in such a way that it was obvious he was staring at her tits, despite his face being hidden by the hood.



 
 Moving together, they crowded in around her.



 
 “The band sent me as a peace offering,” she told them. “So that you’d leave them alone. I’m supposed to do whatever you want,” she said.



 
 What she thought was,
 How I earn my living, this is how I earn my pay.



 
 They were so big. This close to them, they felt like mountains. Mountains in faceless hoods. The two remained silent as they came closer.



 
 The sentry on the left turned his head to face her, and bass echo of his voice emerged from beneath the hood.



 
 “You’re say you’re going to do both me and my brother?”



 
 She stood for a moment, almost petrified at the thought of how big the guy were. Not as tall as the Druid maybe, but fucking
 big.
 It made her curious. She wondered how the men were going to stack up to the night she’d slept with the defensive line of the Oakland Raiders. What did the penis of a three hundred pound plus giant look like?



 
 Bigger than a rock star’s, she wagered. She swallowed. “That’s exactly what I’m saying,” she told them.



 
 Let them be stupid bastards who think with their dicks,
 she prayed.
 Let them be stupid bastards who think with their dicks.



 
 The two guards looked at each other, hoods swiveling in unison. Something seemed to pass between them, and they nodded together, then looked down at her. In perfect synchronicity, their huge hands, unzipped their dungarees.



 
 Jane felt herself slipping into a sort of disassociated adrenaline high at the intensifyingly surreal nature of the experience. She felt the familiar thrill of sexual energy building inside her, along with uncertainty and fear. Watching the guards pulling their dicks out, she regarded the scene in a sort of out of body experience.



 
 Unsurprisingly, the giants wore no underwear beneath their pants, and their cocks spilled out and hung low. She’d been ready for what she would see, prepared to accept this would get rough.



 
 Despite all her mental preparation, she froze in shock. Her mouth fell open as she saw the massive members hanging between the legs of the two guards.



 
 She remembered to breathe, and gasped.



 
 The cocks drooped low, a foot long fully flaccid. Blue veins big as a child’s fingers, ran in y-branches under the pale skin. She’d never seen uncircumcised penises before, and a wrinkled sheath of flesh covered the heads of the uncut cocks.



 
 Under her amazed gaze, heart hammering, the cocks twitched and began swelling. The two guards dropped cudgels to the ground without ceremony. Jane jumped at the harsh clatter of hard wood on pavement, but her eyes were drawn back to those giant cocks. They were over a foot long now, and only just beginning to grow.



 
 The pair had several inches on the biggest cock she’d ever handled. Easily. Including her current favorite, non-professional fuck buddy, Mark Stern, LAPD. She could only guess where they were going to stop at once fully erect.
 And my god, they were so fat
 , she marveled. There was little difference between the circumference of the meat poles and the ends of their clubs.



 
 How the fuck am I going to take those!
 She thought.



 
 Without realizing it, she fell back a step, intimidated. The guards, faceless, anonymous, identical, in their hoods, merely waited.



 
 They made no move to chase her or command and compel her. Where was she going to go?
 Earn your living,
 she thought.
 It’s never not relevant.



 
 She stopped her retreat, eyes still locked on those massive erections. The foreskin slid back in a loose hood and the helmet-shaped heads emerged, engorged with blood and showing an angry purple.



 
 She felt like the warm mouth on the other side of a glory hole. She could see nothing, really, of these two giant males, identical and faceless in their hoods. All she could see were two great cocks, standing at attention and waiting to be pleasured.



 
 As if hypnotized by the sight of that selfish, demanding flesh, Jane took a step forward, and then another. The guards regarded her, breathing heavily. She stepped up between the two figures, feeling like someone else, not herself. Her hands came up and she reached out for them.



 
 Her palm grasped them from the top and she closed her hands, but her fingers were too small to encircle the thick shafts. The heat of the flesh wands surprised her, warming her grip, and she cooed softly. Slowly, getting a feel for them, she began stroking slowly.



 
 Already erect, the cocks grew harder under her touch. She shifted her grip so that she grasped them from underneath, palm up, then tightened her hold. Picking up speed as she went along, she began jerking them. They felt like soft, warm, soda cans in her hands.



 
 The guards were tall, but she wasn’t short for a women, and she realized she could reach the veiny, fat-headed monsters from her knees, as long as she knelt tall. Still stroking the hard-ons, she sank to her knees. The ground was rough on her bare knees, and she shifted to find a comfortable place.



 
 This close up, she could smell them. Beneath the heavy scent of male musk, she detected the order of old spice and whiskey, presumably Scotch. The guards turned slightly in toward her, cocks pointing toward her face. On her knees, she jacked them off, staring at first one and then the other.



 
 This was going to be nothing like sucking off Mickey, she realized. If one of these giants lost control and started face fucking her, there could be a real problem. She had to get them off, make them cum, as quickly as possible.



 
 The panicked, near hysterical part of her brain--the part that couldn’t get past how goddamn
 huge
 these cocks were--thought crazily, if I swallow the loads coming out of these big balls I won’t need to eat for days. The more rational part of her mind was forced to agree, yes, it was a whole hell of a lot of protein.



 
 Hesitant, still nervous some random movement or shift on their part might bump into her and send her sprawling, she dipped her head toward the left cock.



 
 Her tongue came out and she ran it across the underside of the corona up to the groove of the frenulum where it split the underside of the glans into halves. Her hand milked the shaft, keeping a firm hold, rubbing the looser layer of skin on top against the unyielding firmness of the deeper shaft.



 
 The cock tasted like cock, only more so. There was no smell of perfume like cologne, or scented soap. It smelled like flesh, and sweat, and faintly of pee, and overwhelmingly of male. She used her tongue to lick the head, coating it with her spit. She turned to the right, arm still moving as she continued beating the giants off, and licked the other head.



 
 She dipped forward and gave the cockhead a sloppy, open mouth kiss with lots of tongue, feeling the piss slit separate under her probing. She slobbered across the shaft, sucking then licking, hand pumping up and down in a steady rhythm. She turned her head and pushed her face into the left cock. She gave it the same passionate French kiss, swirling her tongue across it like lapping up soft serve ice cream from a cone.



 
 She was starting to get into it, a distant part of her mind realized, she was starting to get off on blowing such giant cocks. She liked the feel of them in her hand, the taste of them in her mouth. Slowly, as her confidence grew, the panicked, flustered part of her began to relax.



 
 Yeah, there were two of them, and yeah they were fucking huge pieces of meat, but blowing someone was blowing someone, she decided.
 You can do this,
 she told herself.



 
 Running with her new confidence, she opened her mouth wide and bobbed on the left cock. She took it in to just past the head and grasped the shaft just below where her lips wrapped around it. She began stroking in time to her bobbing, making a point of sucking hard. There was a shift of a huge body from the left guard and she knew, faceless or not, the giant was getting into it.



 
 She pulled her mouth clear, still jacking the dick, and turned. Her head darted forward and she repeated the shallow swallow action on the right cock.



 
 Her tongue burrowed into the seam of frenulum again, rubbing back and forth as she let her mouth fill with spit. Her jaw started to ache at being stretched so thoroughly, but she also felt the clenching of desire in her pussy, and for the second time in as many hours, she made her pussy wet with a dick in her mouth.



 
 “That’s enough brother,” the guard said, and the strain his voice was obvious. “I can’t wait to take turns anymore.”



 
 “Drop your pants and give my brother your cunny, woman,” the other one told her.



 
 Hoping Aldwyn and the band reached her before she was disemboweled, she did what she was told.



 
 Adrenaline spiked through her at the thought of this thing she could barely stretched her lips around, battering into her pussy. But at the same time her curiosity drove her, her excitement of feeling what it would be like to take such a massive thing between her legs, and feel it moving in and out of her body.



 
 She slowly straightened up off her knees and the left sentry moved around behind her. Bent at the waist, she reached out with both hands and pressed them against the legs of the right guard to help keep her balance.



 
 No hand touched her. Instead, a baseball-sized cockhead butted up against her vaginal lips like a battering ram at a castle gate. She braced herself, still jacking the right guards cock and sucking hard on the head.



 
 The guards reached up and put their hands on each other’s shoulders, forming a lattice for support. Their voices were muffled through the heavy cloth of their hoods.



 
 “She’s good, brother,” one said.



 
 “She’s done this before,” the other agreed.



 
 “She’s tight.”



 
 “Just push it in, brother!”



 
 And by god, Jane realized, that was exactly what he was going to do. The massive cock head parted her lips and split her wide. Her lips came off the fat cock in her mouth and she yelled out loud at the invasion.



 
 “Ahhh!”



 
 The guards, holding arms braced above her, stood firm, and the cock in her tight pussy gave way half an inch at a time, sliding in slowly, painfully.



 
 She gasped, panting as she fought to take it inside her. She pushed against the legs of the guard in front of her, trying to stay on her feet against the abuse.



 
 She moaned, deep in her throat, as the pressure built, pushing inwards, splitting her apart. The cock near her mouth lay across her cheek in a hot iron bar of flesh. She turned her head, surprising herself, and ran her tongue along the shaft. She pushed her face down and licked the big balls bulging down there.



 
 Something in the sensation was changing. The pain was still there, but now the cockhead made it up against her cervix and stopped. The guard held it there, forcing her to spread her feet apart in order to compensate.



 
 She realized what she was experiencing. She was filled up, completely. Never in her life had a cock touched her so far up inside herself, or left her feeling she was on the very ragged edge of being able to take it.



 
 The massive timber sheathed inside of her began moving. It pulled back, smearing her own juices along its length, then rammed forward. She grunted under the impact, her clit, swollen and sensitive, throbbed like a live wire between her legs. She needed more of her natural lubricant, she realized, and one hand flew between her legs and she began furiously working at it.



 
 The huge cock drove inside her, like tides shifting, each outstroke feeling as if she was going to turn inside out. The jolts of each impact against her cervix jarred through her body, rocking her back and forth as the sentry fucked her.



 
 Her juices sluiced down her leg, and her moans sounded loud in her own ear. Her lips jostled back and forth on the underside of the cock stuffing her face.



 
 I’m getting fucking pounded here,
 she thought in a sort of detached, bemused amazement.



 
 Her high pitched squeals echoed weirdly off the trees of the dark, chilly forest and rolled back on her. The sounds were animalistic, part pain, part pleasure. Then the fingers working her clit pushed her past her edge and she put her head back and screamed.



 
 The orgasm slammed through her, sending tingling pulses radiating through her body. Her thighs quivered and her knees nearly buckled. She was dizzy and lost for a moment, her nipples so erect they ached with the need to be touched. She was subsumed in the feeling and tears formed at her eyes. She’d never dreamed she could be stuffed like this.



 
 Suddenly boiling jets of cum spilled out in a wild spurting stream inside of her. The sentry fucking her grunted loudly. “I’m cumming, brother, I just unloaded in her cunny!”



 
 “Goddamn right brother!” the other sentry cheered. “Huzzah! Give her the dick, give her the fucking dick!”



 
 The sentry in her pussy began bucking even harder. Unable to articulate words anymore, he just started grunting in that thick, Scottish accent.



 
 Warm sperm overflowed out of her pussy and made sticky smears on her legs. Tears of shock and pleasure spilled out of her eyes. Then the sentry suddenly pulled out, leaving her empty.



 
 “No,” she whispered, voice hoarse. “No,” she protested. Having felt it, she didn’t want to lose the experience, to have the sensations end so soon.
 What the fuck is wrong with me?
 She wondered.



 
 Without being told, she turned and reached for the sentry who’d just dumped the massive load inside of her. She grabbed him by the belt and turned around so that she was facing his moistened, cum slimed cock.



 
 “Fuck me,” she said over her shoulder. “Hurry, fuck me,” she said.



 
 It felt like someone else said the words. That raw need couldn’t be coming from her, could it? Was she suddenly so wanton? It didn’t matter, she didn’t want to question it. Not right now. She just wanted to feel the steel velvet touch of their massive cocks inside her.



 
 She scanned the forest, searching for any sign of the Druid or the band,
 where the fuck are they?



 
 The sentry she’d been sucking off pushed his spit-lubed cock forward. It slid in with much less effort than his brother experienced, her juices and the other sentry’s sperm greasing the groove for him.



 
 For all of that, it still hurt. She squeezed the sentry on the left, pressing her hands into his denim trousers, and
 shoved
 herself back along the cock.



 
 There it was, she thought, eyes spread wide at the shock of the sensation. She was filled, Pussy stretched wide, cockhead butting her cervix. She had no room left in her to fit anymore dick.



 
 She’d taken all she could take. The sentry on the right exploded into a frenzy of fucking, slamming his hips into her, stabbing her over and over again with his hard prick.



 
 She closed her eyes, reveling in the sensation. She realized the pain of the stretching added a flavor to her pleasure, an accentuation that had never been present before. But, before she could build herself up to another toe-curling orgasm, the second sentry let out a hoarse, barking cough and exploded into her.



 
 Again, she felt like a hose had been shoved up her pussy and turned on. Copious amounts of sizzling ejaculate splashed into her. She thought, inebriated from the sex, that it would take three regular ball sacks to dump this much cum into her.



 
 There was a wet, squishy sound as the sentry pulled out and there it was again, the feeling of hollow emptiness. God knew she needed the break, but already she longed to experience that sense of being filled up to the edge of her physical limit.



 
 Any time now, boys…



 
 She slowly stood, still lightheaded, and aching between her legs. She understood what people meant when they said, rode hard and put away wet.



 
 The brother guards stood still, cocks still hanging out, making no move to retrieve their armor piece or pole arms. She looked at them, looked down to the wet cocks, back up to the impassive face masks.



 
 “I think,” the left sentry informed her. “That it’d be a show of good faith from the people in the plane, if you just went ahead and cleaned our dicks real good.” The sentry on the right nodded.



 
 “What do you expect me to do?” she asked. She looked around, “there’s no water, no towels.”



 
 “I expect you to fulfill your bargain and pay the price,” the sentry replied. “In full.”



 
 “Oh my god…” she trailed off, at last realizing what was expected of her.



 
 She moved over to the dangling cocks, wet with her orgasm juices and their own cum. Once again, she sank to her knees in front of the massive guards and her lips found the first cock. She began sucking it clean, lifting the limp, damp, weight of it and licking it free of any trace of her coupling. She soon lost herself in the act, working diligently until the flesh shone clean and pink.



 
 She placed a gentle, respectful kiss on the fat purple head of the first sentry’s cock and let the foreskin fall back into place like a theatre curtain dropping at the end of a show.



 
 She looked up and the sentry nodded.



 
 Without bothering to stand, she turned and repeated the process on the second sentry. She took the great sticky weight in her hand, and licked up and down its length, tongue slathering every exposed inch. She took the second flaccid organ into her mouth and also sucked it clean. When it too, shone as pink and clean as the other, she looked up, and smirked as she earned her nod of approval.



 
 Standing, realizing it was going to be awhile before she walked straight, she faced them.



 
 She had time to think,
 sure,
 now
 you fucking show up!



 
  



 
 Aldwyn's hulking shape appeared out of the dark behind the first man. He looked like a bear looming over its prey. He struck in a twirling mass of robe and limb. At the same time the other four hit the second guard like a soccer mob, swarming over him.



 
 In an instant both men were down, Aldwyn's limp and unconscious. Mickey had the other monster sized one in a headlock, choking off his angry shouts as Michael, Surge and Davey used the man's own belt to tie his hands.



 
 “Told ya,” Jane said with a wry smile. “Works every time.”



 
 Aldwyn walked over and looked down. “Ack, and then,” he muttered, voice dark. The staff rose and fell once like an auctioneer's gavel. The end clipped the sentry in the temple and instantly he went limp.



 
 Michael looked up from where he had been tying the man's bootlaces together. “That works too,” he said.



 
 Mickey stood up. “I guess it does.” He turned toward Jane. “Nice job,” he smiled. “They never saw us coming.” He handed her back her clothes.



 
 “What do you mean, ‘it works every time,’ Jane?” Surge asked. “You’ve done this before?”



 
 Jane shrugged and avoided the question. Now wasn’t the time to be having this conversation. She suddenly looked at him with a look of astonishment spreading across her pretty face.



 
 “What is it?” Mickey asked. “What's wrong?”



 
 “Aldwyn,” she said. “He just vanished!”



 
 The band leader spun, the big druid had been standing right next to him just a breath ago. Jane was right; the man was gone.



 
 +++



 



 
 “Great,” Michael muttered. “There went our heavy artillery.”



 
 “That was spooky,” Surge said. “I felt his robe on my arm, looked at our new favorite groupie,” Jane curtsied, “and then he was gone.”



 
 “
 I have a little shadow that goes in and out with me; And what can be the use of him is more than I can see; He is very, very like me from the heels up to the head; And I see him jump before me when I jump into my bed
 ,” Michael quoted. Then, out of force of habit informed them, “That's by Robert Louis Stevenson.”



 
 “Groovy,” Davey informed him. “Now if you'll kindly stop thinking about the giant jumping into your bed, we still have a manager to save.”



 
 “Wait—what! No!” Michael frowned. “I mean he was like a shadow...” He saw the look on his bandmate’s face and trailed off. “It was the only shadow poem I could think of right now. Plus, you know, he's Scottish and wrote
 Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde
 , which is scary.”



 
 “Moving on,” Surge said. “We never did ask him what
 he
 was doing here.”



 
 “Yeah,” Mickey said. “But giant forest-man or no giant forest-man, we've got to get Hauk out of there before they shove him on a boat and disappear.” He paused. “I just don't know how yet.”



 
 “He left this,” Michael said. The band turned to look at him. He held up a large iron skeleton key. He shrugged. “It was just lying on the road.”



 
 “Keep it,” Jane told him. “After everything we've seen tonight I don't believe in coincidences anymore.”



 
 “I know what that goes to,” Mickey said suddenly. “I saw it as we snuck in.”



 
 “You think Mr. Sir-Vanishes-a-Lot is still helping us?” Davey asked. “Why not just
 tell
 us then?”



 
 “Like I said,” Michael informed him, “weird.”



 
 “Yeah,” Jane said. “It all makes sense if you don't think about it too much.”



 
 +++



 



 
 On the side of building next to a gravel parking lot soft with moss, there was an entrance beside an old set of metal rolling doors on the loading dock. The door was secured with logging chain and a massive black iron padlock.



 
 The key Aldwyn had left them worked perfectly. Carefully, they removed the lock from the thick links without rattling the chains and set it down without making a sound. Adrenaline made the hair along their arms stand up like the fur on a cat.



 
 “So far so good,” Mickey whispered.



 
 Quiet as shadows, the band slipped into the building. After a moment a much larger shadow emerged from the night. Without hesitation, Aldwyn appeared and crossed over to where the band had entered the building.



 
 Stooping down the druid snatched up the padlock. Working casually, almost dismissively, he reattached the padlock through the links of the logging chain and snapped it closed. Taking up his staff, he retreated into the shadows.



 
 +++



 



 
 Brighton Hauk sat tied to a chair.



 
 The equipment and machinery had been stripped out of the old mill decades ago, leaving only a shell rotting in the damp next to the river. The interior was as all high ceiling and gloom obscured walls. Piles
 of
 old lumber cut into various board sizes lay all around. It stank of damp and rot and pulpy wood. Saw dust was scattered on the floor like snow drifts. Behind them ran a row of sliding doors facing the river. Next to them, in the corner, were four red twenty-gallon Jerry cans filled with boat fuel.



 
 Hauk' chair stood in the middle of four strong lanterns, covering him in light so bright he squinted against it. Four Key Masons stood on the outside of the light. If they were there for security they were imperfect, all their attention was turned inward toward the prisoner, not outward. Among them, the only one without a mask was Captain Sinclair. Strangely, the pilot held Hauk' signet ring and studied it closely, oblivious to everything around him.



 
 Perhaps they simply felt safe. They had a man with a submachine gun in the woods and two burly hooligans with cricket bats on the road. Maybe they were so used to things not going wrong they didn't think they could. Whatever the reason, the hooded figures stood with arms crossed over chests as they watched the bound Hauk, completely relaxed.



 
 It wasn't the figures that had frozen the band into place, however. Crouched by the loading doors, behind a pile of four-by-six boards nearly as old as they were, the band mates were gob smacked by what they saw.



 
 Aldwyn stood in the square of light, standing tall over the seated Hauk. The druid no longer wore his robe. Using enough cloth to make a circus tent, he was dressed head to toe in black. The only thing the same, besides his face, was the gnarled white oak staff in his massive hands.



 
 “What’s going on?” Elroy whispered.



 
 “Tell me!” Aldwyn yelled at Hauk. “What does it signify?”



 
 “I told you,” Hauk replied, voice even, “I don't know what you're talking about.”



 
 “This doesn't make any sense,” Jane hissed.



 
 “When has
 anything
 that's gone on tonight made any sense?” Surge asked.



 
 She glared at the lead guitarist then lifted her shoulders in resignation and nodded. “I know, right?”



 
 “What do we do?” Michael asked.



 
 “We take a page out of the druid's book and create a distraction,” Mickey told him. “I fire the flare gun and we rush 'em. Jane unties Hauk, we get on our plane and Ray takes off.”



 
 “It going to be that simple, you think?” Surge asked him.



 
 Mickey shook his head. “No, something’s going to go wrong. But what else are we going to do? Distract-and-attack is about all we’ve got.”



 
 From out of the shadows of the mill a large pipe wrench, red with rust, came twirling. The band, reacting as one, felt time slow. They flinched as the heavy die cast tool flew in, almost hypnotized by each revolution as it dropped.



 
 They scattered out from behind the lumber pile to avoid being knocked unconscious. The metal implement, heavy as a radio, crashed into the boards with a deafening racket and clattered to a stop.



 
 The Masons spun. The group, sprawled out across the filthy floor, looked up at them.



 
 “Hello, boys,” Jane said.



 
 “Get them!” Aldwyn snarled.



 
 +++



 



 
 The four Masons sprang toward the band as they tried to get to their feet. Sinclair didn't hesitate as he charged forward, his face an ugly mask of anger, splotchy red and twisted up like a dish towel. He wore Hauk' signet ring like a pair of brass knuckles.



 
 Operating on pure instinct, Mickey unfolded into action. He yanked the flare gun free of his waist band, pointed it at the ceiling and pulled the trigger. The magnesium pyrotechnic exploded out of the muzzle like a miniature sunburst.



 
 Burning at nearly three thousand degrees, it arched upwards. It struck the ceiling and bounced off, ricocheting through the cluster of men as the band finished jumping to their feet.



 
 “No!” Hauk shouted. “Run!”



 
 “Attack 'em, you gits!” Aldwyn shouted.



 
 Only this time it was the real Aldwyn. The druid, still dressed in his robes, emerged from behind the kidnappers and charged toward his doppelganger of a brother.



 
 “Bastard!” the twin yelled at him. He barely got his staff up in time to block Aldwyn's blow. One of the lanterns went spinning as he lurched backward under the strike. It rolled against the wall and shattered. Yellow flame began slowly licking at the loose scattered sawdust thick on the floor.



 
 “There are two of them!” Michael yelled.



 
 “
 For double the vision mine eyes do see
 !” Peter shouted, quoting Thomas Butts, who was neither Scottish nor the author of spooky fiction.



 
 “We've been snookered,” Mickey said.



 
 “Yeah,” Jane agreed. “
 We're
 the distraction.”



 
 “Just fight!” Surge shouted.



 
 The twins spun and countered around the still bound Hauk. Their staffs clacked hard against each other as they twisted and struck. Glowing hot as a furnace the flare rolled to a stop in a pile of damp sawdust and promptly set its own parachute on fire. Flames licked at the damp fuel around the red hot coal, hungry to get started.



 
 The four Masons charged. Jane squawked in protest and leapt back. Immediately Mickey and then Surge stepped in front of her like line backers blocking for a wide receiver. They brought their stolen clubs up, knuckles white.



 
 The wrench flew past their shoulders and struck Sinclair in the forehead. The man went down, his head bounced once off the floor like a rubber ball.



 
 “Yeah!” Jane shouted, celebrating her aim.



 
 Club strike blocked club strike. Michael threw back his arm to smack one of the Masons and his club clipped Peter along the chin. The bass player's glasses went flying and he was knocked onto his butt hard enough to click his teeth together.



 
 “Sorry,” Michael shouted, forced to duck under one of the man's wild swings.



 
 Beyond them Hauk had thrown himself to the ground and was trying to work himself free. Just a few feet away the bizarre sight of the giant twins battled back and forth, the clack and rattle of their spinning staffs sounding like Mickey holding down the tempo on his drums.



 
 The band leader dodged a wild swing and threw out a jab. His fist struck dead center of the hood once again. Instead of the feel of a breaking nose however, it felt like punching an orange. The man howled in agony and staggered backward.



 
 Hysterical, the Mason yanked his hood clear. “That's twice!” he yelled. His nose lay across his face
 , blood splattered
 like color on the canvas of a Jackson Pollock painting. Eyes blazing in anger he glared up at the drummer.



 
 He was just in time to see a big, raw boned fist coming in like a jet fighter. Mickey hooked his blow in hard. The punch tossed the man's head back and sent blood flying. He crumpled, out before he struck the floor.



 
 “Three times,” he told the unconscious Scotsman.



 
 He looked around and saw Davey on the floor behind Michael as the rhythm guitarist struggled against a hooded figure. Surge and Jane crouched out of the way behind Hauk, working furiously to loosen his bonds. Behind them the lantern fire began spreading.



 
 Nearing the huddled group, Aldwyn's twin stepped away from the fray with his brother and swung his staff wide. Jane ducked and the long, hard piece of oak sailed over her head. It smacked into Surge just as he untied the knot binding Hauk' hands and sent the lead guitarist over in a heap.



 
 “Surge!” Jane shouted.



 
 Aldwyn renewed his attack even more ferociously. Inch by stubborn inch, he began beating his brother back out of the circle of light. Behind them an entire wall of the mill ran yellow with flame and smoke started filling the room.



 
 Bluffing, Mickey sprang forward and pointed the Very pistol at Michael's opponent. The man froze in mid swing and threw his hands up.



 
 “Don't shoot!” the man cried, accent heavy Scotch. “They told me no guns!”



 
 Mickey flicked the muzzle of the flare gun toward the back of the mill floor where it opened up on the river.



 
 “Swim or get the best suntan of your pasty life,” he growled, doing his best Brighton Hauk imitation.



 
 “
 Cack,
 ” the man swore in Scottish.



 
 “I thought you were out of--” Michael began, looking confused.



 
 “Swim!” Mickey repeated, quickly interrupting his friend. He thumbed back the hammer on the flare pistol for emphasis. He hoped the man didn't call his bluff.



 
 The Mason looked at the huge barrel of the flare gun and coughed on smoke pouring in now as the fires on both sides of them got going good. He made his decision.



 
 “Aye, don't shoot!”



 
 He turned and started jogging fast toward the river side. He looped wide to stay clear of Hauk as the man stood, finally free from his bonds, and the battling twins. Grasping some hanging chain the Mason hauled down and yanked open a rolling metal door.



 
 Oxygen rushed in and fed the fires which began burning across the ceiling to meet up with each other. The cooler air swirled as it rushed in and met the fire heated oxygen trapped in the building. The effect forced the billowing smoke down out of the rafters and toward the floor in a firestorm.



 
 Mickey wouldn't have thought the damp structure could burn so fast but it already felt so warm he realized he was sweating. His chest felt tight from smoke irritation.



 
 The Mason looked back, just beyond him the river rolled by looking cold and black as ink. The drummer lifted the flare gun in response. The man jumped. Satisfied, he turned back toward Michael, intending to help get Davey back on his feet.



 
 “Look out!” Michael shouted.



 
 Like whirling dervishes the two brothers emerged from a particularly thick pocket of 
 smoke
 , staffs striking. Aldwyn 
 fought
 a defensive battle now, eyes red from the smoke. His brother pressed his advantage as Michael shouted his warning.



 
 It was too late.



 
 Aldwyn backed into Mickey. Both men stumbled but managed to keep their feet. It was enough for the twin. Snaking forward, he slammed the end of his staff into his brother's forehead. Aldwyn's eyes crossed and it was his turn to drop.



 
 Without stopping, the Scottish giant leapt forward and speared Mickey in the side of his skull. The room swam under the impact and the drummer staggered. A second blow scythed his legs out from under him and
 he
 hit the floor hard.



 
 Eyes wild with victory, the demented Mason stalked toward Michael. The guitar player stood his ground, refusing to leave his friends helpless. He wasn't sure what he could do against six feet of white oak however.



 
 “Oh, shit,” he said. “This is going to hurt a lot.”



 
 Smirking, the giant lifted his staff up in both his hands and reared back. Michael looked for a place to jump. Overhead flames ate more of the roof. The big man's sleeves pulled back and Michael was completely unsurprised to see the now familiar key tattoo on the man's wrist.



 
 Brighton Hauk appeared behind him. The band manager swung his chair like Mickey Mantle digging in for a home run. The chair crashed into the man’s back and exploded into splinters.



 
 Under the impact, he stiffened and his staff fell from loose fingers. Left holding only two chair legs, Hauk unflinchingly went to work with them on the unsteady man's unprotected head. Two blows and Aldwyn's brother 
 fell
 .



 
 “Damn, he's tough,” Hauk said.



 
 “Let's go!” Jane said. She held a still woozy Surge slumped onto her shoulder. “It's all coming down.”



 
 “Right,” Michael replied, yelling over the burning wood. He bent down and began trying to pull Peter to his feet. Unsteady, the bassist tried to stand.



 
 “Boat fuel,” he coughed out. “Those cans are going to go and they're under pressure.”



 
 “
 We're
 under pressure,” Jane told him. “And
 we
 need to go.”



 
 “Help me with Davey, Hauk,” Michael said.



 
 “Hold on,” the older man told him, already in motion.



 
 “Hold on!” Jane coughed, incredulous.



 
 The manager moved quickly, bending over the imposter pilot and stripping his signet ring off the man's finger. “Let's go!” He yelled.



 
 “That's what I've been saying,” Michael shouted. Peter, still dazed leaned against him.



 
 “Not so fast.”



 
 Aldwyn stood between them and the way out. His staff held up in a neutral guard position.



 
 “Out of our way, Aldwyn,” Hauk snapped. “We haven't got time for this.”



 
 Neither Michael nor Jane were surprised to learn the manager knew a seven-foot-tall druid. They felt beyond the sensation of surprise anymore.



 
 “I locked the door you came in through, lass” Aldwyn told the redhead. “You'll need to go out the front. It'll take longer.”



 
 “Then let’s us go!” she shouted up at him.



 
 Davey steadied himself and tried to stand on his own. It was very nearly an exercise in futility. He swayed then steeled his resolve and stood. “Help, Mickey,” he said, breathless.



 
 “I'm sorry, girl, aye and I am,” Aldwyn said, eyes never leaving Hauk. “But the price is that ring.”



 
 Michael, desperate to help his friend stepped forward, hands up. Aldwyn watched him, staff at the ready.



 
 “Get out of our way,” he demanded.



 
 Aldwyn shook his head. Michael stepped forward. The druid towered over him. Behind them another of the lanterns spilled open in a blaze of kerosene. Instinctively the group flinched away from the explosion.



 
 “That's nothing compared to what'll happen if those Jerry cans go up,” Aldwyn said.



 
 “You'd let us all burn over some stupid ring!” Jane shouted at him.



 
 “I've fought my own brother for twenty years - you think I do this lightly?”



 
 “You asked for it,” Michael told him. He looked up and swallowed.



 
 “Stop it,” Hauk told them. Everyone looked at the band manager. His resolve seemed perfect. “I can't let these kids get hurt. Not over our stupid games, Aldwyn. Besides,” he added, his voice became tired, “this ring belongs to another life. One I don't live anymore.”



 
 In one motion he took the ring of his finger and handed it to the massive druid.



 
 “There,” he said. “It's done.”



 
 The Celtic priest's face shone with avarice in the harsh light of the burning building. Jane coughed. Michael helped his friends to their feet. Just as quickly as it appeared, the enchantment vanished from the druid's face.



 
 “Go,” he said.



 
 “What about the Masons?” Jane coughed out. “We can't just let them burn.”



 
 “
 Burn—
 aye. That's where I'll be going with 'em.”



 
 Hauk caught the big man's eye. “You'll save them?”



 
 “Aye, I still have to live here don't I?”



 
 “Let's go!” Mickey gasped, finally awake again. “While we still have time.”



 
 “Go!” Hauk ordered.



 
 Instantly, the band moved forward, sweat poured down their faces in rivers and soot covered their exposed skins in war paint stripes of charcoal gray. Lungs wracked by smoke and heated air spasmed painfully as they made their way toward safety.



 
 Behind them the druid, Brighton Hauk' ring firmly in his possession, disappeared into the wall of smoke. Hauk came last, ushering the younger members of the band forward like some strange cross between den mother and drill sergeant.



 
 A dark rectangle opened before them, the rectangle serving like an inverse lighthouse to guide them out of the inferno. Jane and Surge made the door and disappeared outside.



 
 Behind them the fire cooked the Jerry cans until the gas inside heated to the point of ignition. The explosion of the three fuel containers went off like a daisy chain of landmines. Concussive air swept through the structure and punched Hauk in the back like a fist.



 
 He stumbled forward and a ball of fire ripped through the rickety old structure. Ceiling beams cracked like ice and crumpled inward. Like breath from a dragon, flames rushed through the building and straight toward the open door.



 
 “Down!” Hauk screamed.



 
 He surged forward and caught Mickey and Michael with outspread arms. His momentum carried them out through the door and onto the damp, soggy ground. They landed in a pile as heat and fire burst free and rolled into the air above them.



 
 “Go! Go!” He cried.



 
 The two musicians made it to their hands and knees and from his belly he shoved them forward as the bottom of the flame cloud dropped out of it. Hauk’ pants burst into flame. Stubbornly, he used his elbows to dig into the ground and drug himself forward. Pain seared his flesh and he gasped.



 
 Strong hands snatched him up under his armpits and pulled him to safety. The band swirled around him, slapping at the fire eating away at his trouser legs. After a moment the flames were extinguished. Behind them the building continued collapsing, pushing waves of heat and kites of flame out into the Scottish night.



 
 “Go!' Hauk gritted. He staggered to his feet. Concerned hands tried to help him but he pushed them away. “Go on,” he repeated. “Who knows what else is in that building. And if there are reinforcements close this will only draw them faster.”



 
 The sentries were gone as the band spilled onto the industrial length landing strip and headed toward their idling plane. Light spilled from the cockpit of the aircraft and the noise of its engines was a rumble that vibrated down through the pavement and up through the soles of their feet.



 
 Fear lent them speed and they covered ground quickly. Behind them the burning mill lit up the night like a Roman candle. Ray Evans met them at the door and tossed a nylon rope down the slide.



 
 Mickey scrambled up first then helped haul the rest of the group inside the front cabin. “Quickly,” Evans ordered. “Get in and buckle up.” He popped the attachment on the emergency slid
 e
 and let it fall to the ground like a forgotten rain slicker. “Hurry!”



 
 They didn't need to be told twice.



 
 The big jet turbines howled as the pilot ramped the RPMs up into the red. There was a jerk and the DC-8 lurched forward. Cabin lights flickered as the plane systems tried to compensate for the wild surge of power. The plane shot forward like a drag racer running the quarter mile.



 
 G-forces shoved them back into their seats, pressing their heads up against the rests. Jane felt as if a 300lb roadie had settled onto her chest and her fingers dug into the seat arm. Mickey’s strong hand found hers and she squeezed.



 
 The plane lifted up. The entire frame shuddered as it lumbered into flight then gradually, like the surf running back out to sea, the cabin began to pressurize and the claustrophobic feeling of suffocation eased.



 
 “We made it!” Michael whooped.



 
 “
 Far between sundown's finish and midnight's broken toll; We ducked inside the doorways, thunder went crashing; As majestic bells of bolts struck shadows in the sounds; Seeming to be chimes of freedom flashing
 !” Peter sang out, voice harsh, quoting Bob Dylan's “Chimes of Freedom.”



 
 Jane giggled wildly and threw her arms around Mickey’s neck. Surge and Michael slapped each other’s back. Hauk, smile on his face, leaned back and relaxed into his seat. Instinctively his thumb went to his ring finger, but he found the ornament he had worn for so long gone. It would, he realized, take some getting used to.



 
 After a moment the jubilation quieted and Hauk found himself the center of everyone's gaze. He sighed.



 
 “I'm glad you’re okay,” he said, his voice sincere. “And...thank you.”



 
 “You're welcome,” Mickey said.



 
 “Spill it, Hauk,” Jane said. “That was a fun layover and all, but it got a little heavy there and I, for one, would dig knowing just what in the heck it was all about.”



 
 “Ya, let’s hear it,” Michael said. “Spill, man, spill.”



 
 “Hijacked planes, hooded Masons, seven foot druids! That was like, one crazy scene, man,” Surge said.



 
 Hauk looked away, frowning.



 
 “Come on, Hauk,” Elroy said, voice soft. “You need to tell us. Surge's right; that was crazy.”



 
 Hauk held up his hand. “Okay.” He paused, shook his head. “You're not going to like this because it will give you more questions than answers. But it will go a little way toward putting what just happened into some sort of,” he gestured indecisively, “perspective, I guess.”



 
 “Perspective's good,” Jane said.



 
 “Fine,” he admitted. He breathed in then went on, voice low. “After the war we discovered something called 'ODESSA.'”



 
 Davey looked at Mickey. “We?” he mouthed.



 
 Mickey 
 shushed him
 . Hauk continued.



 
 “ODESSA is a German acronym,” he explained. “Loosely translated it means
 Organization of former SS members
 .”



 
 “Nazis!” Surge said, stunned. “You mean those guys in the hoods were--”



 
 “Something else,” Hauk waved him off. “The details aren't important, not now. But in Palestine I tracked down a former Wehrmacht intelligence officer who had served with the Ahernenerbe, the Nazi archeology unit. There was a car crash and I ended up with the signet ring you've seen me with.”



 
 “Why did you keep a Nazi ring?” Jane demanded. “That's like keeping Jack the Ripper's overcoat!”



 
 “I know,” he admitted. “But it wasn't really
 his
 ring. It was much, much older. Some believe it belonged to King Solomon.”



 
 “
 What
 !” the band yelled in unison.



 
 “King who?” Michael asked.



 
 “Solomon,” Hauk repeated. “A figure from antiquity. It's not important now. But I had a British liaison working with myself and my partner at the time.”



 
 “Aldwyn,” Elroy said, connecting the dots.



 
 “Yes,” Hauk admitted, “Aldwyn. I didn't know about his, ah, peculiar background at the time. But he wanted that ring.”



 
 “Why didn't you give it to him then?” Jane asked. “What was so important about it?”



 
 “Nothing,” Hauk said. “Or nothing I thought at the time. I only kept it because my partner, a former member of the French resistance
 ,
 name
 d
 Michelle, died in that same car wreck.” He looked at them and smiled sadly. “I didn't take it well,” he said. “I held on to it and Aldwyn didn't push the subject. He did warn me that there were people looking for  it, and that these people were everywhere, in all walks of life and levels of society. They would know the ring for what it was and they'd want it and stop at nothing to get it.”



 
 “The 'Key' Masons?” Surge asked. Hauk nodded.



 
 “This isn't the first time the Key Masons tried to take it,” he told them. “I've fought them off before, escaped shadows and tails. I’ve been followed, ambushed, my home burglarized on more than one occasion.”



 
 “If you fought so hard to keep it,” Mickey asked. “Why did you give it up?”



 
 Hauk smiled, eyes weary. “Because Michelle, God rest her soul, is dead and you, my dear band members, are very much alive. In that context some old ring means very little to me. Besides, I didn't give it to them, I gave it to Aldwyn and no matter what he does with it, he'll never forget Michelle either.”



 
 “You both were in love with her,” Jane said softly. Her eyes were moist.



 
 “You're a little too insightful for your own good,” Hauk told her, looking away. “But time doesn't stop and we'll be in Edinburgh soon.”



 
 “Yeah, Surge said. “Without roadies.”



 
 “See,” Hauk told him, “a manager's work is never done.”



 
 Not just a manager’s,
 Jane thought.
 Dawson and the Bureau of Intelligence and Research are going to want to get in on this action. God only knows where
 that
 will lead!



 
 She eased back and took the joint from Mickey. She inhaled and closed her eyes, feeling the ache in her pussy.



 
 This is how you earn your living,
 she thought.
 This is how you earn your pay.



 
 End
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